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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Thb  booksellers  having  detennined  to  publish  a  body  of  English 
poetry^  I  was  persuaded  to  promise  them  a  "preiace  to  the  works 
of  each  author ;  an  undertakings  as  it  was  then  presented  to  my 
mind,  not  very  extensive  or  difficult. 

My  purpose  was  only  to  have  allotted  to  every  poet  an  adver* 
tisementj  like  those  which  we  find  in  the  French  Miscellanies^ 
containing  a  few  dates  and  a  general  character;  but  I  havQ 
been  led  beyond  my  intention,  I  hope  by  the  honest  desire  oi 
giving  useful  pleasure. 

In  this  minute  kind  of  history  the  succession  of  fiftcts  is  not 
easily  discovered ;  and  I  am  not  without  suspicion  that  some  of 
Dryden's  works  are  placed  in  wrong  years.  I  have  followed 
LangbainCj  as  the  best  authority  for  plays ;  and  if  I  shall  here- 
after obtain  a  more  correct  chronology,  will  publish  it ;  but  I  do 
not  yet  know  that  my  account  is  erroneous. 

Dryden's  remarks  on  Rymer  have  been  somewhere  printed 
before.  The  former  edition  I  have  not  seen.  This  was  tran- 
scribed for  the  press  firom  his  own  manuscript. 

As  this  undertaking  was  occasional  and  unfcMreseen,  I  must  be 
supposed  to  have  engaged  in  it  with  less  provision  of  materials 
than  might  have  been  accumulated  by  longer  premeditation.  Of 
the  later  writers,  at  least,  I  might,  by  attention  and  inquiry,  have 
gleaned  many  particulars  which  would  have  diversified  and  en- 
livened my  biography.  These  omissions,  which  it  is  now  useless 
to  lament,  have  been  often  supplied  by  the  kindness  of  Mr. 
Steevens  and  other  friends ;  and  great  assistance  has  been  given 
me  by  Mr.  Spence's  Collections,  of  which  I  consider  the  commu- 
nication as  a  favour  worthy  of  publick  acknowledgment. 
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TO 

THE   LIVES   OF  THE  POETS. 

Such  was  the  simple  and  unpretending  advertisement  that  an- 
nounced the  Lives  of  the  English  Poets ;  a  work  that  gave'to  the 
British  nation  a  new  style  of  biography.  Johnson's  decided  taste 
for  this  species  of  writings  and  his  fiomiliarity  with  the  works  of 
those  whose  lives  he  has  recorded^  peculiarly  fitted  him  for  the 
task ;  but  it  has  been  denounced  by  some  as  dogmatical^  and  even 
morose ;  minute  critics  have  detected  inaccuracies ;  the  admirers 
of  particular  authors  have  complained  of  an  insufficiency  of  praise 
to  the  objects  of  their  fond  and  exclusive  regard ;  and  the  poli- 
tical zealot  has  affected  to  decry  the  staunch  and  unbending 
champion  of  regal  and  ecclesiastical  rights.  Those^  again^  jDf  high 
and  imaginative  minds^  who  **  lift  themselves  up  to  look  to  the 
sky  of  poetry^  and  far  removed  from  the  dull-making  cataract  of 
Nilus>  listen  to  the  planet-like  music  of  poetry ;"  these  accuse 
Johnson  of  a  heavy  and  insensible  soul^  because  he  avowed  that 
nature's  *'  world  was  brazen^  and  that  the  poets  only  delivered  a 
golden'." 

But  in  spite  of  the  censures  of  political  opponents^  private 
friends^  and  angry  critics^  it  will  be  acknowledged^  by  the  impar- 
tial, and  by  every  lover  of  virtue  and  of  truth,  that  Johnson's 
honest  heart,  penetrating  mind,  and  powerful  intellect,  has  given 
to  the  world  memoirs  fraught  with  what  is  infinitely  more  valu- 
able than  mere  verbal  criticism,  or  imaginative  speculation ;  he 
has  presented,  in  his  Lives  of  the  English  Poets,  the  fruits  of 
his  long  and  careful  examination  of  men  and  manners,  and  re- 
peated in  his  age,  with  the  authoritative  voice  of  experience,  the 
same  dignified  lessons  of  morality,  with  which  he  had  instructed 
his  readers  in  his  earlier  years.     And  if  these  lives  contained 

*  See  sir  Philip  Sidney's  Defence  of  Poetry. 
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fisw  merits  of  their  own>  they  confeasedl  j  amended  the  criticism 
of  the  nation^  and  opened  the  path  to  a  more  enlarged  and 
liberal  style  of  biography  than  had,  before  their  publication, 
appeared. 

The  bold  manner  in  which  Johnson  delivered  what  he  believed 
to  be  the  truth,  naturally  provoked  hostile  attack,  and  we  are  not 
prepared  to  say,  that,  in  many  instances,  the  strictures. passed 
upon  him  might  not  be  just.  We  will  call  the  attention  of  our 
readers  to  some  few  of  the  charges  brought  against  the  work  now 
before  us,  and  then  leave  it  to  their  candid  and  unbiassed  judg- 
ment to  decide,  whether  the  deficiencies  pointed  out  are  but  as 
dost  in  the  balance,  when  brought  to  weigh  against  the  sterling 
excellence  with  which  this  last  and  greatest  production  of  our 
Moralist  abounds. 

He  has  been  accused  of  indulging  a  spirit  of  political  animosity, 
of  an  illiberal  and  captious  method  of  criticism,  of  frequent  in« 
accuracies,  and  of  a  general  haughtiness  of  manner,  indicative  of 
a  feeling  of  superiority  over  the  subjects  of  his  memorial. 

In  the  life  of  Milton  his  political  prejudices  are  most  apparent. 
It  is  not  our  duty,  neither  our  inclination,  in  this  place,  to  dis- 
cuss  the  accuracy  of  Johnson's  political  wisdom.  We  cannot, 
however,  but  respect  the  int^rity  with  which  he  dung  to  the 
instructions  of  his  youth,  amidst  poverty,  and  all  those  incon* 
veniendes  which  usually  drive  men  to  a  discontent  with  things 
.  as  they  are. 

Those  who  censure  him  without  qualification  or  reserve,  are  as 
bad,  or  worse,  on  the  opposite  side. 

They  accuse  him  of  narrow-minded  prejudice,  and  of  bigoted 
attachment  to  powers  that  be  with  a  rancour  little  befitting  the 
liberality  of  which  they  make  such  vaunting  professions.  JcAin- 
son  had  a  really  benevolent  heart,  but  despised  and  detested  the 
affectation  of  a  sentimental  and  universal  philanthropy,  which 
neglects  the  practical  charities  of  home  and  kindred,  in  its  wild 
and  excursive  flights  after  distant  and  romantic  objects.  He  was 
no  tyrant,  even  in  theory,  but  he  dreaded,  and,  therefore,  sought 
to  expose,  the  lurking  designs  of  those  who  opposed  constituted 
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anthorities,  because  they^  hated  subjection ;  and  who^  when  they 
gained  power  themselves^  proved  the  well-grounded  nature  of  the 
fears  entertained  respecting  their  sincerity.  Johnson  was  a  firm 
English  character^  and  his  surly  expressions  were  often  philan- 
thropy in  disguise.  They  have  little  studied  his  real  disposition, 
who  impute  his  occasional  austerity  of  manner  to  misanthropy  at 
heart.  The  man  who  is  smooth  to  all  alike^  is  frequently  the 
friend  of  none,  and  those  who  entertain  no  aversions^  have>  per- 
haps^  few  of  the  warmer  emotions  of  friendship. 

In  dwelling  thus  long  on  a  part  of  Johnson's  character,  on  which 
we  have  elsewhere  ^  avowed  that  we  could  not  speak  with  perfect 
pleasure,  we  are  not  attempting  to  vindicate  him  in  all  his  violent 
reproaches  of  those  whom  he  politically  disliked.  We  would, 
however,  wish  to  deprecate  unmitigated  condemnation,  and  also 
to  ask,  whether  the  conduct  of  those  whom  he  denounced,  was 
not>  in  its  turn,  so  harsh  and  arbitrary,  as  almost  to  justify  the 
utmost  severity  of  censure.  Were  they  not  men  who  would 
''scarcely  believe  in  the  substance  of  their  liberty,  if  they  did  not 
see  it  cast  a  shadow  of  slavery  over  others." 

With  respect  to  Johnson's  powers  as  a  critic,  we  confess  that 
he  had  but  little  natural  taste  for  poetry,  as  such ;  for  that 
poetry  of  emotion  which  produces  in  its  cultivators  and  admirers 
an  intensity  of  excitement,  to  which  language  can  scarcely  afford 
an  utterance,  to  which  art  can  give  no  body,  and  which  spreads  a 
dream  and  a  glory  around  us.  All  this  Johnson  felt  not,  and, 
therefore,  und^t^tood  not ;  for  he  wanted  that  deep  feeling  which 
is  the  only  sure  and  unerring  test  of  poetic  excellence.  He 
sought  the  didactic  in  poetry,  and  wished  for  reasoning  in  num- 
bers. Hence  his  undivided  admiration  of  Pope  and  the  French 
schbol,  who  cultivated  exclusively  the  poetry  of  idea,  where  each 
moral  problem  is  worked  out  with  detailed^  and  often  tedious, 
analysis ;  where  all  intense  emotion  is  frittered  away  by  a  ratio- 
cinative  process.  Johnson,  we  repeiEit,  had  no  natural  perception 
nor  relish  for  the  high  and  excursive  range  of  poetic  fancy,  and 

^  See  vol.  v1.  153. 
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the  age  at  which  he  composed  his  criticisms  on  the  English  poets, 
was  far  advanced  bejrond  that  when  purely  imaginative  poetry 
nsaally  affords  delight.  Hence,  no  douht^  proceeded  his  capri^ 
dons  strictures  on  the  odes  of  Gray,  to  which  we^  with  painful 
candour^  advert.  In  criticism  and  in  poetry,  for  indignation  only 
poured  forth,  the  torrent  of  his  song»  he  kept  steadily  in  view  the 
interests  of  mdrality  and  virtue :  these  he  would  not  compro- 
mise for  the  glitter  of  genius,  and  for  their  maintenance  of  these, 
the  main  objects  of  his  own  life  and  labour,  he  praised  many  an 
author  whom  other  more  courtly  critics  have  thought  it  not 
cruelty  to  ridicule.  He  sums  up  his  eulogium  on  a  poet  with  the 
reflection,  that  he  left 

m 

No  line  which,  dying,  he  could  wish  to  blot. 

Johnson  has  also  not  escaped  animadversion  for  entitling  his 
collection  The  Lives  of  the  English  Poets,  when  he  has  taken  so 
<»nfined  a  range.    It  must  be  remembered,  that  he  only  pro- 
fessed, in  the  first  instance^  to  prefix  lives  to  the  works  which  the 
booksellers  chose  to  publish ;   he  was,  therefore,  confined  to  ^ 
task,  at  which  he  more  than  once  expressed  his  repugnance  to 
BoswelL    It  should  also,  in  fiiirness  to  his  memory,  be  borne  in 
mind,  that  he  vnrote,  as  he  confesses  in  his  preface,  from  scanty 
materials,  and  on  various  authors.    It  ¥^as  very  easy,  therefore, 
for  each  successive  bic^apher,  who  devoted  his  time  to  the  col- 
lection of  memoirs  for  some  single  individual,  to  point  out  inaccu- 
racies in  Johnson's  general  statements ;  and  very  natural  also 
for  one  who  had  contracted  an  affection  for  the  subject  of  his 
labours,  by  continually  having  him  present  in  his  thoughts,  to 
carp  at  all  those  who  were  not  as  aliye  to  the  merits,  and  as  blind 
to  the  defects  of  his  idol  as  himself.     But  Johnson,  feeling  a 
manlv  consciousness  of  abilitv,  which  he  affected  not  to  hide, 
ivas  not  dazzled  by  the  lustre  of  brilliant'  talents,  and  was  far  too 
honest  to  veil  from  public  view  the  faults  and  fedlings  of  the  sons 
of  genius.     This  he  did  not  from  a  sour  delight  in  detecting  and 
exposing  the  frailties  of  his  fellow  men,  but  from  a  belief  that,  in 
so  doing,  he  was  promoting  the  good  of  mankind.   ''  It  is  particu- 
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larly  the  duty,"  says  he,  *'  of  those  who  consign  illustrious  names 
to  posterity,  to  take  care  lest  their  readers  be  misled  by  am- 
biguous examples.  That  writer  may  justly  be  condemned  as  an 
enemy  to  goodness,  who  suffers  fondness  or  interest  to  confound 
right  with  wrong,  or  to  shelter  the  faults,  which  even  the  wisest 
and  the  best  have  committed,  from  that  ignominy  which  guilt 
ought  always  to  suffer,  and  with  which  it  should  be  more  deeply 
stigmatized,  when  dignified  by  its  neighbourhood  to  uncommon 
worth :  since  we  shall  be  in  danger  of  beholding  it  without  ab- 
horrence, unless  its  turpitude  be  laid  open,  and  the  eye  secured 
from  the  deception  of  sorrounding  splendour  ^ ."  ''  If  nothing  but 
the  bright  side  of  characters  should  be  shown,"  he  once  remarked 
to  Malone,  "  we  should  sit  down  in  despondency,  and  think  it 
utterly  impossible  to  imitate  them  in  any  thing  ^ ."  It  was  this 
conscientious  freedom,  we  believe,  that  has,  more  than  any  other 
cause,  subjected  the  Lives  of  the  Poets  to  severe  censure.  We 
readily  avow  this  our  belief,  since  we  are  persuaded  that  it  is  now 
generally  admitted  by  all,  but  those  who  are  influenced  by  an  ir- 
rel%ious  or  a  party  spirit. 

We  might  diflluse  these  remarks  to  a  wide  extent,  by  allusions 
to  the  opinions  of  different  authors  on  the  Lives,  and  by  critiques 
on  the  separate  memoirs  themselves ;  but  we  will  not  longer  oc- 
cupy our  readers,  since  the  literary  history  of  the  Lives  has  been 
elsewhere  so  fully  detailed,  and  is  now  so  almost  universally 
known  ^ 

What  we  have  already  advanced,  has  chiefly  been  with  a  view 
to  invite  to  the  perusal  of  a  work,  which,  for  sound  criticism,  in- 
structive memoir,  pleasing  diction,  and  pure  morality,  must  con- 
stitute the  most  lasting  monument  of  Johnson's  fame, 

«  Rambler,  164. 

^  See  Malone's  letter,  in  Boswell,  iv.  55. 

«  See  Boswell ;  Dr.  Drake's  literary  Life  of  Johnson  ;  and,  since  we  dread 
hot  examination.  Potter's  Inquiry  inta  some  Passages  in  Dr.  Johnson's  lives  of 
the  Poets;  Graves's  Recollections  of  Sbenstone  ;  Mitford's  preface  to  Gray's 
works ;  Roscoe's  preface  to  Pope's  works,  &c. 


CONTENTS  OF  THE  EIGHTH  VOLUME. 

THE  LIVES  OF  THE  ENGLISH  POETS. 

PAOB 

Prior • • 1 

CongreTe « \ 23 

Blackmore 36 

Fenton • 54 

Gay 62 

Granville  72 

Yalden 80 

TickeU   85 

HammoDd  • • ,....     90 

Somenrile , 93 

Savage * •     96 

Swift i 192 

Bvoome «..  229 

Pope 233 

Pitt 363 

Thonuon 366 

Watte .• 380 

A.PhiUps  388 

Wert 396 

Collins • 400 

Dyer 406 

Shenstone , 408 

Young •••••. • 416 

Mallet 463 

Akenude 469 

Gray 476 

I^ttelton 488 


PRIOR. 

Matthew  prior  is  one  of  those  that  have  burst 
out  from  an  obscure  original  to  great  eminence.  He  was 
bom  July  21,  1664,  according  to  some,  at  Winbum,  in 
Dorsetshire,  of  I  know  not  what  parents ;  others  say,  that 
he  was  the  son  of  a  joiner  of  London :  he  was,  perhaps, 
willing  enough  to  leave  his  birth  unsettled  ^,  in  hope,  like 
Don  Quitote,  that  the  historian  of  his  actions  might  find 
him  some  illustrious  alliance. 

He  is  supposed  to  have  fallen,  by  his  father's  death,  into 
the  bands  of  his  uncle,  a  vintner**,  near  Charing-croM, 
who  sent  him  for  some  time  to  Dr.  Busby,  at  West- 
minster; but,  not  intending  to  give  him  any  education 
beyond  that  of  the  school,  took  him,  when  he  was  well  ad- 
vanced in  literature,  to  his  own  house,  where  the  earl  of 
Dorset,  celebrated  for  patronage  of  genius,  found  him  by 
'  chance,  as  Burnet'  relates,  reading  Horace,  and  was  so, 
well  pleased  with  his  proficiency,  that  he  undertook  the 
care  and  cost  of  his  academical  education. 

He  entered  his  name  in  St.  John's  college,  at  Cambridge, 
in  16S2,  in  his  eighteenth  year ;  and  it  may  be  reasonably 
supposed  that  he  was  distinguished  among  his  contempo- 
raries.   He  became  a  bachelor,  as  is  usual,  in  four  years  *^ ; 

*  Hie  diflkulty  of  set^ng  Ivor's  birthplace  is  great.  In  the  register  of 
his  college  he  is  called,  at  his  admission  by  the  president,  Matthew  Prior,  of 
Winbum,  in  Middlesex ;  by  himself,  next  day,  Matthew  Prior,  of  Dorsetshire, 
m  which  coanty,  not  in  Middlesex,  Winbom,  or  Winbome,  as  it  stands  in  the 
Villare,  is  found.  When  he  stood  candidate  for  his  fellowship,  five  years  af- 
terwards, he  was  registered  again  by  himself  as  of  Middlesex.  The  last  record 
ought  to  be  pwferred,  because  it  was  made  upon  oath.  It  is  observable,  that, 
as  a  native  of  Winbome,  he  b  styled  filius  Georgii  Prior,  generosi ;  not  con- 
sistently with  the  common  account  of  the  meanness  of  his  birth.    Pr.  J. 

^  Samuel  Prior  k^t  the  Rummer  tavern  near  Charing-cross,  in  1685.  The 
annual  feast  of  the  nobility  and  gentry  living  in  tlie  parish  of  St.  Martin  in  tbe 
Fields  was  held  at  his  house,  Oct.  14,  that  year.    N. 

^  He  was  admitted  to  his  bachelor's  degree  in  1686 ;  and  to  his  master's,  by 
mandate,  in  1700.    N. 
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and  two  years  afterwards  wrote  the  poem  on  the  Deity, 
which  stands  first  in  his  volume. 

It  is  the  established  practice  of  that  college,  to  send 
every  year  to  the  earl  of  Exeter  some  poems  upon  sacred 
subjects,  in  acknowledgment  of  a  benefiEiction  enjoyed  by 
them  from  the  bounty  of  his  ancestor.  On  this  occasion 
were  those  verses  written,  which»  though  nothing  is  said 
of  their  success,  seepi  to  \k^ve  recommended  him  to  some 
notice ;  for  his  praise  of  the  countess's  musick,  and  his 
lines  on  the  famous  picture  of  Seneca,  afibrd  reason  for 
imagining  that  he  was  more  or  less  conversant  with  that 
familv. 

.  The  same  year*  1688,  he  published  the  City  Mouse  and 
Country  Mouse,  to  ridicule  Dryden's  Hind  and  Panther* 
in  conjunction  with  Mr.  Montague.  There  is  a  story  ^  of 
great  pain  suffered,  and  of  tears  shed,  on  this  occasion,  by 
Dryden,  who  thought  it  hard  that  "  an  old  man  should  be 
so  treated  by  those  to  whcnn  he  had  always  b^en  civil.'* 
By  tal^s  like  these  b  the  envy,  raised  by  superiour  abili- 
ties, Civery  day  gratified :  when  they  are  attacked,  every 
one  hopes  to  see  them  humbled ;  what  is  h^ped  is  rei^ily 
believed ;  and  what  is  believed  is  confidently  told,  Dryden 
had  been  more  accustomed  to  hostilities,  than  that  such 
enemies  should  break  Ms  quiet;  and  if ^e  CW  fliuppos^ 
him  vexed,  it  would  be  hard  to  deny  him  s^nse  eaevgh  to 
conceal  his  uneasiness. 

The  City  Mouse  and  Country  Mouse  procured  its  au- 
thors more  solid  advantages  than  the  pleasure  of  fretting 
Dryden ;  for  they  were  both  speedily  preferred.  Mon- 
tague, indeed,  obtained  the  first  notice,  with  some  degree 
of  discontent,  as  it  seems,  in  Prior,  who,  probably,  knew 
that  his  own  part  of  the  performance  was  the  best.  He 
had  not,  however,  much  reason  to  complain  ;  for  he  came 
to  London,  and  obtained  such  notice,  that,  in  1691,  he 
was  sent  to  the  congress  at  the  Hague  as  secretary  to  the 
embassy.    In  this  assembly  of  princes  and  nobles,  to  which 

^  Spence. 
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Bufepe  has,  perhapey  scarcely  seen  any  thing  equals  was 
formed  the  gprand  alliance  against  Lewis,  which,  at  last,  did 
not  produce  effects  proportionate  to  the  magnificence  of 
the  transaction. 

The  conduct  of  Prior,  in  this  splendid  initiatioii  into 
pabliek  business,  was  so  pleasing  to  king  William,  that 
be  made  bim  one  of  the  gentlemen  of  his  bedchamber ; 
and  he  is  supposed  to  have  passed  some  of  the  next  yeass 
in  th^  quiet  cultivation  of  literature  and  poetry.   ^ 

The  death  of  queen  Mary,  in  1696,  produced  a  tub- 
ject  for  all  the  writers ;  perhaps  no  funeral  was  erer  so 
poetically  attended.  Dryden,  indeed,  as  a  man  discouni- 
tenanced  and  deprived,  was  silent ;  but  scarcely  any  other 
maker  of  verses  omitted  to  bring  his  tribute  of  tuneful 
8orrow<  An  emulation  of  elegy  was  universal.  Maria's 
praise  was  not  confined  to  the  English  language,  but  fills 
a  great  pert  of  the  Musae  Anglieans?. 

Prior,  who  was  both  a  poet  and  a  courtier,  was  too  di- 
figent  to  miss  this  opportunity  of  respects  He  wrote  a 
long  ode,  which  was  presented  to  the  king,  by  whom  it 
was  not  likely  to  be  ever  read. 

In  two  years  he  was  secretary  to  another  embassy  at 
the  treaty  of  Ryswick,  in  1697* ;  and  next  year  had  the 
same  office  at  the  court  of  France,  where  he  is  said  to 
have  been  considered  with  great  distinction. 

As  he  was  one  day  surveying  the  apartments  at  Ver- 
sailles, being  shown  the  victories  of  Lewis,  painted  by 
Le  Brun,  and  asked  whether  the  king  of  England's  palace 
had  any  such  decorations :  "  The  monuments  of  my  mas- 
ter's actions,"  said  he,  '*  are  to  be  seen  every  where  but 
in  his  own  house."  The  pictures  of  Le  Bran  are  not  only 
in  themselves  sufficiently  ostentatious,  but  were  explained 
by  inscriptions  so  arrogant,  that  Boileau  and  Racine 
thought  it  necessary  to  make  them  more  simple. 

He  was,* in  the  following  year,  at  Loo  with  the  king; 


«  He  received,  in  SepUmber,  1^7,  a  present  of  two  hundred  gaineas  from 
tbe  lords  joiitees,  for  hit  trouble  in  bringfing  over  the  treaty  of  peac^.    N.    . 
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from  whom,  after  a  long  audience,  he  carried  orders  to 
England,  and  upon  his  arrival  became  under-secretary  of 
state  in  the  earl  of  Jersey's  :Office ;  a  post  which  he  did  not 
retain  long,  because  Jersey  was  removed;  but  he  was 
soon  made  commissioner  of  trade. 

This  year,  1700,  produced  one  (Tf  his  longest  and  most 
splendid  compositions,  the  Carmen  Seculare,  in  which  he 
exhausts  all  his  powers  of  celebration.  I  mean  not  to  accuse 
him  of  flattery ;  he  probably  thought  all  that  he  writ,  and 
retained  as  much  veracity  as  can  be  properly  exacted  from 
a  poet  professedly  enoomiastick.  King  William  supplied 
copious  materials  for  either  verse  or  prose.  His  whole 
life  had  been  action,  and  none  ever  denied  him  the  re- 
splendent Qualities  of  steady  resolution  and  personal  cou- 
rage. He  was  really,  in  Prior's  mind,  .what  he  represents 
him  in  his  verses ;  he  considered  him  as  a  hero,  and  was 
accustomed  to  say,  that  he  praised  others  in  compliance 
with  the  fashion,  but  that  in  celebrating  king  William  he 
followed  his  inclination.  To  Prior  gratitude  would  dictate 
praise,  which  reason  would  not  refuse. 

Among  the  advantages  to  arise  from  the  future  years  of 
William's  reign,  he  mentions  a  society  for  useful  arts,  and, 
among  them. 

Some  that  with  care  true  eloquence  shall  teach. 
And  to  just  idioms  ^x  our  doubtful  speech ; 
That  from  our  writers  distant  realms  may  know 

Hie  thanks  we  to  our  monarch  owe. 
And  8chooIs.prQ£esa.our  tongue  through  er'ry  land. 
That  has  invok'd  his  aid,  or  bless'd  his  hand. 

Tickell,  in  his  Prospect  of  Peace,  has  the  same  hope  of 
a  new  academy : 

•In  happy  chains  our  daring  language  bound. 
Shall  sport  no  more  in  arbitrary  sound. 

Whether  the  similitude  of  those  passages  which  exhibit 
the  same  thought,  on  the  same  occasion,  proceeded  from 
accident  or  imitation,  is  not  easy  to  determine.    Tickell 
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might  have  be^  impressed  with  his  expectation  by  Swift's 
Proposal  for  ascertaining  the  English  Language,  then 
lately  published. 

Id  the  parliament  that  met  in  1701,  he  was  chosen  re- 
presentative of  East  Grinstead.  Perhaps  it  was  about  this 
time  that  he  changed  his  party ;  for  he  voted  for  the  im- 
peachment of  those  lords  who  had  persuaded  the  king  to 
the  partition-treaty,  a  treaty  in  which  he  had  himself  been 
ministerially  employed. 

A  great  part  of  queen  Anne's  reign  was  a  time  of  war, 
in  which  there  was  little  employnient  for  negotiators,  and 
Prior  had,  therefore,  leisure  to  make  or  to  polish  verses. 
When  the  battle  of  Blenheim  called  forth  all  the  versemen. 
Prior,  among  the  rest,  took  carie  to  show  his  delight  in  the 
increasing  honour  of  his. country,  by  an  epistle  to  Boileau.. 

He  published,  soon  afterwards,  a  volume  of  poems,  with 
the  encomiastick  character  of  his  deceased  patron,  the  duke 
of  Dorset^:  it  began  with  the  College  Exercise,  and  ended- 
with  the  Nut-brown  Mqpd. 

The  battle  of  Ramilles  soon  afterwards,  in  1706,  ex- 
cited him  to  another  effort  of  poetry.  On  this  occasion  he 
had  fewer  or  less  formidable  rivals ;  and  it  would  be  not 
easy  to  name  any  other  composition  produced  by  that 
event  which  is  now  remembered. 

Every  thing  has  its  day.  Through  the  reigns  of  William 
and  Anne  no  prosperous  event  passed  undignified  by  poetry. 
In  the  last  war,  when  France  was  disgraced  and  over- 
powered in  every  quarter  of  the  globe,  when  Spain,  coming 
to  her  assistance,  only  shared  her  calamities,  and  the  name 
of  an  Englishman  was  reverenced  through  Europe,  no  poet 
was  heard  amidst  the  general  acclamation ;  the  fame  of  our 
counsellors  and  heroes  was  entrusted  to  the  Gazetteer. 

The  nation,  in  time,  grew  weary  of  the  war,  and  the 
queen  grew  weary  of  her  ministers.  The  war  was  burden- 
some, and  the  ministers  were  insolent.  Harley  and  his 
friends  began  to  hope  that  they  might,  by  driving  the 
whigs  from  court  and  from  power,  gratify,  at  once,  the 

'  It  should  be  the  earl  of  Dorset. 
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queen'and  the  people.  There  was  now  a  call  for  writers, 
who  might  coDTey  intelligence  of  past  abuses,  and  show 
the  waste  of  publick  money,  the  unreasonable  con^net  of 
the  allies,  the  avarice  of  generals,  the  tyranny  of  minions, 
and  the  general  danger  of  approaching  ruin. 

For  this  purpose  a  paper,  called  the  Examiner,  was  perU 
odically  published,  written,  as  it  happened,  by  any  wit  of 
the  party,  and  sometimes,  as  is  said,  by  Mrs.  Manley. 
Some  are  owned  by  Swift ;  and  one,  in  ridicule  of  Garth's 
verses  to  Gddolphin  upon  the  loss  of  his  place,  was  written 
by  Prior,  and  answered  by  Addison,  who  appears  to  have 
known  the  author  either  by  conjecture  or  intelligence. 

The  tories,  who  were  now  in  power,  were  in  haste  to 
ead  the  war;  and  Prior,  being  recalled,  1710,  to  his  former 
employment  of  inaking  treaties,  was  sent^  July,  1711,  pri* 
vateiy  to  Paris  with  propositions  of  peace.  He  was  re- 
membered at  the  French  court;  and,  retun»ng  in  abovt 
a  month,  brought  with  him  the  abb6  Gaultier,  and.M.  Mes- 
nager,  a  minister  from  France,  invested  with  full  powers. 

This  transaction  not  being  avowed,  Haokay,  the  master 
of  the  Dover  packet*4>oat,  either  zealously  or  officiously, 
^ized  Prior  and  his  associates  at  Canterbury.  It  is  easily 
supposed  that  they  were  soon  reles»ed. 

The  negotiation  was  begun  at  Prior's  house,  where  the 
queen's  ministers  met  Hesnager,  September  20, 1711,  and 
entered  privately  upon  the  great  business.  The  importance 
of  Prior  appears  from  the  mention  made  of  him  by  St.  John 
in  his  letter  to  the  queen. 

''  My  lord  treasurer  moved,  and  all  my  lords  were  of  the 
same  opinion,  that  Mr.  Prior  should  be  added  to  those  who 
dre  empowered  to  sign ;  the  reason  for  which  is,  because 
he,  having  personally  treated  with  monsieur  de  Torcy,  is 
the  best  witness  we  can  produce  of  the  sense  in  which  the 
general  preliminary  engagements  are  entered  into:  be- 
'  sides  which,  as  he  is  the  best  versed  in  matters  of  trade  of 
all  your  majesty's  servants  who  have  been  trusted  in  this 
secret,  if  you  shall  think  fit  to  employ  him  in  the  future 
treaty  of  commerce,  it  will  be  of  consequence  that  he  has 
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been  a  party  ooncerned  in  •dnctoding  that  conventioD, 
which  mnst  be  the  rule  of  this  tFeMy.** 

The  assembly  of  this  iitiportant  night  was,  in  «ome  de* 
gree,  clandestine,  the  design  of  treating  not  being  yet  openly 
declared,  and,  when  the  whigs  refarned  to  power,  was 
aggravated  to  a  charge  of  Ingh  treason ;  though,  as  Prior 
Remarks  in  his  imperfect  answer  to  the  report  of  the  com- 
mittee of  secrecy,  do  treaty  ever  was  made  without  pri- 
vate interviews  and  prelimitery  discnssions. 

My  business  is  not  the  history  of  the  peace,  but  the  life 
of  FHor.  The  conferences  began  at  Utrecht  on  the  1st 
of  January,  1711-12,  and  the  English  plenipotentiaries 
arrived  on  the  16th.  The  ministers  of  the  different  poten- 
tates conferred  and  conferred ;  but  the  peace  advanced  so 
slowly  that  speedier  methods  were  found  necessary;  and 
Bolingbroke  wa»  sent  to  Paris  to  adjust  differences  with 
less  formality ;  Prior  either  accompanied  him  or  followed 
him;  and,  after  his  departure,  had  the  appointments  and 
anthorify  of  an  ambassador,  though  no  publick  character. 

By  some  mistake  of  the  queen's  orders,  the  court  of 
France  had  been  disgusted ;  and  Bolingbroke  says  in  his 
letter,  **  Dear  Mat,  hide  the  nakedness  of  thy  country, 
and  give  the  best  turn  thy  fertile  birain  will  furnish  thee 
with  to  the  blunders  of  thy  countrymen,  who  are  not  much 
IiStter  politicians  than  the  French  are  poets/*^ 

Soon  after,  the  duke  of  Shrewsbury  went  on  a  formal 
embassy  to  Paris.  It  is  related  by  Boyer,  that  the  inten- 
tion was  io  have  joined  Prior  in  the  same  commission,  but 
that  Shrewsbury  refused  to  be  Associated  with  a  man  so 
fldeanly  hdrn.  Pri6r,  therefore,  continued  to  act  without 
a  title,  tfn  the  di^e  returned,  next  year,  to  England^  and 
then  he  assumed  the  style  and  dignity  of  ambassador. 

But,  while  he  continued  in  appearance  a  private  man, 
he  was  treated  with  confidence  by  Lewis,  who  sent  him 
with  a  letter  to  the  queen,  written  in  favour  of  the  elector 
of  Bavaria.  **  I  shall  expect,^  says  he,  **  with  impatience, 
the  return  of  Mr.  Prior,  whose  conduct  is  very  agreeable 
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ta  me.*'  And  while  the  duke  of  Shrewsbury  was  still  at 
Paris,  Bolingbroke  wrote  to  Prior  thus :  "  Monsieur  de 
ToTcy  has  a  confidence  in  you ;  make  use  of  it,  once  for 
alU  upon  this  occasion,  and  convince  him  thoroughly,  that 
we  must  give  a  different  turn  to  our  parliament  and  our 
people,  according  to  their  resolution  at  this  crisis." 

Prior's  publick  dignity  and  splendour  commenced  in 
August,  1713,  and  continued  till  the  Aug^t  following; 
but  I  am  afraid  that,  according  to  the  usual  fate  of  great- 
ness, it  was  attended  with  some  perplexities  and  mortifica- 
tions. He  had  not  all  that  is  customarily  given  to  ambas- 
sadors ;  he  hints  to  the  queen,  in  an  imperfect  poem,  that 
he  had  no  service  of  plate ;  and  it  appeared,  by  the  debts 
which  he  contracted,  that  his  remittances  were  not  punctu- 
ally made. 

On  the  .1st  of  August,  1714,  ensued,  the  downfal  of 
the  tories,  and  the  degradation  of  Prior.  He  was  re- 
called ;  but  was  not  able  to  return,  being  detained  by  the 
debts  which  he,  had  found  it  necessary  to  contract,  and 
which  were  not  discharged  before  March,  though  his  old 
friend  Montague  was  now  at  the  head  of  the  treasury. 

He  returned  then  as  soon  as  he  could,  and  was  welcomed, 
on  the  25th  of  March,  1715,  by  a  warrant,  but  was,  how- 
ever, suffered  to  live  in  his  own  house,  under  the  custody  of 
the  messenger,  till  he  was  examined  before  a  committee  of 
the  privy  council,  of  which  Mr.  Walpole  was  chairman,  and 
lord  Coningsby,*Mr.  Stanhope,  and  Mr.  Lechmere,  were, 
the  principal  interrogators;  who,  in  this  examination,  of 
which  there  is  printed  an  account  not  unentertaining,  be- 
haved with  the  boisterousness  of  men  elated  by  recent, 
authority.  They  are  represented  as  asking  questions  some* 
times  vague,  sometimes  insidious,  and  writing  answers 
different  from  those  which  they  received.   Prior,  however, 
seems  to  have  been  overpowered  by  their  turbulence ;  for 
he  confesses  that  he  signed  what^  if  he  had  ever  come 
before  a  legal  judicature,  he  should  have  contradicted  or 
explained  away.   The  oath  was  administered  by  Boscawen, 
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a  Middlesex  justice,  who,  at  last,  was  going  to  write  lus 
attestation  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  paper. 

They  were  very  indostrions  to  find  some  cha^e  against 
Oxford ;  and  asked  Prior,  with  great  earnestness,  who  was 
present  when  the  preliminary  articles  were  talked  of  or 
signed  at  his  house  ?  He  told  them,  that  either  the  earl 
of  Oxford  or  the  duke  of  Shrewsbury  was  absent,  but  he 
could  not  remember  which;  an  answer  which  perplexed 
them,  because  it  supplied  no  accusation  against  either*. 
"  Could  any  thing  be  more  absurd,"  says  he,  **  or  more 
inhuman,  than  to  propose  to  me  a  question,  by  the  answer- 
ing of  which  I  might,  according  to  them,  prove  myself  a 
traitor?  And  notwithstanding  their  solemn  promise,  that 
nothing  which  I  could  say  should  hurt  myself,  I  had  no 
reason  to  trust  them  ;  for  they  violated  that  promise  about 
five  hours  after.  However,  I  owned  I  was  there  present. 
Whether  this  was  wisely  done  or  no,  I  leave  to  my  friends 
to  determine." 

When  he  had  signed  the  paper,  he  was  told  by  Walpole, 
that  the  committee  were  not  satisfied  with  his  behaviour, 
nor  could  give  such  an  account  of  it  to  die  commons  as^ 
might  merit  favour;  and  that  they  now  thought  a  stricter 
confinement  necessary  than  to  his  own  house.  "  Here,*' 
says  he,  **  Boscawen  played  the  moralist,  and  Coningsby 
the  christian,  but  both  very  awkwardly."  The  messenger, 
in  whose  custody  he  was  to  be  placed,  was  then  called,  and 
very  decently  asked  by  Coningsby,  "if  his  house  was 
secured  by  bars  and  bolts  f  The  messenger  answered, 
**  No,"  with  astonishment.  At  which  Coningsby  very  angrily 
said,  **  Sir,  you  must  secure  this  prisoner ;  it  is  for  the . 
safety  of  the  nation :  if  he  escape,  you  shall  answer  for  it." 

They  had  already  printed  their  report ;  and  in  this  exa- 
mination were  endeavouring  to  find  proofs. 

He  contmued  thus  confined  for  some  time ;  and  Mr. 
Walpole,  June  10,  1715,  moved  for  an  impeachment 
against  him.  What  made  him  so  acrimonious  does  not 
appear:  he  was  by  nature  no  thirster  for  blood.  Prior 
was,  a  week  after,  committed  to  close  custody,  with  orders 
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that  **  no  pertob  ihould  be  admitted  to  see  him  without 
leave  from  the  speaker/'    . 

When,  two  years  after,  ad  aot  of  gprace  was  passed,  he 
was  excepted,  and  ecmtitmed  still  in  castody,  which  he  had 
made  less  tedioas  by  writing  his  Alma.  He  was,  however, 
soon  after  discharged* 

He  had  now  his  liberty,  but  he  hod  nothing  else.  What- 
ever the  ptofit  of  lus  employments  might  have  been,  he  had 
always  spent  it ;  and,  at  the  age  of  fifty-three,  was,  with 
all  Ins  abilities,  in  danger  of  penary,  having  yet  no  solid 
revenue  but  from  the  fellowslnp  of  his  college,  which,  when 
in  his  exaltation  he  was  censured  for  retmning  it,  he  said, 
he  could  live  upon  at  last. 

Being,  however,  generally  known  and  esteemed,  be  was 
encouraged  to  add  other  poems  to  those  which  he  had 
printed,  and  to  publish  them  by  subscription*  The  ex- 
pedient succeeded  by  the  industry  of  many  friends,  who 
circulated  the  proposals  >,  and  the  care  of  some,  who,  it  is 
said,  withhefd  Ae  money  from  him,  lest  he  should  squander 
it«  The  price  of  the  volume  was  two  guineas ;  the  whole 
collection  was  four  thousand ;  to  which  lord  Harley,  the 
son  ot  the  estrl  of  Oxford,  to  whom  he  had  invariably 
adhered,  added  on  equal  ausi  for  the  purchase  of  Down- 
hall,  widcfa  Prior  was  to  eigey  during  lifb,  and  Harley  after 
his  deceaae. 

He  had  now,  what  wits  and  philosophers  have  often 
wished,  the  power  of  passing  the  day  ia^  contemplative 
tranquility.  But  it  seems  that  busy  men  seldom  live  long 
in  a  slate  of  quiet.  It  is  not  unHkely  that  his  health  de- 
clmed.  He  compMna  of  deafness ;  '*  for,"  says.he,  ''I  took 
little  care  of  my  ears  while  I  was  not  sure  if  my  head  was 
my  own.'* 

Of  any  occurrences  in  his  remaining  Hfe  I  have  found  no 
account.  In  a  letter  to  Swift,  '<  I  have,"  says  he,  **  treated 
lady  Hairriot  at<?ambridge,  (a  fellow  ef  a  college  treat !) 
and  spoke  verses  to  her  in  a  gown  and  cap !    What,  the 

■  Swift  obudiied  nuiny  rabscriptioitf  for  him  m  Ireland.    H. 
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plenipotentiaryy  ao  far  xsonoerned  ifk  the  damned  peace  at 
Utrecht !  the  man  that  makes  up  half  the  yojume  of  terse 
prose»  that  makes  up  the  report  of  the  committee^  speaking 
▼ers^s!    Sic  est,  homo  som.*' 

He  died  at  Wirapole»  a  seat  of  the  earl  of  Oxford,  on 
the  18th  of  Septenrt>er,  1721,  and  was  buried  in  West- 
minster ;  where,  on  a  monument,  for  which,  as  the  *'  last 
piece  of  human  TaQity,**  he  left  five'  hundred  pounds,  is 
eng^ven  this  epitaph : 

All  temporiB  Usloriam  medltanti, 

Panlatan  ofarepens  fSBbris 

Operi  smral  et  vitn  fflum  abmpit, 

8ept  18>  Aa.  Dom.  17S1.  JBtal.  57- 

Vir  eximias 

Screnitwiimis 

Regi  Oni«ixufO,  regincqae  Mabia^ 

In  congressioae  federatorum 

Hags  anno  1600  oelebrata ; 

Deinde  Magnn  Britanma  legatis ; 

Tamils, 

Qui  amio  1(07  paoem  Rtswioki  confecerunt  ; 

Turn  lis. 

Qui  apud  Oallcs  aanis  pnudnus  legationera  obienmt ; 

Eodem  etiam  an^io,  Itt^,  in  Hibernia 

SacpsTABiua; 
Nee  non  in  utroque  honor^ili  oonmaiii 

Eonmi, 

Qui  anno  1700  ordinandis  commercii  negotiis, 

Quique  anno  1711  dirigeadis  portorii  rebus^ 

Pneddebant, 

CoMMissioi^Aaius ; 

Postremb 

Ab  Anna, 

Felicissimae  memoriae  r^ina. 

Ad  LunoncuM  XIV.  Oalliie  regem 

Missus  anno  1711 

De  pace  stabilienda, 

«  (Pace  etiamnum  durante 

Pinque  ut  boni  jam  omnes  gpeiant.d«ratnra) 
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€um  sumina  poteslate  legatus ;  • 
MATTHiEUS  PRIOR,  amiger : 

Qui 

Ho9  oinneft>  quibus  ctunulatus  est,  titulos 

Humanitatis,  ingenii,  eruditionis  laude 

Superavit ; 

Cui  enim  nasoenti  faciles  arriserant  musae. 

Hunc  puerum  schola  hie  regia  perpolivit; 

Juvenem  in  oollegio  S'ti  Jobannis 

Cantabrigia  opttmis  scientiis  instnixit ; 

Virum  denique  auxit ;  et  perfecit. 

Multa  cum  viris  principibus  oonsuetudo ; 

Ita  natos,  ita  instituttts, 

A  vatom  choro  avelli  nunquam  potuit. 

Bed  solebat  saepe  rerum  dyilium  gravitatem 

Amccniorum  literarum  studiis  condire : 

£t  cum  omne  adeo  poetices  genus 

Haud  infelidter  tentaret. 

Turn  in  fiibellis  concinne  lepideque  texendis 

Minis  artifex 

Naninem'habuit  parem. 

Haec  liberalis  animi  oblectamenta, 

Quam  nuUo  illi  labore  constiterint. 

Facile  ii  perspexere,  quibus  usus  est  amici ; 

Apud  quos  urbanitatum  et  leporum  plenus 

Gum  ad  rem,  quecunque  forte  indderat, 

Apte  varie  copioeeque  alluderet, 
Interea  nihil  quaesitum,  nihil  vi  expressum 

Videbatur, 

Sed  omnia  ultro  effluere, 

£t  quasi  jugi  e  fonte  affiitim  exuberare, 

Ita  SU06  tandem  dubios  reliquit, 

Essetne  in  scriptis,  poeta  el^^tior. 

An  in  oonvictu,  comes  jucundior* 

Of  Prior,  eminent  as  he  was,  both  by  his  abilities  and  sta- 
tion, very  few  memoriab  have  been  left  by  his  contempo- 
raries ;  the  account,  therefore,  must  now  be  destitute  of  his 
private  charaoter  and  familiar  practices.  He  lived  at  a 
time  when  the  rage  of  party  detected  all  which  it  was  any 
man's  intoFost  to  hide ;  and,  as  little  ill  is  heard  of  Prior, 
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it  18  certain  that  not  mnch  was  known.  Il#  was  not  afraid 
of  provoking  censure;  for»  when  he  forsook  the  wfaigs^, 
nnder  whose  patronage  he  first  entered  the  world,  he  be- 
came a  tory,  so  ardent  and  determinate,  that  he  did  not 
willingly  consort  with  men  of  different  opinions.  He  was 
one  of  the  sixteen  tories  who  met  weekly,  and  agreed  to 
address  each  other  by  the  title  of  brother ;  and  seems  to 
have  adhered,  not  only  by  concurrence  of  political  designs, 
but  by  peculiar  affection,  to  the  earl  of  Oxford  and  his  fa- 
mily. With  how  much  confidence  he  was  trusted  has  been 
already  told. 

He  was,  however,  in  Pope's'  opinion,  fit  only  to  make 
verses,  and  less  qualified  for  business  than  Addison  him- 
self. This  was,  surely,  said  without  consideration.  Ad- 
dison, exalted  to  a  high  place,  was  forced  into  degradation 
by  the  sense  of  his  own  incapacity ;  Prior,  who  was  em- 
ployed by  men  very  capable  of  estimating  his  value,  having 
been  secretary  to  one  embassy,  had,  when  g^eat  abilities 
were  again  wanted,  the  same  office  another  time ;  and 
was,  after  so  much  experience  of  his  knowledge  and  dex- 
terity, at  last  sent  to  transact  a  negotiation  in  the  highest 
degree  arduous  and  important ;  for  which  he  was  qualified, 
among  other  requisites,  in  the  opinion  of  Bolingbroke,  by 
his  influence  upon  the  French  minister,  and  by  skill  in 
questions  of  commerce  above  other  men. 

Of  his  behaviour  in  the  lighter  parts  of  life,  it  is  too 
late  to  get  much  intelligence.  One  of  his  answers  to  a 
boastful  Frenchman  has  been  related ;  and  to  an  imperti- 
nent he  made  another  equally  proper.  During  his  em- 
bassy, he  sat  at  the  opera  by  a  man,  who,  in  his  rapture, 
accompanied  with  his  own  voice  the  principal  singer. 
Prior  fell  to  railing  at  the  performer  with  all  the  terms  of 
reproach  that  he  could  collect,  till  the  Frenchman,  ceasing 
«from  his  song,  began  to  expostulate  with  him  for  his  harsh 
censure  of  a  man  who  was  confessedly  the  ornament  of  the 
stage.  '*  I  know  all  that,"  says  the  ambassador, ''  mais  il 
chante  si  haut,  que  je  ne  saurais  vous  entendre." 

^  Spence.  *  Spence. 
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In  a  gay  Ffenoh  eo»piEi]iy»  wbere  erery  ote  sang  a 
Kttie  song  or  stansa,  of  vhioh  the  harden  was,  **  Bannmons 
la  m6lanooUe ;"  when  it  came  t6  his  turn  to  sing,  after 
the  performance  of  a  young  lady  that  sat  next  him,  he 
produced  these, extemporary  lines: 

Mais  cette  voiz,  et  ces  beaux  yeoxj 
Font  Cupidon  trop  dangereux ; 
Et  je  suis  triste  quand  je  crie, 
Bannissons  la  melanoolie* 

Tradition  represents  him  as  willing  to  descend  from  the 
dignity  of  the  poet  and  the  statesman  to  the  low  ddights 
of  mean  company.  His  Chloe,  probably,  was  sometimes 
ideal ;  but  the  woman  with  whom  he  cohabited  was  a 
despicable  drab  ^  of  the  lowest  species.  One  of  his 
wenches,  perhaps  Chloe,  while  he  was  absent  from  his 
house,  stole  his  plate,  and  ran  away ;  as  was  related  by  a 

« 

woman  who'  had  been  his  servant  Of  this  propensity  to 
sordid  converse  I  have  seen  an  account  so  seriously  ri- 
diculous, that  it  seems  to  deserve  insertion  K 

**  I  have  been  assured  that  Prior,  after  having  spent  the 
evening  with  Oxford,  Bcrfingbroke,  Pope,  and  Swift,  would 
go  and  smoke  a  pipe,  and  drink  a  bottle  of  ale>  with  a 
common  soldier  and  his'  wife,  in  Long-acre,  before  he 
went  to  bed  ;  not  from  any  remains  of  the  lowness  of  his 
original,  as  one  said,  but,  I  suppose,  that  has  faculties, 

*'  Strain'd  to  the  height. 
In  that  celestial  colloquy  sublime. 
Dazzled  and  spent,  sunk  down,  and  sought  repair." 

Poor  Prior !  why  was  he  so  sirained,  and  in  such  watU 
of  repair,  after  a  conversation  with  men,  not,  in  th^  opi- 
nion of  the  world,  much  wiser  than  himself?  But  such 
are  the  conceits  of  specnlatists,  who  strain  ihm  faculties 
to  find  in  a  mine  what  lies  upon  the  surface* 


^  Spence ;  and  see  Gent.  Mag.  vol.  Ivii.  p.  1039. 
I  Richardsoniana. 
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His  opinioiui^  so  far  as  the  lAoans  of  jodgmg  are  left  us. 
seem  to  have  been  right;  bat  his  life  was, it  seens, irregih 
Iar«  negligent,  and  sensoal. 

Prior  has  written  with  great  variety,  and  his  variety 
has  made  him  popular.  Be  has  tried  all  styles,  from  the 
grotesque  to  the  solemn,  and  has  not  40  failed  in  any  as  to 
incur  derision  or  disgrace. 

His  works  may  be  distinctly  considered,  as  comprising 
Tales,  Love-verses,  Occasional  Poems,  Alma,  imd  Solo- 
mon. 

His.  Tales  have  obtained  general  iqpprobation,  being 
written  with  great  famiUarity  and  great  qirightliness ;  the 
language  is  easy,  but  seldom  gross,  and  the  numbers  smooth 
without  appearance  of  care.    Of  these  tales  there  are  only 
four.  The  Ladle ;  which  is  introduced  by  a  preface,  neither 
necessary  nor  pleasing,  neither  grave  nor  merry.     Paulo 
Purganti;  which  has  likewise  a  preface,  but  of  more  value 
than  the  tale.  Hans  Carvel,  not  over-decent;  and  Protoge* 
nes  and  Apelles,  an  old  story,  mingled,  by  an  affectation  not 
disagreeable,  with  modern  images.    The  Young  Gentle- 
man in  Love  has  hardly  a  just  claim  to  the  title  of  a  tale* 
I  know  not  whether  he  be  the  original  author  of  any  tale 
which  he  has  given  us.    The  adventure  of  Hans  Carvel 
has  passed  through  many  successions  of  merry  wits ;  for 
it  is  to  be  found  in  Ariosto's  satires,  and  is,  perhaps,  yet 
older  °'.    But  the  merit  of  such  stories  is  the  art  of  tiling 
them. 

In  his  amorous  effusions  he  is  less  happy ;  for  they  are 
not  dictated  by  nature  or  by  passion,  and  have  neither 
gallantry  nor  tenderness.  They  have  the  coldness  of  Cow- 
ley, without  his  wit,  the  dull  exercises  of  a  skilful  versifier, 
resolved,  at  all  adventures,  to  write  something  about  Chloe, 
and  trying  to  be  amorous  by  dint  of  study.  His  fictionsj, 
therefore,  are  mytbologioal.  Venus,  after  the  example  of 
the  Greek  epigram,  asks  when  she  was  seen  naked  and 

■  It  is  to  be  fouad  in  Poggii  Facetis.   J.  B* 
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balking.  Then  Cupid  is  mistaken  i  then  Cupid  is  dis- 
armed ;  then  he  loses  his  darts  to  Ganymede ;  theii  Jupi- 
ter sends  him  a  summons  by  Mercury.  Then  Chloe  goes 
a-  hunting,  with  an  ivory  quiver  graceful  at  her  side ;  Diana 
mistakes  her  for  one  of  her  nymphs,  and  Cupid  laughs  at 
the  blunder.  All  this  is,  surely,  despicable  Tand  even  when 
he  tries  to  act  the  lover,  without  the  help  of  gods  or  god- 
desses, his  thoughts  are  unaffeoting  or  remote.  He  talks 
not ''  like  a  man  of  this  world." 

The  greatest  of  all  his  amorous  essays  is  Henry  and 
Emma ;  a  dull  and  tedious  dialogue,  which  excites  neither 
esteem  for  the  man,  nor  tenderness  for  the  woman.  The 
example  of  Emma,  who  resolves  to  follow  an  outlawed 
murderer  wherever  fear  and  guilt  shall  drive  him,  deserves 
no  imitation ;  and  the  experiment  by  which  Henry  tries 
the  lady's  constancy,  is  such  as  must  end  either  in  infamy 
to  her,  or  in  disappointment  to  him3elf. 

His  occasional  poems  necessarily  lost  part  of  their  value, 
as  their  occasions,  being  less  remembered,  raised  less  emo- 
tion. Some  of  them,  however,  are  preserved  by  their  in- 
herent excellence.  The  burlesque  of  Boileau's  Ode  on 
Namur  has,  in  some  parts,  such  airiness  and  levity  as  will 
always  procure  it  readers,  even  among  those  who  cannot 
compare  it  with  the  original.  The  epistle  to  Boileau  is 
not  so  happy.  The  poems  to  the  king  are  now  perused 
only  by  young  students,  who  read  merely  that  they  may 
learn  to  write ;  and  of  the  Carmen  Seculare,  I  cannot  but 
suspect  that'  I  might  praise  or  censure  it  by  •aprice,  with- 
out danger  of  detection;  for  who  can  be  supposed  to  have 
laboured  through  it  ?  Yet  the  time  has  been  when  this 
neglected  work  was  so  popular,  that  it  was  translated  into 
Latin  by  no  common  master. 

His  poem  on  the  battle  of  Ramilles  is  necessarily  tedi- 
ous by  the  form  of  the  stanasa:  an  uniform  mass  of  ten  lines, 
thirty-five  times  repeated,  inconsequential  and  slightly 
connected,  must  weary  both  the  ear  and  the  understand- 
ing. His  imitation  of  Spenser,  which  consists  principally 
in  /  ween  and  /  weet^  without  exclusion  of  later  modes  of 
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Speech,  makes  hia  poem  neither  aume&t  nor  modem, 
mention  of  Mars  and  Bellopa/and  his  ^comparison  of  Mari- 
borough  to  the  eag}e  that  bears  tfa^  thiinder  of  Jupiter^ 
are  all  puerile  and  unaffecting;  and  yet  more  despicaiiie 
is  die  long  tale  told  by  Lewis  in  his  ^despair^.of  Brute  and 
Troynovante^  and  the  teeth  pf  Cadmus^  with  his  similes  o(* 

§ 

the  raven  and  eagle,  and  wolf  aqd.lion.  By  the  help  of . 
sudi  easy,  fidtionsy  and  vulgar  lopickA,  without  acq.uaintr 
ance  with  life,  and.  without  knowledge  of  art  or  nature,  a. 
poem  of  any  jengtb,  cold  .imd  lifeless  like  this,  may  )^ 
easily  written  on  any  subject. 

.  In  his  epilogues,  to  Phssdra  and  to  ]Lucius  ha  is  very^ 
happily  facetious;. but  in  the  prolpgitja. before  the  que^n^ 
the  pedant bas  found. his  way;  with  Minerva,  Petseus,  and, 
Andromeda. .  • 

I  His  epigtams  and  lighter  pieoe9  are,  like  those  of  others, 
sometimes  elegant,  sometimes  trifling,  and  sometimes  dull; 
i^nongsf  the.  best  are  theChamelion,  and  the  epitaph  on 
John  and  Joan. ;     ' 

1  Scaicefy  any  ope  of  our  peets  has  written  ^so  much,  and 
translated  so'  little:  the  version  of  Ci^lliipachus  is  suffici-^ 
ently  licentious ;  the  paraphrase  on  St.  Paul's  Exhortation 
to  Charity  is  enlinently  beautiful.  .» 

Alma  is  written  in  profiessed  imitation  of  Hudibras,  and 
has,  atieast,  one  accidental  resemblance :  Hudibras  ^an ts 
a  plan,  because  it, is  left  imperfect;  Altna  is  imperfectly 
because  it  seems. never  to  have  had  .a  plan.  ,  Prior  appears 
niot  to  have  proposed  to  himself  any  drift  or  design,. but  to 
have  written  the  casual  dictates'.of  the  present  moment.  .^. 
.'  What  Horace  said  when  he  imitated  Lucilius,  might  be 
said  of  Butler  by  Prior ;  his  numbers  were  not  smooth  or 
neaL  Prior  excelled  him  in  versification;  but  he  , was, 
like  Horace,  "  inVentorq  minor  ;**  he  had  not  Butter's 
^xaberance  of  matter .  and  variety  of  illastration.  The 
spangles  of  vrit  ,which  he  could  afford,  he  knew  how  t9 
polish ;  but  he  wanted  the  bullion  of  his  master.  Butler 
poors  out  a  negligent  profu^op,  certain  of  the  weight,  but 
careless  of  :|fae  stamp.  -  Pripr  has  comparatively  little,  bu^ 

VOL.  vni.  c  ^ 
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with  that  little  be  makes  a  fine  show.  Alma  has  many  ad- 
mirersy  aad  was  the  only  piece  among  Frior^s  works  of 
which  Pope  said  that  he  should  wish  to  be  the  anther.    . 

Solomon  is  the  work  to  which  he  entrusted  the  protec- 
tion of  his  name,  and  which  he  expected  succeeding  ages 
to  regard  with  veneration.  His  affection  was  natural;  it 
had  undoubtedly  been  written  with  great  labour ;  and  who 
is  willing  to  think  that  he  has  been  labouring  in  vain  ?  He 
had  infused  into  it  much  knowledge  and  much  thought; 
had  often  polished  it  to  elegance,  often  dignified  it  with 
splendour,  and  sometimes  heightened  it  to  sublimity:  he 
perceived  in  it  many  excellencies,  and  did  not  discover  that 
it  wanted  that  without  which  all  others  are  of  small  avail, 
the  power  of  engaging  attention  and  alluring  ouriosity. 

Tediousness  is  the  most  fatal  of  all  faults ;  negligences 
or  errours  are  single  and  local,  but  tediousness  pervades  the 
whole ;  other  faults  are  censured  and  forgotten,  but  the 
j^wer  of  tediousness  propagates  itself.  He  that  is  weary 
the  first  hour,  is  more  weary  the  second ;  as  bodies  forced 
into  motion  contrary  to  their  tendency,  pass  more  and 
more  slowly  through  every  successive  interval  of  space. 

Unhappily  this  pernicious  failure  is  that  which  an  author 
is  least  able  to  discover.  We  are  seldom  tiresome  to  our« 
selves ;  and  the  act  of  composition  fills  and  delights  the 
mind  with  change  of  language  and  succesdon  of  images ; 
every  couplet,  when  produced,  is  new,  and  novelty  is  the 
great  source  of  pleasure.  Perhaps  no  man  ever  thought 
a  line  superfluous  when  he  first  wrote  it,  or  contracted  his 
work  till  his  ebullitions  of  invention  had  subsided.  And 
even  if  he  should  control  his  desire  of  immediate  renown, 
and  keep  his  work  nine  years  unpublished,  he  will  be  still 
the  author,  and  still  in  danger  of  deceiving  himself:  and  if 
he  consults  his  friends,  he  will,  probably,  find  men  who 
have  more  kindness  than  judgment,  or  more  fear  to  offend, 
than  desire  to  instruct. 

The  tediousness  of  this  poem  proceeds  not  from  the  uni- 
formity of  the  subject,  for  it  is  sufficiently  diversified,  but 
from  the  continued  tenour  of  the  narration ;  in  which  So- 
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lomoD  relates  tke  sucoeosive  viciaritodes  of  hlft  own  miiid, 
withovt  the  intervention  of  any  other  speaker,  or  the  meS" 
tion  of  any  other  agent,  unless  it  be  ^bra ;  the  reader  is 
only  to  learn  what  he  thought,  and  to  be  told  that  he 
thooght  wrong.  The  event  of  every  experiment  is  fore- 
seen, and«  therefore,  the  process  is  not  much  regarded. 

Yet  the  worii  is  far  from  deserving  to  be  neglected* 
He  that  shall  peruse  it  will  be  able  to  mark  many  passages^ 
to  which  he  may  recur  for  instiuction  or  delight;  many 
from  which  the  poet  may  learn  to  write,  and  the  philo- 
sopher to  reason. 

If  Prior  s  poetry  be  generally  considered,  his  praise  will 
^  that  of  correctness  and  industry,  rather  than  of  compass 
pf  comprehension,  or  activity  of  fancy.  He  never  made 
any  efort.  of  invention :  his  greater  pieces  are  only  tissues 
of  common  thoughts;  and  his  smaller,  which  consist  Of 
light  images,  or  single  conceits,  are  not  always  his  own. 
I  have  traced  him  among  the  French  epigrammatists,  anA 
kawe  been  informed  that  he  poached  for  prey  among  .ob-» 
acure  authors.  The  Thief  and  the  Cordelier  is,  I  suppose, 
j^erally  considered  as  an  original  production ;  with  how 
much  justice  this  epigram  may  tell,  which  was  written  by 
Geoigius  Salnnus,  a  poet  now  little  known  or  read,  though 
once  the  fri^sd  of  Luther  and  Melancthon.  . 

De  Sacerdote  Furem  consolante. 

Quidam  sacrificns  furem  oomitatus  euntem 

Hue  nbi  dat  sontes  camificina  ned, 
Ne  sis  moestus^  ait ;  summi  oonviva  Tonantis 

Jam  cum  ocelitibus  (si  modo  credis)  eris. 
Die  gemens,  si  vera  mihi  solatia  priebes, 

Hospes  apud  superos  sis  meus  oro,  refert 
Sacrificus  contra ;  mihi  non  convivia  faa  est 

Duoerej  jejunans  hac  edo  luce  nihil. 

What  he  has  valuable  he  owes  to  his  diligence  and  his 
judgment.  His  diligence  has  justly  placed  him  amongst 
the  most  correct  of  the  English  poets ;  and  he  was  one  of 
the  first  that  resolutely  endeavoured  at  correctness.     He 
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nerer  aaarifibes  Bcenraey  to  haste,  nor  indulges  himself  in 
coBtemptnoii9  negligence,  or  impatient  idleness ;  he  har 
nbeareless  lines,  or  entangled  sentiments;  his  words  are 
niceij  8electbd,vand  bis  thoughts  fully  ^cpauded.  If  thitf 
part  of  hi»cliaraGter  suffers  any  abatement,  it  must  be  firoitf 
the  disproportion  of  Us  rhymes,  which  haVe  not  always  snf* 
fioient  oonsonanoe,  and  from  the-admisMon  of  broken  lines 
into  his  Solomon;  but,  perhaps,  he  thought,  like  Cowley; 
that  hemistichs  oug'ht  to  be  admitted  into  heroick  poetry  "i 

He  had,  apparently,  such-  rectitirie  of  judgment  as  se-^ 
cured  him  from  every  thing  that  approached  to  the  ridicu-^^ 
Jous  or  absurd ;  but  as  laws  operate  in  civil  agency  not  to 
the  excitement  of  virtue,  but  the  repression  of  wickedness,- 
so  judgment  in  the  operations  of  intellect  can  hinder  faults; 
but  not  produce  excellence.  Prior  is  nei^er  low,  nor  very 
bften  sublime*  It  is  said  by  Longinus  of  Euripides,  that 
he  forces  himself  sometimes  into  grandeur  by  violence  o£ 
effort,  as  the  lion  kindles  his  fury  by  the  lashes  of  his  owir 
tail. .  Whatever  Prior  obtains  above  mediocrity  seems  Ae 
eflbrt  of  struggle  and  of  toil.  lie  has  many  vigorous  bu^ 
few  happy  lines;  he' has  every  tbingby  purchase,  and  no*' 
thing  by  gift ;  he  had  no  **  nightly  visitations"  of  the  muse,* 
nio  Infusions  of  sentiment  or  felicities  of  faney^  ^  .     *  v 

His  diction,  however,  is  more  his  own  than  that  of  any 
among  the  successors  of  Dryden;  he  borrows  no  lucky 
turns,  or  commodious  modes  of  language,  from  his  prede- 
cessors. His  phrases  are  original,  but  they  are  sometimes 
harsh ;  as  he  inherited  no  elegancies,  none  has  he.  be- 
queathed. His  expression  has  every  mark  of  laborious 
study;  the  line  seldom  seems  to  have  been  formed  at 
once ;  the  words  did  not  come  till  they  were  called,  and 
were  then  put  by  constraint  into  their  places,  where  4hey 
do  their  duty,  but  do  it  sullenly.  In  his  greater  compo- 
sitions there  may  be  found  more  rigid  stateliness  than 
graceful  dignity. 

Of  versification  he  was  not  negligent :  what  he  received 

*  *      .'      .  .    ' 

°  The  same  thought  is  found  in  one  of  Owen's  epigrams^  lib.  i.  epig.  123. 
and  in  Poggii  Facetis.    J.  B.  '  /  • 
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'from  D^ryden  tie  did* not  lose ;  neither  did  lie  Increase  ^e 

^dX^vltj  (rf*  vriti&g  by  nnnecessar;  severity^  but  nsea  tripr 

-lets  and  alexandrines  without  scruple.   .In  his  preface  te 

Solomon  he  proposes  some  improTemeots,  by  extending 

the  sense  from  one  conplet  to  another,  with  .variety  of 

pauses.    This  he  has  attempted/but  without  success ;  his 

interrupted  lines  are  nn)dea3iog,  and  hia  sense^asless  dv^ 

xtinct  is  less  striking. 

He  has  altered  the  stanza  of  Spenser^  as  a  heuse  is 
altered  by  building  another  in  its  place  of  a  different  fom. 
.With  how  HtUe  reseioidblanCe  he  tias  fbrmed  his  iiew  stanza 
.  to  that  of  his  master,  these  specimens  will  show : 

SPENSER. 

'  She  flying  fast  from  heaven's  hated  face. 
And  from  the  world  that  her  discover'd  wide. 
Fled  to  the  wasteful  wUdemeM  apace,   • 
From  living  eyes'  her  open  shame  to  hide. 
And  iurit'd  in  rooks  and  caves  kmg  unespy'd. 
But  that  flEur  crew  of  knights,  aiid  Una  fiur. 
Did  in  that  castle  afterwards  abide. 
To  rest  themselves,  and  weary  powers  repair. 
Where  store  they  found  of  all,  that  dainty  was  and  rare. 
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To  the  dose  rock  the  frighted  raven  flies. 
Soon  as  the  rising  eagle  cuts  the  air : 
The  sha^y  wolf  unseen  and  trembling  lies. 
When  the  hoarse  roar  proclaims  the  lion  near. 
Bl-starr'd  did  we  our  forts  and  lines  forsake. 
To  dare  our  British  foes  to  open  fight : 
Our  conquest  we  by  stratagem  should  make ; 
Our  triumph  had  been  founded  in  our  flight. 
'Tia  ours,  by  craft  and  by  surprise  to  gain : 
'Tis  theirs,  to  meet  in  arms,  and  battle  in  the  plain  ®. 

By  this  new  structure  of  his  lines  he  has  avoided  diffi- 
culties ;  nor  am  1  sure  that  he  has  lost  any  of  the  power  of 
pleasing;  but  he  no  longer  imitates  Spenser. 

•  Prior  was  not  t|i6  first  inventor  of  this  stanza ;  for  ezcepting  the  aSexan- 
drine  close,  it  is  to  be  found  in  Churchyard's  Worthies  of  Wales.  See  his  in« 
tioduction  for  Brecknockshire.    J.  B. 
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Some  of  his  poems  are  writteD  without  reg;olarity  of 
measure ;  for»  when  he  commenced  poet,  we  had  not  re- 
fX>vered  from  our  Pindarick  infatuation;  but  he  probid[>ly 
lived  to  be  conyinced,  that  the  essence  of  Terse  is  order 
and  consonance. 

His  numbers  are  such  as  mere  diligence  may  attain ; 
they  seldom  offend  the  ear,  and  seldom  sooth  it;  they 
commonly  want  airiness,  lightness,  and  fSusility;  what  is 
smooth,  is  not  soft.  His  Yorses  always- roll,  but  they  seldom 
flow. 

A  surrey  of  the  life  and  writings  of  Prior  may  exemplify 
a  sentende  which  he  doubtless  understood  well,  when  he 
read  Horace  at  his  uncle's ;  *^  the  vessel  long  retains  the 
scent  which  it  first  receives."  In  his  private  relaxation  he 
revived  the  tavern,  and  in  his.  amorous  pedantry  he  ex- 
hibited the  college.  But  on  higher  occasions  and  nobler 
subjects,  when  habit  was  overpowered  by  the  necessity  of 
reflection,  he  wanted  not  wisdom  as  a  statesman,  nor  ele- 
gance as  a  poet. 
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William  Conorbvb  desoended  ffom  a  ftunily  in  Staf- 
fordsbire,  of  so  great  antiqaity  that  it  claims  a  place  among 
the  few  that  extend  their  line  beyond  the  Norman  con- 
quest; and  was  the  son  of  William  Congreve»  second  son  of 
Hichard  Congreve.  of  Congreve  and  Stratton.  He  irisited» 
onoey  at  Ieast»  the  residence  of  his  ancestors;  and»  I  believe^ 
more  ]ilaces  than  one  are  still  shown,  in  groves  and  gar- 
demst  where  he  is  related  to  hare  written  his  Old  Bachelor* 

Neither  the  time  nor  place  of  his  birth  are  certainly 
laiown :  if  the  inscription  upon  his  monument  be  true,  he 
was  bom  in  1672^.  For  the  place ;  it  was  said  by  himself, 
that  he  owed  his  nativity  to  England,  a^d  by  eyery  body 
else  that  he  was  bom  in  Ireland.  Southern  mentioned 
him  with  sharp  censure,  as  a  man  that  meanly  disowned  his 
naliye  country.  The  bic^raphers  assign  his  nativity  to 
Baidsa,  near  Leeds,  in  Yorkshire,  from  the  account  given 
by  himself,  as  they  suppose,  to  Jacob* 

To  doubt  whe'ther  a  man  of  eminence  has  told  the  truth 
ahout  his  own  birth,  is,  in  appearance,  to  be  very  deficient 
in  candour;  yet  nobody  can  live  long  without  knowing  that 
falsehoods  of  convenience  or  yanity,  falsehoods  from  which 
no  evil  immediately  visible  ensues,  except  the  general  de« 
gradation  of  human  testimony,  are  very  lightly  uttered,  and 
once  uttered  are  sullenly  supported.  Boileau,  who  desired 
to  be  thought  a  rigorous  and  steady  moralist,  having  told  a 
petty  lie  to  Lewis  the  fourteenth,  continued  it  afterwards  by 
false  dates;  thinking  himself  obliged,  in  honour,  says  his  ad- 
mirer, to  maintain  what,  when  he  said  it,  was  so  well  reoeiyed. 

Wherever  Congreve  was  bora,  he  was  educated  first  at 
Kilkenny,  and  afterwards  at  Dublin,  his  father  having  some 
military  employment  that  stationed  him  in  Ireland :  but,^ 
after  having  passed  'through  the  usual  preparatory  studies,. 

9  MnMaloae  has  ascertained  both  the  place  and  time  of  his  birth  by  the  regittor 
of  Bardsey,  which  is  as  follows :  "  William,  the  sonne  of  Mr.  William  Congreve  of 
Bardsey  Grange,  was  baptised  Febro.  10th«  1669."  See  Malone's  Dryden,  voL 
i.  p.  325.    J.  B. 
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as  may  he  reasonably  sapposed,  with  g^eat  oelerity  and 
suocesSy  his  father  thdught  it  proper  to, assign  him  a  pro- 
fession,  by  which  something  might  be  gotten.;  and,  about 
ttie'  time  of  the  retohition^*  sent  him/at  the  age  of  sixteen, 
to  stndy  law^io  the -Middle  Temple,  where  he  livied  for 
several  years,  but  with  very  little  attention  to  statutes  or 
reports.  ." 

• '  His  deposition  to  become  an  author  appeared  very  early, 
as  he  very  early-felt  that  force  of  imagination,  and  possessed 
that  copiousness  of  sentiment,  by  which  inteUectoal  plea^ 
sure  can  be  g^ven.  His  first  performance  was  a  novel; 
called  Incognita,  or  Love  and  Duty  reconciled :  it  is  pnufted 
by  the  biographers,  who  quote  some  part  of  the  ^refaoe^ 
thatis  indeed,  for  such  a  time  of  fife,  uncommonly  judicaon^. 
I  would  rather  praise  it  than  read  it. 
'  His  first  dramatick  labour  was  the  Old  BacheliM' ;  of 
which  he  says,  in  his  defence  against  ColUer,  **  that  comedy 
was  written,  as  several  know,  some  years  beforer  it  was 
teted.  When  I  wrote  it,  I  had  Kttie  thoughts  of  tiie  stege ; 
but  did  it,  to  amuse  myself  in  a  slow  recovery  from  a-fit  of 
sickness.  Afterwards,  through  my  indiscretion,  it  was  seen, 
Imd  in  some  little  time  more  it  was^ acted;  and  I,  thnnig|6 
the  remainder  of  my' indiscretion,  suffered  myself  to 'be 
drawn  into  the  prosecution  of  a  difficult  and  thankless  study^ 
and  to  be  involved  in  a  perpetual  war  with  knaves  and  fooltf.^ 
There  seems  to  be  a  strange  affectation  in  authors  of 
appearing  to  have  done  every  ihing  by  chance.  The  Old 
'Bachelor  was  written  for  amusement,  in  the  languor 
of  convalescence.  Yet  it  is  apparently  composed  with 
great  elaborateness  of  dialogue,  and  incessant  ambition  of 
wit;  Th6  age  of  the  writer  considered,  it  is,  indeed,  a  very 
ironderful  performance  9  for,  whenever  written,  it  was 
acted,  1698,  when  he  was  not  more  than  twenty*  one  years 
old;  and  was  then > recommended  by  Mr.  Drydeh,  Mr. 
^Southern,*  and  Mr.  Maynwaring.  Dryden  said,  that  he 
never  had  seen  such  a  first  play ;  but  they  found  it  defi* 
cient  in  some  things  requisite  to  the  success  of  its  exhibi- 
tion, and  by  their  greater  experience  fitted  it  for  the  stage. 
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^wtheni' it8ekd*to-feIlite  of  one  comedy,  -proMd^of 
that,  wbeB  Congreve  feadit  tothe  players,  he^pibiioiineed 
it  so'wretehedly  that  Ihey  bad  almost  rejected*  it ;  but  'th&jr 
were  afiterwieirds  so  well  persoMled  of  its  excellence,  thi^ 
for  half  a  year  before  it  was  acted,  the  manager  Idlowed 
its  anther  die  pri^lege  of  the  hoase.  ' 
' '  Few  plays  have  ever  been  so  beneficial  to  the  writer;  for 
it  procured  turn  the  patronage  of  Halifax,  who  immediately 
made  him  one  of  the  commissioners  for  licensing  coachea, 
and  soon  after  gave  him  a  place  in  the  pipe-office,  and  atf^ 
'other  in  the  customs,  of  six  hundred  poundra  year.  Con- 
I^TBTe^s  conversation  must  surely  have: been,  at  least, 
equally  pleaiing  with  his 'writin|^s. ' 

Such  a  comedy;  written  at  such  an  mge,  requires  some 
consideration.  As  the  lighter  species  of  dramatick  poetry 
professes  the  imitation'  of  common  life;  of  real  manners, 
and  daily  incidents,  it  apparently  presupposes  a  famitiar 
kaowledge  ci  many  characters,  and  exact  obserratioo-  cif 
the  passing"  world ;  the  difficulty,  therefore,  is  to  conceive 
liow5tfais  knowledge  can  be  obtidned  bya  boy. 

But  if  the  Old  Bachelotf  be  more  nearly  exi^ined^  it 
.will  1>e  found. to  be  one  of  those'  comedies  which  nitty 
be  made  by  a  mind,  vigorous  and  acute,  and  furnished 
'.with  ebmick  characters  by  ^e  perusal  of  other  poets,  without 
.  much  actual  commerce  with  mankind.  The  dialogue  is  one 
conalani  reciprocation  of  conceits^  or  clash  of  irtt>  in  whl^ 
Ji6thing  flows  necessarily  from  the  occasion,  or  is  dictated 
by  nature.    The  characters,  both  of  men  and  women,  ai^ 
'^ther  fictitioas  and^artificial;  as  thoifte  of  MeartweB,  and  the 
-ladiea;  or^asy  and  common;  as  Wittol,  a  tame  idiot;  Bluff, 
,a  swaggmng  coward ;  and  Fondlewife,  a  jealous  puritan; 
and  the  catastrophe  arises  from  a  mistake  not  very  pro- 
bably produced,  by  marrying  a  woman  in  a  mask*. 

Yet  tUs  gay  comedy,  when  all  these  deduction^  are 

made,  will  still  remain  the  work  of  very  powerful  and  fertile 

.faculties;   the  dialogue  is  i|uick  and  sparkling,  the  inci« 

dents  such  .as  seize  the  attention,  and  the  wit  so  exube- 

-rant,  thai  it*\  o'er-infohns  its  tenement 
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Next  year  he  gave  another  Bpecimeo  of  his  abilities  in 
the  DoiU>le  Deater,  which  was  not  received  with  equal 
kindness.  He  writes  to  his  patron,  the  lord  Halifax^  a 
dedication,  in  which  he  endeavonrs  to  reconcile  the  reader 
to  that  which  found  few  friends  among  the  audience. 
These  apologies  are  always  useless:  "  de  gustibus  non 
est  disputandum ;"  men  may  be  convinced,  but  they  can- 
not be  pleased,  against  their  will.  But,  though  taste  is 
obstinate,  it  is  very  variable ;  and  time  often  prevails  when 
arguments  have  failed. 

Queen  Mary  conferred  upon  both  those  plays  the  hononr 
of  her  presence ;  and  when  she  died,  soon  after,  Congreve 
testified  his  gratitude  by  a  despicable  efiusion  of  elegiaok 
pastoral ;  a  composition  in  which  all  is  unnatural,  and  yet 
nothing  is  new. 

In  another  year,  1695,  his  prolifick  pen  produced  Love 
for  Love ;  a  comedy  of  nearer  alliance  to  life,  and  exhibit** 
ing  more  real  manners  than  either  of  the  former.  The 
character  of  Foresight  was  then  common.  Dryden  cal- 
culated nativities ;  both  Cromwell  and  king  William  had 
their  lucky  days;  and  Shaftesbury  himself,  though  he  had 
no  religion,  was  said  to  regard  predictions.  The  Sailor  is 
not  accounted  very  natural,  but  he  is  very  pleasant. 

With  this  play  was  opened  the  new  theatre,  under  the 
direction  of  Betterton  the  tragedian ;  where  he  exhibited, 
two  years  afterwards,  1097,  the.  Mourning  Bride,  a  tra- 
gedy, so  written  as  to  show  him  sufficiently  qualified  for 
either  kind  of  dramatick  poetry. 

In  this  play,  of  which,  when  he  afterwards  revised  it,  he 
reduced'  the  versification  to  greater  regularity,  there  is 
more  bustle  than  sentiment ;  the  plot  is  busy  and  intricate, 
and  the  events  take  hold  on  the  attention;  but,  except  a 
very  few  passages,  we  are  rather  amused  with  noise,  and 
perplexed  with  stratagem,  than  entertained  with  any  true 
delineation  of  natural  characters.  This,  however,  was  re- 
ceived with  more  benevolence  than  any  other  of  his  works, 
and  still  continues  to  be  acted  and  applauded. 

But  whatever  objections  may  be  made,  either  to  his 


OaNGRBVH.,  ^ 

oomiek  or  tmipck  exeellence,  tbey  are  lost,  at  oooe,  id  'die 
bbue  of  admimtioD,  when  it  is  remembered  that  he  had 
prodveed  these  four  plays  before  he  had  passed  his  twenty- 
fifth  year ;  before  other  men,  evea  saoh  as  are  some  time 
to  shme  in  eminence,  have  passed  their  probation  of  litera* 
tore,  or  presume  to  hope  for  any  other  notice  than  such  as 
is  bestowed  on  diligence  and  inquiry.  Among^  all  the  ef- 
forts of  early  genius  which  literary  history  records,  I  doubt 
whether  any  one  can  be  produced  that  more  surpasses  the 
common  limits  of  nature  than  the  plays  of  Congreve. 

About  this  time  began  the  long-continued  controversy 
between  Collier  and  the  poets.  In  the  reign  of  Charles 
the  first  the  puritans  had  raised  a  violent  clamour  against 
the  drama,  which  they  considered  as  an  entertainment  not 
lawful  to  christians,  an  opinion  held  by  them  in  common 
with  the  church  of  Rome ;  and  Prynne  published  Histrio- 
mastix,  a  huge  volume,  in  which  stageplays  were  censured* 
The  outrages  and  crimes  of  the  puritans  brought  after- 
wards their  whole  system  of  doctrine  into  disrepute,  and 
ftom  the  restoration  the  poets  and  the  players  were  left  at 
qiuet ;  for  to  have  molested  them  would  have  had  the  ap- 
pearance of  tendency  to  puritanical  malignity. 

This  danger,  however,  was  worn  away  by  time;  and 
GoUier,  a  fierce  and  implacable  nonjuror,  knew  that  an 
attack  upon  the  theatre  would  never  make  him  suspected 
for  a  puritan ;  he,  therefore,  1696,  published  a  short  View 
of  the  Immorality  and  Profaneness  of  the  English  Stage, 
I  believe  with  no  other  motive  than  religious  zeal  and 
honest  indignation.  He  was  formed  for  a  contrDveriist ; 
with  sufficient  learning;  with  diction  vehement  and  point- 
ed, though  often  vulgar  and  incorrect;  with  unconquer- 
able pertinacity ;  with  wit,  in  the  highest  degree,  keen  and 
sarcastick ;  and  with  all  those  powers  exalted  and  invigo- 
rated by  just  confidence  in  his  cause. 

,Thns  qualified,  and'  thus  incited^  he  walked  out  to  bat- 
tle, and  assailed,  at  once,  most  of  the  living  writers,  from 
Dryden  to  d'Urfey.  His  onset  was  violent :  those  pas- 
sages, which  while  they  stood  single  had  passed  with  little 
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tioticei  when  tlfey'were-  accumulated  and -exposed  toge- 
ther, excited  horrour;  the  wise  and  the  piou^  caught  the 
atom;  and  the  nation  wondered  why. it  had  io long  suf- 
fered irreligionand  licentiousness  to  be  openly  taught  at 
the  publick  charge. 

Nothing  now  remained  for  the  poets  but  to  resist  o.r  fly. 
Dryden*s  conscience,  or  his  prudence,  angry  as  he  was, 
•withheld  him  from  the  conflict ;  Congreve  and  Vanbrugh 
Attempted  answers.  CongreVe,  a  very  young  raan^  elated 
with  success,  and  impatient  of  censure,  assumed  an  air  of 
'confidence  and  security.  His  chief  artifice  of  controversy 
is  to  retort- upon  his  adversary  his  own  words:  he  is  very 
angry,  and,  hoping  to  conquer  Collier  with  his  own' wea- 
pons, allows  himself  in  the  use  of  every  term  of  contumely 
and  contempt ;  but'  he  has  the  sword  without  the  arm  of 
Scanderbeg ;  he  has  his  antagonist's  coarseness,  but  not 
his  strength.  Collier  replied ;  for  contest  was  Jbis  delight: 
he  was  not  to  be  frighted  from  his  purpose  or  his  prey. 
*  The  cause  of  Congreve  was  not  tenable :  whatever  glosses 
he  might  use  for  the  defence  or  palliation  of  single  piM^ 
sages,  the  general  tenour  and  tendency  of  his  plays -must 
always  be  condemned.  It  is  acknowledged,  with  universal 
conviction,  that  the. perusal  of*h\s  works  ViU  make  nq  man 
better;  mid  that  their  ultimate  effek^t  is  to  represent  plea- 
'sure  in  alliance  with  vice,  and  to  relax  diose  obligations 
by  which  life  ou^ht  to  be  regulated.    -  - 

The  stage  found  other  advocates,  and.Uie  dispute  was 
•protracted  through,  ten  years;  but,  at  last,  oomedy  grew 
moi'e  modest,  und  Collier  lived  to  see  the  -reward  of  his 
■labour  in  the  reformation  of  the  theatre.  . 
^  Of  the  powers  by  which  this  important  victory  5ras 
'achieved ,.&  quotation  from  Love  for  Love,  and  the  remark 
upon  it,  may  aflbrd  a  specimen :    . 

Sir  Samps.  **  Sampson's  a  very  good  name ;  for  your 
Sampsons  were  strong  dogs  from  .the  beginoing."  . 

Angel.  "  Have.a  care^ — If  you  remember,  the  strongest 
Sampson  of  your  name  putfd  an^  old. house  over  bifl  head 
at  last." 
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*' Here  yoii  have  the  sacred  Iii8toi7  burlesqued;  and 
Simpson  once  more  brought  into  4be  house  4>f  Dagon,  to 
make  sport  for  the  Philistines  i"  ' 

OongreveV  last  play  was  the  Way  of  the  Worljd ;  which; 
though  as  he  hints  in'  his  dedication  it  was  written  with 
great  labour  and  much  thought,  was  received  witU  se  little 
favour,  that, :  being  in  *a  high  degree  offended  and  dis- 
gusted, he  resolved  to  commit  his  quiet  and  his  fame  ho 
iiM>re  to  the  caprices  of  ah  audience. 

From  this  time  his  life  ceased  to  be  publick ;  he  lived 
for  Umself  and  for  his  friends ;  and,  ambnghis  friends,  t^as 
able  to  name  eveiy  m^n  of  his  time  whom  wit  and  elegance 
had  raised  to  reputation.  It  may  be,  therefore,  reasonably 
supposed  that  his  manners  were  pdite,  and  his  oonversas- 
tion  pleasing. 

He  seems  not  to  have  taken  *much  pleasure  in  writingi 
as-  be  contributed  nothing  to  the  Spectator,  and  only  one 
paper  to  the  Tatler,  though  published  by  men  with  whom 
he  iftight  be  supposed  willing  to  associate ;  and  though  he 
lived  many  y^irs  after  the  publication  of  his  Miscellaneous 
Poems-,  yet  he  added  nothing  to  them,  but  lived  on  in  lite^ 
fary  indolence;  engaged  in  no  controveri^,  contending 
with  no  rival,  neither  soliciting  flattery  by  publick  com^ 
iteendations,  nor  provoking  enmity  by  malignant  criticisnr, 
but  passing  his  time  among  the  great  and  splendid,  in  the 
placid  enjoyment  of  his  fame  and  fortune.  ■  * 

Having  owed  his  fortune  to  HaKftf^,  he  continued 
always  of  his  -patron's  party,  but,  as  it  seems,  without 
irioience  or  acrimony';  and  his  firmness  was  naturally 
esteemed,  as  his  abilities  were  reverenced.  « His  security; 
therefore,  was  never  violated;  and -when,  upon  the  extru'» 
sran  of  the  whigs,  some  int^rcesision  was  used  lest  Con^ 
greve  should  be  displaced,  the  earl  of  Oxford  made  this 
answer:        •■  .       ' 

"  Non  obtiisa  adeo  gestamus  pecftora  Poeni,  -      • 

-  •  Nee  tarn  avemis  equos  Tyria'sol  jungit  ab  nrbe." / :  . 

He  that  was  thus  honoured  >y.the  adverse  party  might 
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naturally  expeet  to  be  adTanced  when  his  frieDds  retarned 
to  power;  and  he  was,  accordingly,  made  secretary  for  the 
island  of  Jamaica^  a  place,  I  suppose,  without  .trust  or 
eaee,  but  which,  with  his  post  in  the  customs,  is  said  to 
have  afforded  bini  twelve  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

His  honours  were  yet  far  greater  than    his   profits. 
Every  writer  mentioned  him  with  .respect ;  and, 
other  testimonies  to  his  merit,  Steele  made  him  the 
of  his  Miscellany,  and  Poj^e  inscribed  to  him  his 
of  the  Iliad. 

But  he  treated  the  muses  with  ingratitude;  fiir, 
kmg  conversed  familiarly  with  the  great*  he  wished  to  he 
oottsidered  rather  as  a  man  of  fashion  than  of  wit;  aad, 
when  he  received  a  visit  from  Voltaire,  disgusted  hiat  hj 
the  despicable  foppery  of  desiring  to  be  considered  sot  as 
an  anthw  but  a  gentleman;  to  which  the  Frenchaun  le- 
pliedy  *'  duitif  he  had  been  only  a  gentlenuuvhe  wheny 
nnt  have  coaso  to  visit  him.'' 

In  his  retbemeot  he  may  be  supposed  to  have  applied 
himaelf  to  hooks;  finr  he  discovers  more  literatnre  than  the- 
pnets  hwre  mmmmmij  atbuned.  But  his  studies  were,  in 
his  Wtter  days»  ohat^tla.d  by  cataracts  in  his  eyes,  which, 
nl  hn^  iTfMiMlffil  in  hUndneaa.  This  a^lancholy  state 
wna  a$g:nKvaied  hw  Am  gent,  for  which  he  sought  relief  by 
n  jiMinwy  la  Bach;  hnt*  bring  overtnmed  in  his  chariot, 
enf  laincffit  firoas  lhn>  tiaae  of  a  pain  in  his  side,  and  died,  at 
bk  h(w»inSwi«y-«tieet»  a  the  Strand,  Jan.  29%  1728-9. 
Hnvvag  lain  in  ttsfte  in  the  Jerasaleafr-chamber,  he  was 
httffied  in  WiwIminiTler  Abbey,  where  a  monument  is 
erected  la  his  igaiwty  by  Heniietli,  dutchess  of  Marl- 
boMM^gb^  to  wboaSk  for  renaons  either  not  known  or  no  t  m  ea- 
tioned,  be  beqnenlbed  a  fefaey  of  about  ten  thousand 
pounds;  the  acenasnlation  of  attentive  parsiniony,  which, 
though  to  her  snperilnons  and  useless,  might  have  given 
great  assistance  to  the  ancient  family  from  which  he  de- 
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flcended,  at  that  time,  by  tbe  imprndence  of  his  relation, 
reduced  to  diflBcnliies  and  distress. 

Congreve  has  merit  of  the  highest  kind ;  he  is  an  ori- 
ginal writer,  who  borrowed  neither  the  models  of  his  plot 
nor  the  manner  of  his  dialogue*  Of  his  plays  I  cannot 
Bpeak  distinctly ;  for,  since  I  inspected  them  many  years 
have  passed ;  but  what  remains  upon  my  memory  is,  that 
his  characters  are  commonly  fictitious  and  artificial,  with 
Tory  little  of  nature,  and  not  much  of  life.  He  formed  a 
peculiar  idea  of  comick  excellence,  which  he  supposed  to 
consist  in  gay  remarks  and  unexpected  answers ;  but  that 
which  he  endeavoured,  he  seldom  failed  of  performing. 
His  scenes  exhibit  not  much  of  humour,  imagery,  or  pas- 
sion: his  personages  are  a  kind  of  intellectual  gladiators; 
every  sentence  is  to  ward  or  strike ;  the  contest  of  smart- 
ness is  never  intermitted ;  his  wit  is  a  meteor  playing  to 
and  fro  with  alternate  coruscations.  His  comedies  have, 
therefore,  in  some  degree,  the  operation  of  tragedies;  they 
smrprise  rather  than  divert,  and  raise  adminition  oftener 
than  merriment.  But  they  are  the  works  of  a  mind  re- 
plete with*  images,  and  quick  in  combination. 

Of  his  miscellaneous  poetry  I  cannot  say  any  thing  very 
iavmifable.  The  powers  of  Cong^eve  seem  to  desert  him 
when  he  leaves  the  stage,  as  Antseus  was  no  longer  strong 
than  when  he  could  touch  the  ground.  It  cannot  be  ob- 
served widiout  wonder,  that  a  mind  so  vigorous  and  fertile 
in  dramatick  compositions  should,  on  any  other  occasion, 
discover  nothing  but  impotence  and  poverty.  He  has,  in 
these  little  pieces,  neither  elevation  of  fancy,  selection  of 
langruage,  nor  skill  in  versification :  ydt,  if  I  were  required 
to  select  from  the  whole  mass  of  English  poetry  the  most 
poetical  paragraph,  I  know  not  what  I  could  prefer  to  an 
exclamation  in  the  Mourning  Bride : 

AhUBRIA. 

It  was  a  fancyld  noise ;  for  all  is  hush'd. 

LSONOIU. 

It  biMw  the  accent  of  a  human  voice. 
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ALMBEIA. 

» 

It  was  thy  fear,  or  else  some  transient  wind 
Whistling  thro'  hollows  of  this  vaulted  isle : 
We'U  listen— 

LSONOBA. 

Hark! 

ALMBRIA. 

No,  all  is  hush'd  and  still  as  death— 'Tis  dreadful ! 
'  How  reverend  is  the  face  of  this  taU  pile'; 

Whose  ancient  pillars  rear  their  marhl^  heads,  ' 

To  bear  ^oft  its  arch'd  and  ponderous  roof. 

By  its  own>  weight  made  stedfast  and  isimoveable,  f 

Xookuig  tranquillity  I    It  strikes  an  awe 

And  ierror  on  niy.  aehii^  sight ;'  the  tombs 
;  And  monumental  caves  cif  death  look  9old»  ,... 

.And.  shoot  a  chilneas  to  my  trembling  )ieart. 

Give  me  thy  hand,  and  let  me. hear  thy  voice;    . 

Nay,  quickly  speak  to  me,- and  let  me  hear 

lliy  voice— my  own  afirights  me  with  its  echoes. 

He  who  reads  Ihese  lines  enjoys,  ibr.a  moment^tbe  powen. 
of.  a  poet;  he  feeb'wskathe  remembers  to  have  felt  before, 
but  he  feels  it  with  great  increase  of.  senatbility-;  he  reeog-. 
nises  a  famiiiar/nnage,  bat  meets  it  again  amplified  sttid 
expanded;  embellished  with  beaBty»  and  enlarged  with 
majesty.   . 

••  Yet  could  the.  author,  who  appears  here  to  have  enjoyed 
the  confidence  of  nature,  lament  the  death  of  queen  Mar]F 
in  lines  like  these :. 

The  rocks  are  eleft,  and  new-descending  rills 
Furrow  the  brows  of  all  th'  impending  hills. 
The  water-gods  to  floods  their  rivulets  turn. 
And  each,  with  streaming  eyes,  supplies  his  wanting  urn. 
The  &uh8  forsake  the  woods,  the  nyihphs  the  grove. 
And  round  the  plain  in  'sad  distractions  rove :  ^-  * 

In  prickly  brakes  their  tender  limbs  they  tear. 
And  leave  on  thorns^  their  locks  of  golden  hair. 
With  their  sharp  nails,  themselves*  the  satyrs  wound. 
And  tug  their  shaggy  beards/  and  Itttewith  gn^f  the  ground. 
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Lo  Fan  himself,  beneatii  a  Uasted  oak. 

Dejected  lies,  bis  pipe  in  pieces  broke. 

See  Pales  weeping  too,  in  wild  despiedr. 

And  to  the  piercing  winds  her  bosom  bore. 

And  see  yon  fading  myrtle,  where  a]^)ears 

The  queen  of  love,  all  bath'd  in  flowing  tears ; 

See  how  die  wrings  her  hands,  and  beats  her  breast. 

And  tears  her  useless  girdle  from  her  waist  I 

Hear  the  sad  murmurs  of  her  sighing  doves ! 

For  grief  they  sigh,  forgetful  of  their  loves. 

And,  many  years  after,  he  gave  no  proof  that  time  bad 
improved  his  wisdom  or  his  wit ;  for,  on  the  death  of  the 
marquis  of  Blandford,  this  was  his  song: 

And  now  the  winds,  which  had  so  long  been  still. 
Began  the  swelling  air  with  sighs  to  fill: 
The  water-nymphs,  who  motionless  remain'd. 
Like  images  of  ice,  while  she  complain'd. 
Now  loos'd  their  streams;  as  when  descending  rains 
Roll  the  steep  torrents  headlong  o'er  die  plains. 
The  prone  creation,  who  so  long  had  gaz'd, 
Charm'd  with  her  cries,  and  at  her  griefs  amaz'd. 
Began  to  roar  and  howl  with  horrid  yell. 
Dismal  to  hear  and  terrible  to  tell ! 
Nothing  but  groans  and  sighs  were  heard  around. 
And  echo  multiplied  each  mournful  sound. 

In  both  these  funeral  poems,  when  he  has  yelled  out  many 
syllables  of  senseless  dolour^  he  dismisses  his  reader  with 
senseless  consolation :  from  the  grave  of  Pastora  rises  a 
light  that. forms  a  star^  and  where  Amaryllis  wept  for 
Amyntas,  from  every  tear  sprung  up  a  violet 
Bat  William  is  his  hero,  and  of  William  he  will  sing: 

The  hov'ring  winds  on  downy  wings  shall  wait  around. 
And  catch,  and  waft  to  foreign  lands,  the  flying  sound. 

It  cannot  but  be  proper  to  show  what  they  shall  have  to 
catch  and  carry : 

'Twas  now,  when  flow'ry  lawns  the  prospect  made. 
And  flowing  brooks  beneath  a  forest  shade, 

VOL.  ▼III.  ^ 
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A  lowing  heifer^  loveliest  of  the  berd. 

Stood  feeding  by ;  while  two  fierce  bulls  prepor'd 

Their  armed  heads  for  fight,  by  £ate  of  war  to  prove 

The  victor  worthy  of  the  fair  one's  love. 

Unthought  presage  of  what  met  nezt  my  view ; 

For  soon  the  shady  scene  withdrew. 

And  now,  for  woods,  and  fields,  and  springing  flowers. 

Behold  a  town  arise,  bulwark'd  with  walls  and  lofty  towers ; 

Two  rival  armies  all  the  plain  o'erspread. 

Each  in  battalia  rang'd,  and  shining  arms  array'd ; 

With  eager  eyes  beholding  both  from  far 

Namtir,  the  prize  and  mistress  of  the  war. 

The  Birth  of  the  Muse  is  a  miserable  fiction.  One  good 
line  it  has,  which  was  borrowed  from  Dryden.  The  con- 
cluding verses  are  these : 

This  said,  no  more  remain'd.    Th*  ethereal  host 
Again  impatient  crowd  the  crystal  coast. 
The  father  now,  within  his  spacious  hands. 
Encompassed  all  the  mingled  mass  of  seas  and  lands ; 
And,  having  heaved  aloft  the  pond'rous  sphere. 
He  launch'd  the  world  to  float  in  ambient  air. 

Of  his  irregular  poems,  that  to  Mrs.  Arabella  Hunt  seems 
to  be  the  best ;  his  ode  for  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  however,  has 
some  lines  which  Pope  had  in  his  mind  when  he  wrote  his 
own. 

His  imitations  of  Horace  are  feebly  paraphrastical,  and 
the  additions  which  he  makes  are  of  little  value.  He 
sometimes  retains  what  were  more  properly  omitted,  as 
when  he  talks  of  vervain  and  gums  to  propitiate  Venus. 

Of  his  translations,  the  satire  of  Juvenal  was  written 
very  early,  and  may,  therefore,  be  forgiven,  though  it  have 
not  the  massiness  and  vigour  of  the  original.  In  all  his 
versions  strong^  and  sprightliness  are  wanting :  bis  hymn 
to  Venus,  from  Homer,  is,  perhaps^  the  best.  His  lines 
are  weakened  with  expletives,  and  his  rhymes  are  fre- 
quently imperfect. 

His  petty  poems  are  seldom  worth  the  cost  of  criticism: 
sometimes  the  thoughts  are  false,  and  sometimes  common. 
In  his  verses  on  lady  Gethin,  the  latter  part  is  in  imitation 
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of  Dryden's  ode  ou  Mrs.  Killigrew ;  and  Doris,  that  has 
been  so  lavishly  flattered  by  Steele,  has,  indeed,  some  lively 
stanzas,  bat  the  expression  might  be  mended ;  and  the  most 
striking  part  of  the  character  had  been  already  shown  in 
Love  for  Love.  His  Art  of  Pleasing  is  founded  on  a 
vulgar,  but,  perhaps,  impracticable  principle,  and  the  stale- 
ness  of  the  sense  is  not  concealed  by  any  novelty  of  illus- 
tratioo  or  elegance  of  diction. 

'This  tissue  of  poetry,  from  which  he  seems  to  have  hoped 
a  lasting  name,  is  totally  neglected,  and  known  only  as  it 
18  appended  to  his  plays. 

While  comedy,  or  while  tragedy,  is  regarded,  his  plays 
are  likely  to  be  read;  but,  except  what  relates  to  the 
stage',  I  know  not  that  he  has  ev^r  written  a  stanza  that 
is  sung,. or  a  couplet  that  is  quoted.  The  general  charac- 
ter of  his  Miscellanies  is,  that  they  show  little  wit,  and 
littte  virtue. 

Yet  to  him  it  must  be  confessed,  that  we  are  indebted 
for  the  correction  of  a  national  errour,  and  for  the  cure  of 
our  Pindarick  madness.  He  first  taught  the  English  wri- 
ters that  Pindar^s  odes  were  regular;  and  though  cer- 
tainly he  had  not  the  fire  requisite  for  the  higher  species 
of  lyriok  poetry,  he  has  shown  us,  that  enthusiasm  has  its 
rules,  and  that,  in  mere  confusion,  there  Ls  neither  grace 
nor  greatness. 

•  **  Except !"  Dr.  WarUm  ezdailat,  "  Is  not  this  a  high  sort  of  poetry  ?"  He 
in^n>mM,  likewise,  that  Congrcve's  opera,  or  oratorio,  of  Semele,  was  set  to  mu- 
sick  by  Handel ;  I  believe,  in  1743. 
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Sir  Richard  Blackmore  is  one  of  those  men  whose 
writings  have  attracted  much  notice,  but  of  whose  life  and 
manners  very  little  has  been  oommunicated,  and  whose  lot 
it  has  been  to  be  much  oftener  mentioned  by  enemies  than 
by  friends. 

He  was  the  son  of  Robert  Blackmore,  of  Corsham,  in 
Wiltshire,  styled,  by  Wood,  gentleman,  and  supposed  to 
have  been  an  attorney.  Having  been,  for  some  time,  edu^^ 
cated  in  a  country  school,  he  was  sent,  at  thirteen,  to 
Westminster;  and,  in  1668,  was  entered  at  Edmund  hall, 
in  Oxford,  where  he  took  the  degree  of  M.A.  June  3, 
1676,  and  resided  thirteen  years ;  a  much  longer  time  than 
it  is  usual  to  spend  at  the  university ;  and  which  he  seems 
to  have  passed  with  very  little  attention  to  the  business  of 
the  place ;  for,  in  his  poems,  the  ancient  names  of  nations 
or  places,  which  he  often  introduces,  are  pronounced  by 
chance.  He  afterwards  travelled :  at  Padua  he  was  made 
doctor  of  physick;  and,  after  having  wandered  about  a 
year  and  a  half  on  the  continent,  returned  home. 

In  some  part  of  his  life,  it  is  not  known  when,  his  indir 
gence  compelled  him  to  teach  a  school;  an  humiliation,  with 
which,  though  it  certainly  lasted  but  a  little  while,  his  ene« 
mies  did  not  forget  to  reproach  him,  when  he  became 
conspicuous  enough  to  excite  malevolence ;  and  let  it  be 
remembered,  for  his  honour,  that  to  have  been  once  a 
schoolmaster  is  the  only  reproach  which  all  the  perspi- 
cacity of  malice,  animated  by  wit,  has  ever  fixed  upon  his 
private  life. 

When  he  first  engaged  in  the  study  of  physick,  he  in- 
quired, as  he  says,  of  Dr.  Sydenham,  what  authors  he  should 
read,  and  was  directed  by  Sydenham  to  Don  Quixote; 
**  which,"  said  he,  *'  is  a  very  good  book ;  I  read  it  still." 
The  perverseness  of  mankind  makes  it  often  mischievous 
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in  men  of  emiaence  to  give  way  to  merriment;  the  idle- 
and  the  illiterate  will  long  shelter  th^mseWes  under  this 
foolish  apophthegm. 

Whether  he  rested  satisfied  with  this  direction,  or  sought 
for  better,  he  commenced  physician,  and  obtained  high 
eminence  and  extensive  practice.  He  became  fellow  of 
the  College  of  Physicians,  April  12, 1687,  being  one  of  the 
thirty,  whicl),  by  the  new  charter  of  king  James,  were 
added  to  the  former  fellows.  His  residence  was  in  Cheap- 
side  S  and  his  friends  were  chiefly  in  the  city.  In  the 
early  part  of  Blackmore's  time,  a  citizen  was  a  term  of  re- 
proach ;  and  his  place  of  abode  was  another  topick  to  which 
his  adyersaries  had  recourse,  in  the  penury  of  scandal. 

Blackmore,  therefore,  was  made  a  poet  not  by  necessity 
but  inclination,  and  wrote  not  for  a  livelihood  but  for  fame; 
or,  if  he  may  tell  his  own  motives,  for  a  nobler  purpose,  to 
engage  poetry  in  the  cause  of  virtue. 

I  believe  it  is  peculiar  to  him,  that  his  first  publick  work 
was  an  heroick  poem.  He  was  not  known  as  a  maker  of 
verses  till  he  published,  in  1695,  Prince  Arthur,  in  ten 
books,  written,  as  he  relates,  **  by  such  catches  and  starts, 
and  in  such  occasional  uncertain  hours,  as  his  profession 
aflTorded,  and  for  the  greatest  part  in  coffee-houses,  or  in 
passing  up  and  down  the  streets.*'  For  the  latter  part  of 
this  apology  he  was  accused  of  writing  "  to  the  rumbling 
of  his  chariot  wheels.'^  He  had  read,  he  says,  **  but  little 
poetry  throughout  his  whole  life ;  and  for  fifteen  years  be- 
fore had  not  written  an  hundred  verses,  except  one  copy  of 
Latin  verses  in  praise  of  a  friend*s  book".** 

He  thinks,  and  with  some  reason,  that  from  such  a  per- 
formance perfection  cannot  be  expected;  but  he  finds 
another  reason  for  the  severity  of  his  censurers,  which  he 
expresses  in  language  such  as  Cheapside  easily  furnished. 
"  I  am  not  free  of  the  poets*  company,  having  never  kissed 
the  governor's  hands :  mine  is,  therefore,  not  so  much  as  a 

>  At  Saddlers*  hall. 

•  The  book  he  allvdeo  to  was  Nova  Hypothesis  ad  ezplicanda  febrium  in- 
temixttentiam  symptomata,  &c.    Authore  Gulielmo  Cole,  M.  D.  1G93, 
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bat  a  dtfuiigfcl  nrfcriopcr.    Tkwe  ge»- 


would,  ceitaiiily,  do  wkad  tbey  coald  to 

■olkeBted  adrestner,  aoCwitlKlaaAB^  I  dirforted 

of  their  factoriei^  aor  naported  aaj  goods  tlvj  had  erer 

dMkio.*    Hehadfivediatfaocitytinhekdleaneditf 

aote. 

That  Priace  Ardtar  foand  naay  readefa  k.eertaia ;  for 
in  two  yean  it  had  three  edilioot;  a  very  anconuMMi  ia* 
stance  of  faTomable  reception,  at  a  time  when  literary  ca- 
riosity was  yet  confined  to  particafao'  classes  €i  the  natioB. 
Sach  sncceas  natorally  raisad  animosity ;  and  Deanis  at- 
tacked it  by  a  formal  critidsm,  more  tedioos  aad  diq^ost- 
ing  than  the  work  which  he  condenms*  To  this  censaxe 
may  be  opposed  the  ap|Hrobation  of  Locke  and  the  admi- 
ration of  Molinenx,  which  are  fbwnd  in  their  printed  letters* 
Molinenx  ib  particnlarly  deKgfated  with  the  song  of  Mopai, 
which  is,  therefore,  snbjoined  to  this  narratiTe. 

It  is  remarked  by  Pope,  that  what  "  rmses  the  hero, 
often  sinks  the  man."  Of  Blackmore  it  may  be  said,  Aat^ 
as  the  poet  rinks,  the  man  rises;  the  animadversions  of 
Dennis,  insolent  and  contemptnons  as  they  were,  raised 
in  him  no  implacable  resentment :  he  and  his  critick  were 
afterwards  friends ;  and  in  one  of  his  latter  works  he  praises 
Dennis  as  **  eqoal  to  Boileaa  in  poetry,  and  superior  to 
him  in  critical  abilities." 

He  seems  to  have  been  more  delighted  with  praise  than 
pained  by  censure,  and,  instead  of  slackening,  quickened 
his  career.  Haying  in  two  years  produced  ten  books  of 
Prince  Arthur,  iii  two  years  more,  1607,  he  sent  into 
the  world  King  Arthur,  in  twelve.  The  provocation  was 
now  doubled,  and  the  resentment  of  wits  and  critiiAs  may 
be  supposed  to  have  increased  in  proportion.  He  found, 
however,  advantages  more  than  equivalent  to  all  their 
outrages;  he  was  this  year  made  one  of  the  physicians 
in  ordinary  to  king  William,  and  advanced  by  him  to  the 
honour  of  knighthood,  with  the  present  of  a  gold  chain  and 
a  medal. 
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The  maligoity  of  the  wits  attribated  his  knighthood  to 
Us  new  poem ;  but  king  William  was  not  very  studious  of 
poetry ;  and  Blackmore,  perhaps,  had  other  merit ;  for  he 
says,  in  his  dedication  to  Alfred,  that  **  he  had  a  greater 
part  in  the  succession  of  the  house  of  Hanover  than  ever 
he  had  boasted." 

What  Blad^more  could  contribute  to  the  succession,  or 
what  he  imagined  himself  to  have  contributed,  cannot  now 
be  known.  That  he  had  been  of  considerable  use,  I  doubt 
not  but  he  believed,  for  I  hold  him  to  have  been  very 
honest ;  but  he  might  easily  make  a  false  estimate  of  his 
own  importaaee :  those  whom  their  virtue  restrains  from 
deceiving  others,  are  often  disposed,  by  their  vanity,  to 
deceive  themselves.  Whether  he  promoted  the  succession 
or  not,  he  at  least  approved  it,  and  adhered  invariably  to 
Us  principles  and  party  through  his  whole  life. 

His  ardour  of  poetry  still  coiitinued ;  and  not  long  after, 
1700,  he  published  a  FBrapkrase  on  the  book  of  Job,  and 
oilier  parts  of  the  scripture.  This  performance  Dryden, 
who  puivued  him  with  great  mahgnity,  lived  long  enough 
to  ridicule  in  a  j»t>logne. 

The  wits  eariiy  confederated  against  him,  as  Dryden, 
whose  favour  they  almost  all  courted,  was  his  professed 
adversary.  He  had  besides  given  them  reason  for  resent- 
ment, as,  in  his  preface  to  Prince  Arthur,  he  had  said  of 
the  dnunatick  writers  almost  all  that  was  alleged  after- 
wards by  Colliep ;  but  Btackmore's  censure  was  cold  and 
general,  CoHier's  was  personal  and  ardent;  Blackmore 
taught  his  reader  to  dislike,  what  Collier  incited  him  to 
abhcw. 

In  his  preface  to  King  Arthur  he  endeavoured  to  gain, 
at  least,  one  friend,  and  propitiated  Ccmgreve  by  higher 
praise  of  Us 'Mourning  Bride  than  it  ha&  obtained  from  any 
other  critick. 

The  same  year  he  published  a  Satire  on  Wit,  a  pro- 
clamation of  defiance  which  united  the  poets  almost  all 
against  him»  and  which  brought  upon  him  lampoons  and 
ridicule  froa  every  side.    This  he  doubtless  foresaw,  and 
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evidently  despised;  nor  should  his  digniCy  of 
without  its  praise,  had  he  not  paid  the  homage  to 
which  he  denied  to  genius,  and  degraded  hiiiglf  hjr 
ferring  that  authority  over  the  natioiial  taste,  vhkk  ka 
takes  from  the  poets,  upon  men  of  high  ladk  and  wide 
influence,  but  of  less  wit,  and  not  greater  vntecL 

Here  is  again  discovered  the  inhabitant  of  Chcapode, 
whose  head  cannot  keep  his  poetry  nBamagiBd  villi  tnde. 
To  binder  that  intellectaal  bankniptcy  wkick  be  rfnti  to 
fear,  be  will  erect  a  hamtfor  wbU. 
Li  tUs  poem  be  justly 

poveis;  tbongb,  in  a 
tbe  satire,  and  i*^^<">**#  tbr 
I 


It 

rtbe 
revised  fbr 

avay. 
thm  tm»  be  tnned  some  ef  Im  tbongbts  to  tbe 
of  Evwqf  chamctcn ;  and  wrole  a  poos  oa  tbe 
Kit-cat  Clnb%  Md  Advice  to  tbe  Psets  how  to  celehfate 
tbe  Duke  of  Maribocongb 
of  success,  thinking  hiauc 
tion,  he  again  wrote  a  poem  of  Advice  to  a  Weaver  of 
Tapestry.  Steele  was  then  pnbfislnng  tbe  Tstler;  aad» 
looking  round  him  for  something  at  which  be  ought  laugh, 
nolackily  lighted  on  sir  Richard's  work,  and  treated  it  with 

•  "  Th«  Kit-cat  Qol^,"  njs  Horace  Wilpole, "  tktmf^  gtMiaUj  scntioMd 


-  -■  1 M  Jkit-cat  Ulnl^''  njt  Horace  walpoie, "  UMMg^a  fCMiauj  »mwi>M 
ac  a  Mt  of  wiu,  were,  in  ftct,  the  patriots  w]m>  sared  Britain.*'  See,  fer  the 
'*^'<<>'r  •f  >U  orifio  and  aane,  Addiioiuana,  i.  ISO;  Waid's  coiiplele  and 
haiiwow  accoarn  o#  the  femaiiabfc  Qabi  and  Society    E». 
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sneh  eonteflipt,  that,  as  Fenton  observes,  he  pot  an  end  to 
the  species  of  writers  that  gave  advice  to  piiinters. 

Not  long  after,  1712,  he  pablished  Creation,  a  philoso- 
pUcal  poem,  which  has  been,  by  my  recommendation,  in- 
serted in  the  late  collection.  Whoever  jndges  of  this  by 
any  other  of  Blackmore's  performances,  will  do  it  injury. 
The  praise  given  it  by  Addison,  Spectator,  330,  is  too 
well  known  to  be  transcribed ;  but  some  notice  is  due  to 
the  testifflony  of  Dennis,  who  calls  it  a  **  philosophical 
poem,  which  has  equalled  that  of  Lucretius  in  the  beauty 
of  its  versification,  and  infinitely  surpassed  it  in  the  solidity 
and  strength  of  its  reasoning.*" 

Why  an  author  surpasses  himself,  it  is  natural  to  inquire. 
I  have  heard  from  Mr.  Draper,  an  eminent  bookseller,  an 
account  received  by  him  from  Ambrose  Philips,  ''  That 
Blackmore,  as  he  proceeded  in  this  poem,  laid  his  manu- 
script, from  time  to  timej  before  a  clnb  of  wits  with  whom  he 
associated ;  and  that  every  man  contributed,  as  he  could, 
either  improvement  or  correction ;  so  that,"  said  Philips, 
*'  there  are,  perhaps,  nowhere  in  the  book  thirty  tines 
together  that  now  stand  as  they  were  originally  written." 

The  relation  of  Philips,  I  suppose,  was  true ;  but  when 
all  reasonable,  all  credible  allowance  is  made  for  this 
friendly  revision,  the  author  will  still  retain  an  ample  divi- 
dend of  praise;  for  to  him  must  always  be  assigned  the 
phin  of  the  work,  the  distribution  of  its  parts,  the  choice  of 
topicks,  the  train  of  argument,  and,  what  is  yet  more,  the 
general  predominance  of  philosophical  judgment  and  poeti- 
cal spirit.  Correction  seldom  efiects  more  than  the  sup- 
pression of  faults:  a  happy  line,  or  a  single  elegance,  may, 
perhaps,  be  added;  but,  of  a  large  work,  the  general 
character  must  always  remain;  the  original  constitution 
can  be  very  little  helped  by  local  remedies ;  inherent  and 
radical  dulness  will  never  be  much  invigorated  by  extrinsick 
animation. 

This  poem,  if  he  had  written  nothing  else,  would  have 
transmitted  him  to  posterity  among  the  first  favourites  of 
the  English  muse ;  but  to  make  verses  was  his  transcendent 
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pleasure,  and,  as  he  was  not  deterred  by  censare»  he  waa 
not  satiated  with  praise. 

He  deviated,  however,  sometimes  ioto  other  tracks  of 
literature,  and  condeseended  to  entertain  his  readers  with 
plain  prose.  When  the  Spectator  stopped,  he  considered 
the  polite  world  as  destitute  of  entertainment;  and,  in 
concert  with  Mr.  Hughes,  who  wrote  every  third  paper, 
published,  three  times  a  week,  the  Lay  Monastery,  founded 
on  the  supposition  that  some  literary  men,  whose  characters 
are  described,  had  retired  to  a  house  in  the  country  to 
enjoy  philosophical  leisure,  and  resolved  to  instruct  the 
publick,  by  communicating  their  disquisitions  and  amuse- 
ments. Whether  any  real  persons  were  concealed  under 
fictitious  names,  is  not  known.  The  hero  of  the  club  is 
one  Mr.  Johnson ;  such  a  constellation  of  excellence,  that 
his  character  shall  not  be  suppressed,  though  these  is  no 
great  genius  in  the  design,  nor  skill  in  the  delineation, 

**  The  first  1  shall  name  is  Mr.  Johnson,  a  g^ntleoMUi 
that  owes  to  nature  excellent  faculties  and  an  elevated 
genius,  and  to  industry  and  ap^ieatioii  nuuiy  acqmced  ac- 
complishments. His  taste  is  distinguishing,  just,  and  deli- 
cate :  his  judgment  clear,  and  his  reason  strong,  accompa- 
nied with  an  imagination  full  of  spirit,  of  great  compas8« 
and  stored  with  refined  ideas.  He  is  a  critick  of  the  first 
rank ;  and,  what  is  his  peculiar  ornament,  he  is  delivered 
from  the  ostentation,  malevolence,  and  supercilious  tem- 
per, that  so  often  blemish  men  of  that  character.  His  le^ 
marks  result  from  the  nature  and  reason  of  things,  and  are 
formed  by  a  judgment  free,  and  unbiassed  by  the  authority 
of  those  who  have  lazily  followed  each  other  in  the  same 
beaten  track  of  thinking,  and  are  arrived  only  at  the  repu- 
tation of  acute  grammarians  and  commentators;  men,  who 
have  been  copying  one  another  many  hundred  years,  with* 
out  any  improvement;  or,  if  they  have  ventured  farther, 
have  only  applied  in  a  mechanical  manner  the  rules  of  an- 
cient  criticks  to  modern  writings,  and,  with  great  labour,  dis- 
covered nothing  but  their  own  want  of  judgment  and  capa- 
city. As  Mr.  Johasoib^  penetrates  to  the  bottom  of  his  sub- 
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jeet,  by  whieb  means  his  obset vations  9re  solid  and  natural^ 
as  well  as  delicate,  so  his  design  is  always  to  bring  to  Hgfat 
SMBething  nsefol  and  <Mrnamental ;  whence  his  character  is 
the  reverse  to  thdrs,  who  have  eminent  abilities  in  insignia 
ficaot  knowledge,  and  a  great  felicity  in  finding  out  trifles. 
He  is  no  less  indastrions  to  search  out  the  merit  of  an  au- 
thor, than  sagacious  in  discerning  his  errors  and  defects ; 
and  takes  more  pleasure  in  commending  the  beauties, 
than  exposing  the  blemiriies  of  a  laudable  writing;  Uko 
Hoiace,  in  a  long  work,  he  can  bear  some  deformities,  and 
jnsdy  lay  them  on  the  imperfection  of  human  nature,  which 
is  incapdble  of  faaltless  productions.  When  an  excellent 
diama  appears  in  publick,  and  by  its  intrinsick  worth  at- 
tracts a  general  applause,  he  is  not  stang  with  envy  and 
spleen ;  nor  does  he  express  a  savage  nature,  in  fastening 
opoD  the  celebrated  author,  dwdling  upon  his  imaginary 
defects,  and  passing  over  his  conspicuous  excellencies.  He 
treats  ail  writers  upon  the  same  impartial  footing ;  and  is 
not^  like  the  Mttle  criticks,  taken  up  entirely  in  finding  out 
only  the  beauties  of  the  ancient,  and  nothing  but  the  errors 
of  the  modem  writers*  Never  did  any  one  express  more 
kindness  and  good-nature  to  young  and  unfinndied  auth<»s; 
he  proonotes  their  interests,  protects  their  reputation,  ex*- 
tenuates  their  fiiults,  and  sets  off  their  virtnes,  and,  by  his 
candour,  guards  them  from  die  severity  of  his  judgment. 
He  is  not  like  those  dry  criticks,  who  are  morose  because 
they  cannot  write  themselves,  but  is  himself  master  of  a 
good  vein  in  poetry  9  and  though  he  does  not  often  employ 
it,  yet  he  has  sometimes  entertained  Ins  friends  with  his  un» 
published  performanees%*' 

The  rest  of  the  lay  monks  seem  to  be  but  feeble  mor- 
tals, in  comparison  with  the  gigantick  Johnson ;  who  yet, 
with  all  his  abilities,  and  the  help  of  the  fraternity,  could 
drive  the  pubUeation  but  to  forty  papers,  which  were  after- 
wards collected  into  a  volume,  and  called,  in  the  title,  a 
Sequel  to  the  Spectators. 

Some  years  afterwards,  1716  and  1717,  he  published  two 
volumes  of  essays  in  prose,  which  can  be  commended  only 
as  they  are  written  for  the  highest  and  noblest  purpose» 


44  BVMCKmoUM. 


pTMe  of  a  poet;  Cw*  k  is  ^■g""^  •'"glT^'i  "^  lifidau; 
fcb  dielmi  it  actcher  dbtii^  mc  cauct,  kn  low  oeithet 
laptd  Bor  eauj,  aad  Ui  pgrioib  Bcitfaer  iMMilk  aor  stroii(f . 
Hio  aecuNDrt  of  wic,  will  Amw  witk  kow  little  clearneas  Jbe 
it  coyest  to  iUmk^  ami  hem  Iktie  Jus  tkoogkti  are  reeom- 
aieaded  by  kb  bagaage, 

'*  At  to  ilo  efcJeat  caaoe,  wit  owes  iti  prodactioa  to  aa 
extraordiaary  aad  pecaliv  teapcEMaent  ia  the  coastitatioii 
of  dbe  poMfor  of  it,  ia  wkieh  is  foaad  a  eoacarreace  of 
legafaor  aad  exalted  fenaeais,  aad  aa  aflacnce  of  aainial 
spirits,  refiaed  aad  lectified  to  a  great  degree  of  parity ; 
wiieaee,  beiag  eadowed  with  Tiradty,  liriglitaess,  aad  ce- 
lerity, as  well  ia  tbeir  leiectioas  as  direct  motioas;  ^y 
becoaie  proper  iastraaeats  fiir  tke  sprightly  operatioas  of 
the  adad ;  by  which  OMaas  the  iMagiaatioB  caa,  with  great 
iacility»  raage  the  wide  field  of  aatore,  cootemplate  an  ia- 
fiaite  Tariety  of  «>b}ects,  aad,  by  obserriag  the  similitade 
aad  disagreeaieBt  of  their  aercsral  qaaHties,  siagle  oat  and 
abstract,  and  thea  salt  and  naite,  those  ideas  which  will 
best  serre  its  purpose.  Hence  beaatifal  aUmoaSy  sur- 
prisiog  metaphors,  and  admirable  sentiments,  are  always 
ready  at  hand :  and  while  the  fancy  is  fall  of  images,  ooU 
lected  from  iaoamerable  objects  and  their  different  qoali* 
ties,  relations,  and  habitades,  it  can  at  pleasare  dress  a 
common  notion  in  a  strange  bat  becoming  garb ;  by  which, 
as  brfore  observed,  the  same  thought  will  appear  a  new 
one,  to  the  great  delight  and  wonder  of  the  hearer.  What 
we  call  geniuM  results  from  this  particular  happy  com- 
plexion in  the  first  formation  of  the  person  that  enjoys  it, 
and  is  nature's  gift,  but  diversified  by  various  specifick 
characters  and  limitations,  as  its  active  fire  is  blended  and 
allayed  by  different  proportions  of  phlegm,  or  reduced  and 
regulated  by  the  contrast  of  opposite  ferments.  There- 
fore, as  there  happens  in  the  composition  of  a  facetious 
genius  a  greater  or  less,  though  still  an  inferior  degree  of 
judgment  and  prudence,  one  man  of  wit  will  be  varied 
and  distinguished  from  another.'' 

In  these  essays  he  took  little  care  to  propitiate  the  wits.; 
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fbr  be  scorns  to  avert  tiMirnuiKce  9i  Hm  expense  of  virtue 
or  of  trath.  ' 

"  Several,  in  their  books,  have  many  sarcastical  and 
spitefiil  strokes  at  religion  in  general;  while  others  make 
themselves  pleasant  with  the  principles  of  the  christian. 
Of  the  last  kind,  this  age  has  seen  a  most  audacious  ex- 
ample in  the  book  entitled,  a  Tale  of  a  Tub.  Had  thil 
writing  been  published  in  a  pagan  or  popish  nation,  who 
are  jusdy  impatient  of  all  indignity  offered  to  the  esta- 
blished religion  of  their  country,  no  doubt  but  the  author 
would  have  received  the  punishment  he  deserved.  But 
the  fate  of  this  impious  bufibon  is  very  different ;  for  in  a 
protestant  kingdom,  zealous  of  their  civil  and  religious  im- 
munities, he  has  not  only  escaped  affronts,  and  the  effects 
of  pubKck  resentment  j  but  has  beiBU  caressed  and  patronised 
by  persons  of  great  figfure,  and  of  all  denominations.  Vio- 
lent party-men,  who  differed  in  all  things  besides,  agreed 
in' their  turn  to  show  particular  respect  and  friendship  to 
this  insolent  derider  of  the  worship  of  his  country,  till  at 
last  the  reputed  writer  is  not  only  gone  off  with  impunity, 
but  triumphs  in  his  dignity  and  preferment.  I  do  not 
know  that  any  inquiry  or  search  was  ever  made  after  this 
writing,  or  that  any  reward  was  ever  offered  for  the  dis- 
covery of  the  author,  or  that  the  infamous  book  was  ever 
oondemned  to  be  burnt  in  publick ;  whether  this  proceeds 
from  the  excessive  esteem  and  love  that  men  in  power, 
during  the  late  reign,  had  for  wit,  or  their  defect  of  zeal 
and  concern  for  the  christian  religion,  will  be  determined 
best  by  those  who  are  heist  acquainted  with  their  cha- 
racter." 

In  another  place  he  speaks  with  becoming  abhorrence 
of  a  "  godless  author^^who  has  burlesqued  a  psalm.  This 
author  was  supposed  to  be  Pope,  who  published  a  reward 
for  any  one  that  would  prodace  the  coiner  of  the  accusa- 
tion, but  never  denied  it;  and  was  afterwards  the  perpe- 
tual and  incessant  enemy  of  Blackmore. 

One  of  his  essays  is  upon  the  Spleen,  which  is  treated 
by  him  so  much  to  his  own  satisfaction,  that  he  has  pub- 
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tises  by  which  he  has  endeaTOured  to  diffuse  the  art  of  heal- 
ing; for  there  is  scarcely  any  distemper,  of  dreadful  name, 
which  he  has  not  taught  his  reader  how  to  oppose.  He  has 
written  on  the  smallpox,  with  a  vehement  invective,  against 
inoculation;  on  consumptions,  the  spleen,  the  gout,  the 
rheumatism,  the  king's  evil,  the  dropsy,  the  jaundice,  the 
stone,  the  diabetes,  and  the  plague. 

Of  those  books,  if  I  had  read  them,  it  could  not  be  ex- 
pected that  I  should  be  able  to  give  a  critical  account.  I 
have  been  told  that  there  is  something  in  them  of  vexation 
and  discontent,  discovered  by  a  perpetual  attempt  to  de- 
grade physick  from  its  sublimity,  and  to  represent  it  as 
attainable  without  much  previous  or  concomitant  learning. 
By  the  transient  glances  which  I  have  thrown  upon  them* 
I  have  observed  an  affected  contempt  of  the  ancients,  and 
a  supercilious  derision  of  transmitted  knowledge.  Of  this 
indecent  arrogance,  the  following  quotation,  from  his  pre- 
face to  the  treatise  on  the  smallpox,  will  afford  a  specimen ; 
in  which,  when  the  reader  finds,  what  I  fear  is  true,  that, 
when  he  was  censuring  Hippocrates,  he  did  not  know  the 
difference  between  aphorism  and  apophthegm,  he  will  not 
pay  much  regard  to  his  determinations  concerning  ancient 
learning. 

**  As  for  this  book  of  aphorisms,  it  is  like  my  lord  Bacon's 
of  the  same  title,  a  book  of  jests,  or  a  grave  collection  of 
trite  and  trifling  observations ;  of  which  though  many  are 
true  and  certain,  yet  they  signify  nothing,  and  may  afford 
diversion,  but  no  instruction;  most  of  them  being  much 
inferior  to  the  sayings  of  the  wise  men  of  Greece,  which 
yet  are  so  low  and  mean,  that  we  are  entertained  every 
day  withmore  valuable  sentiments  at  the  table-conversation 
of  ingenious  and  learned  men«'* 

I  am  unwilling,  however,  to  leave  him  in  total  disgrace, 
and  will,  therefore,  quote,  from  another  preface,  a  passage 
less  reprehensible. 

'*  Some  gentlemen  have  been  disingenuous  and  unjust 
to  me,  by  wresting  and  forcing  my  meaning  in  the  preface 
to  another  book,  as  if  I  condemned  and  exposed  all  learning. 
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thodgh  they  knew  I  declared  tbat  I  greatly  honoured  and 
eaCeemed  all  meo  of  raperionr  literature  and  erudition ;  and 
that  I  only  undervalued  false  or  superficial  learning,  that 
aipiifiea  nothing  for  the  senrice  of  nuuiLind ;  and  that»  as 
to  phyiick«  I  expressly  affirmed  that  learning  must  be 
joined  with  native  gennia,  to  make  a  physician  of  the  first 
rank;  but  if  those  talents  are  separated,  I  asserted/and  do 
still  insist,  that  a  man  of  native  sagacity  and  diligence  will 
prove  a  more  aUe  and  useful  practiser,  than  a  heavy  no- 
tiaaal  scholar,  encumhered  with  a  heap  of  confused  ideas.'* 

He  was  not.  only  a  poet  ai^  a  physician,  but  produced, 
likewise,  a  work  of  a  different  kind;  a  true  and  impar- 
tial History  of  the  Conspiracy  against  King  Wiilimn,  of 
glorious  memory,  in  the  year  10B5.  .This  I  have  never 
seen,  but  suppose  it,  at  least,  compiled  with  integrity. 
He  engaged,  likewise,  in  tbeol<^cal  controversy,  and  wrote 
two  books  against  the  Arians ;  Just  Prejudices  against  the 
Arian  Hypothesis;  and  Modern  Arians  unmasked..  An- 
other of  his  wcNrks  is  Natosal  Thedogy,  or  Moral  Duties 
considered  apart  from  Positive;  with  some  observations 
on  the  Desirableness  and  Necessity  of  a  supernatural  Re^ 
velation.  This  was  the  last  book  that  he  published.  Ho 
left  behind  him  the  Accomplished  Preacher,  or  an  Essay 
upon  Divine  Eloquence ;  which  was  printed,  after  hb 
death,  by  Mr.  White,  of  Nayland,  in  Essex,  the  minister 
who  attended  his  death-bed,  and  testified  the  fervent  piety 
of  his  last  hours.  He  died  on  the  eighth  of  October^ 
1729. 

Blackmore,  by  the  unremitted  enmity  of  the  wits,  whom 
he  provoked  more  by  his  virtue  than  bis  dulness,  has  been 
exposed  to  worse  treatment  than  he  deserved.  His  name 
was  so  long  used  to  point  every  epigram  upon  dull  writers, 
that  it  became,  at  last,  a  by-word  of  contempt;  but  it 
deserves  observation,  that  malignity  takes  hold  ouly  of  his 
writings,  and  that  his  life  passed  without  reproach,  even 
when  his  boldness  of  reprehension  naturally  turned  upon 
Urn  many  eyes  desirous  to  espy  faults,  which  many  tongues 
would  have  made  haste  to .  publish.    But  those  who  could 
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not  blame,  could,  at  least,  forbear  to  praise,  and,  therefore, 
of  his  private  life  and  domestick  character  there  are  no 


As  an  author  he  may  jastly  claim  the  honours  of  mag* 
sanimity.  The  incessant  attacks  of  his  enemies,  whether 
serious  or  merry,  are  never  discovered  to  have  disturbed 
his  qui^t,  or  to  have  lessened  his  confidence  in  himself; 
they  neither  awed  him  to  silence  nor  to  caution;  they 
neither  provoked  him  to  petulance,  nor  depressed  him  to 
complaint.  While  the  distributors  of  literary  fame  were 
endeavouring  to  depreciate  and  degrade  him,  he  either 
despised  or  defied  them,  wrote  on  as  he  had  written  be- 
fore, and  never  turned  aside  to  quiet  them  by  civility,  or 
repress  them  by  confutation. 

.  He  depended  with  great  security  on  his  own  powers, 
and  perhaps  was,  for  that  reason,  less  diligent  in  perusing 
hooks.  His  literature  was,  I  think,  but  small.  What  he 
knew  of  antiquity^  I  suspect  him  to  have  gathered  from 
modern  compilers ;  but,  though  he  could  not  boast  of  much 
critical  knowledge,  his  mind  was  stored  with  general  prin- 
ciples, and  he  left  minute  researches  to  those  whom  he 
considered  as  little  minds. 

With  this  disposition  he  wrote  most  of  his  poems.  Hav- 
ing formed  a  magnificent  design,  he  was  careless  of  parti- 
cular and  subordinate  elegancies ;  he  studied  no  niceties 
of  versification ;  he  waited  for  no  felicities  of  fancy;  but 
caught  his  first  thoughts  in  the  first  words  in  which  they 
were  presented :  nor  does  it  appear  that  he  saw  beyond 
his  own  performances,  or  had  ever  elevated  his  views  to 
that  ideal  perfection,  which  every  genius,  born  to  excel,  is 
condemned  always  to  pursue,  and^  never  overtake.  In  the 
first  suggestions  of  his  imagination  he  acquiesced ;  -  he 
thought  them  good,  and  did  not  seek  for  better.  His 
works  may  be  read  a  long  time  without  the  occurrence  of 
a  single  line  that  stands  prominent  from  the  rest. 

The  poem  on  Creation  has,  however,  the  appearance  of 
more  circumspection;  it  wants  neither  harmony  of  num- 
bers, accuracy  of  thought,  nor  elegance  of  diction :  it  has 
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either  been  vritten  with  gremt  cigre,  or^  wlpt  cannot  be 
imagined  of  go  long  a  work,  with  snob  felicity  as  made 
care  less  necessary. 

Its  two  constituent  parts  are  ratiocination  and  descrip- 
tion. To  reason  in  verse,  is  allowed  to  be  diflScult ;  bnt 
Blaekmore  not  only  reasons  in  verse,  but  very  often  rea- 
sons poetically ;  and  finds  the  art  of  uniting  ornament  with 
strength,  and  ease  with  closeness*  This  is  a  skill  which 
Pope  m^ht  have  cond«k>ended  to  learn  from  him,  when 
he  needed  it  so  much  in  his  Moral  Essays* 

In  his  descriptions,  both  of  life  and  nature,  the  poet  and 
the  philosopher  happily  cooperate ;  truth  ib  recommended 
by  elegance,  and  elegance  sustained  by  truth. 

In  the  structure  and  order  of  the  poem,  not  only  the 
greater  parts  are  properly  consecutive,  but  the  didactick 
and  illustrative  paragraphs  are  so  happily  mingled,  that 
labour  is  relieved  by  pleasure,  and  the  attention  is  led  on, 
dnough  a  long  succession  of  varied  excellence,  to  the  ori- 
ginal position,  the  fundamental  principle  of  wisdom  and  of 
virtue. 

As  the  heroick  poems  of  Blaekmore  are  now  little  read, 
it  is  thought  proper  to^  insert,  as  a  specimen  from  Prince 
Arthur,  the  song  of  Mopas,  mentioned  by  Molineux. 

But  that  which  Arthur  with  most  pleasure  heard. 
Were  noble  strains,  by  Mopas  sung,  the  bard 
Who  to  his  harp  in  lofty  verse  b^gan^ 
And  through  the  secret  maae  of  nature  ran. 
He  the  great  spirit  sung,  that  all  things  fiU'd, 
That  the  tumultuous  waves  of  chaos  still'd : 
Whose  nod  dispos'd  the  jarring  seeds  to  peace. 
And  made  the  wars  of  hostile  atoms  cease. 
All  beings  we  in  fruitful  nature  find. 
Proceeded  from  the  great  eternal  mind ; 
Streams  of  lus  unexhausted  spring  of  power. 
And  cherish'd  with  his  influence,  endure. 
He  spread  the  pure  cerulean  fields  on  high. 
And  arch'd  the  chambers  of  the  vaulted  sky, 
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Which  fae,  to  snit  their  ^017  with  tiiebr  height, 

Adom'd  ^th  i^obes,  that  reel,  as  drunk  with  Ught. 

His  hand  directed  all  the  tuneful  spheres. 

He  tum'd  their  orhs,  and  polish'd  all  the  stars. 

He  fiU'd  the  sun's  vast  hunp  with  golden  light. 

And  bid  the  silver  moon  adorn  the  night. 

He  spread  the  airy  ocean  without  shores. 

Where  birds  are  Mrafted  with  their  feather'd  oars. 

Then  sung  the  bard  how  the  light  vapours  rise 

From  the  warm  earth,  and  cloud  the  smiling  skies : 

He  sung  how  some,  chill'd  in  their  airy  flight. 

Fall  scatter'd  down  in  pearly  dew  by  night  ; 

How  some,  fais'd  higher,  sit  in  secret  steams 

On  the  reflected  points  of  boundiag  beams. 

Till,  chill'd  with  cold,  they  shade  th'  ethereal  i^ia. 

Then  on  the  thirsty  earth  descend  in  rain ; 

How  some,  whose  parts  a  sligh)  omtexture  show. 

Sink  hovering  through  the  air,  in  fleecy  snow ; 

How  part  is  spun  in  silken  threads,  and  clings 

Entangled  in  the  grass  in  gluey  strings ; 

How  others  stamp  to  stones,  with  rushing  sound 

Fall  from  their  crystal  quarries  to  the  ground ; 

How  some  are  laid  in  trains,  that  kindled  fly 

In  harmless  fires  by  night,  about  the  sky ; 

How  some  in  winds  blow  with  impetuous  force. 

And  carry  ruin  where  they  bend  their  coarse. 

While  some  conspire  to  form  a  gentle  breeze. 

To  fan  the  air,  and  play  among  the  trees ; 

How  some,  enrag'd,  grow  turbulent  and  loud. 

Pent  in  the  bowels  of  a  frowning  cloud. 

That  cracks,  as  if  the  axis  of  the  world 

Was  broke,  and  heav'n's  bright  tow'rs  were  downwards 

hurl'd. 
He  sung  how  earth's  wide  ball,  at  Jove's  command. 
Did  in  the  midst  on  airy  columns  stand ; 
And  how  the  soul  of  plants,  in  prison  held. 
And  bound  with  sluggish  fetters,  lies  conceal'd. 
Till  with  the  spring's  warm  beams,  almost  releas'd 
From  the  dull  weight,  with  which  it  lay  opprest. 
Its  vigour  spreads,  and  makes  the  teeming  earth 
Heave  up»  and  labour  with  the  sprouting  birth : 
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The  active  spirit  freedom  seeks  in  vain. 
It  only  works  and  twists  a  stronger  chain ; 
Urging  its  prison's  sides  to  break  away. 
It  makes  that  wider,  where  'tis  forc'd  to  stay : 
Till,  having  fortn'd  ita  living  himse,  it  i^ears 
Its  head,  and  in  a  tender  plant  appears.- 
Hence  qprings  the  oak,  the  beauty  of  the  grove. 
Whose  stately  trunk  fierce  storms  can  scarcely  move. 
Hence  grows  the  cedar,  hence  the  swelling  vine 
Does  round  the  elm  its  purple  clusters  twine. 
Hence  painted  flowers  die  smiling  gardens  bless. 
Both  idth  their  fragrant  scent  and  gaudy  dress. 
Hence  the  white  lily  in  full  beauty  grows. 
Hence  the  blue  violet,  and  blushing  rose. 
He  sung  how  sunbeams  brood  upcm  the  eardi. 
And  in  the  g^Mie  hatch  such  a  nizm'rons  birth ; 
Which  way  the  genial  warmth  in  summer  storms 
Turns  putrid  vapours  to  a  bed  of  worms; 
How  rain,  transform'd  by  this  prolifick  power. 
Falls  fipom  the  douds  an  animated  showo*. 
He  sung  the  embryo's  growth  within  the  womb. 
And  how  the  parts  their  various  shapes  assume; 
With  what  rare  art  the  wondrous  strudore's  wrought. 
From  one  crude  mass  to  such  perfection  brought ; 
That  no  part  useless,  none  misplac'd  we  see. 
None  are  forgot,  and  more  would  monstrous  be. 


F  E  N  T  O  N. 

Thb  brevity  with  which  I  am  to  write  the  aoooqnt  of 
Elijah  Fentoo,  is  not  the  effect  of  indifference  or  negli- 
gence. I  have  sought  intelligence  among  his  relations  ia 
his  native  county,  but  have  not  obtained  it. 

He  was  born  near  Newcastle,  in  Staffordshire,  of  9S\  9Xh 
cient  family',  whose  estate  was  very  considerable;  but  be 
was  the  youngest  of  eleven  children,  and  being,  therefore, 
necessarily  destined  to  some  lucrative  employment,  was 
sent  first  to  school,  and  afterwards  to  Cambridge*,  but 
with  many  other  wise  and  virtuous  men,  who,  at  that  time 
of  disooTd  and  debate,  consulted  consoienoe,  whether  well 
or  ill  infomed,  more  than  interest,  he  doubted  the  legality 

f  He  was  bora  at  SheltoD,  near  Newcastle,  May  20,  1^3;  and  waa  Ike 
youngest  of  elev«n  ekildren  of  John  Fenton,  an  attomey-at-law»  and  ona  of  the 
coroners  of  the  county  of  StaiFord.  His  father  died  in  1604 ;  and  his  grave,  io 
the  church-yard  of  Stoke  upon  Trent,  is  distinguished  by  the  following  elegant 
Latin  inscription  from  the  pen  of  his  son ; 

H*  S«  £• 

JOHANNM  FkNTOK, 

de  Shelton 

8nti<itta  ttitpe  generosus : 

juxtt  reliqu(es  oonjugU 

CATBanxifA 

foRna,  moribui,  piatate, 

Optimo  viro  dignissiUMB : 

Qui 

intemerata  in  ecdeftiam  fide, 

et  virtutibus  intaminatts  enltait  $ 

necnon  ingenii  lepore 

bonis  artibus  ezpdiitii 

ac  animo  erga  omnes  benevolo, 

sibi  suisque  jucundus  vixit. 

Decern  annos  uzori  dilectSB  superites 

magnum  sui  desiderium  bonis 

omnibus  reliquit, 

...   S  salutis  humantt  1694». 
'''''^l         »tatissn»66. 

See  Gent.  Mag.  1791,  vol.  Ixi.  p.  703.    N, 

*  He  was  entered  of  Jesus  college,  and  took  a  bachelor's  degree  in  1704 :  but 

it  appears,  by  the  list  of  Cambridge  graduates,  that  he  removed,  in  1726,  to 

Trinity  hall.    N. 
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of  the  goTemmenty  and,  refaring  to  qualify  himself  for 
publick  employment  by  the  oaths  required,  left  the  uni- 
versity without  a  degree ;  but  I  never  heard  that  the  en- 
thusiaam  of  opposition  impelled  him  to  separation  from  the 
church.    . 

By  this  perverseness  of  integrity  he  was  driven  out  a 
commoner  of  nature,  excluded  from  the  regular  modes  of 
profit  and  prosperity,  and  reduced  to  pick  up  a  livelihood 
uncertain  and  fortuitous ;  but  it  must  be  remembered  that 
he  kept  his  name  unsullied,  and  never  suffered  himself  to 
be  reduced,  like  too  many  of  the  same  sect,  to  mean  arts 
and  didionourable  shifts.  Whoever  mentioned  Fenton, 
mentioned  him  with  honour. 

The  life  that  passes  ii|  penury  must  necessarily  pass  in 
obscurity.  It  is  impossible  to  trace  Fenton  from  year  to 
year,  or  to  discover  what  means  he  used  for  his  support 
He  was  awhile,  secretary  to  Charles,  earl  of  Orrery,  in 
Flanders,  and  tutor  to  his  young  son,  who  afterwards  men- 
tioned him  with  great  esteem'  and  tenderness.  He  was, 
at  one  time,  assistant  in  the  school  of  Mr.  Bonwicke,  in 
Surrey ;  and  at  another  kept  a  school  for  himself  at  Seven- 
oaks,  in  Kept,  which  he  brought  into  reputation ;  but  was 
persuaded  to  leave  it,  1710,  by  Mr.  St.  John,  with  pro« 
mises  of  a  more  honourable  employment. 

His  opinions,  as  he  was  a  nonjuror,  seem  not  to  have 
been  remarkably  rigid.  He  wrote  with  great  zeal  and  af- 
fection the  praises  of  queen  Anne,  and  very  willingly  and 
liberally  extolled  the  duke  of  Marlborough,  when  he  was, 
1707,  at  the  height  of  his  glory. 

He  expressed  still  more  attention  to  Marlborough  and 
his  family  by  an  eleg^ack  pastoral  on  the  marquis  of  Bland- 
ford,  which  could  be  prompted  only  by  respect  or  kind- 
ness; for  neither  the  duke  nor  dutchess  desired  the  praise, 
or  liked  the  cost  of  patronage. 

The  elegance  of  hb  poetry  entitled  him  to  the  company 
of  the  wits  of  his  time,  and  the  amiableness  of  his  manners 
made  him  loved  trherever  he  was  known.  Of  his  friend- 
ship to  Southern  and  Pope  there  are  lasting  monuments.. 
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He  pablisbed,  in  1707  %  a  collection  of  poems. 

By  Pope  be  was  once  placed  in  a  statioa  that  migbt  have 
been  of  great  advantage.  Craggs,  when  he  was  advanced 
to  be  secretary  of  state,  about  1790,  feeling  bis  own  want 
of  literature,  desired  Pope  to  procure  him  an  instrttcter, 
by  whose  belp  he  might  supply  tbo  deficiencies  of  his  edu- 
cation. Pope  recommended  Fenton,  in  whom  Craggs 
found  all  that  he  was  seeking.  There  was  now  tf  pro^ct 
of  ease  and  plenty,  for  Fenton  had  merit,  and  Craggs  had 
generosity ;  but  the  smallpox  suddenly  put  an  end  to  the 
pleasing  expectation* 

When  Pope,  after  the  great  success  of  his  Iliad,  un* 
dertook  the  Odyssey,  being,  as  it  seems,  weary  of  trans- 
lating, ho  determined  to  engage  auxiliaries.  Twelve 
books  he  took  to  himself,  and  twelve  he  distributed  be- 
tween Broome  and  Fenton :  ^  books  aUotted  to  Fenton 
were  the  first,  the  fourth,  the  nineteenth,  and  the  twen- 
tieth* It  is  observable,  that  he  did  not  take  the  eleventh, 
which  he  bad  before  translated  into  blank  verse ;  neidier 
did  Pope  claim  it,  but  committed  it  to  Broome.  How  the 
two  associates  performed  their  parts  is  well  known  to  the 
readers  of  poetry,  who  have  never  been  able  to  distinguish 
their  books  from  those  of  Pope. 

In  1723  was  performed  his  tragedy  of  Bfariamne ;  to 
which  Southern,  at  whose  bouse  it  was  written,  is  said  to 
have  contributed  such  bints  as  his  theatrical  experience 
supplied.  When  it  was  shown  to  Gibber,  it  was  rejected 
by  him,  with  the  additional  insolence  4)(  advising  Fenton 
to  engage  himself  in  some  employment  of  honest  labour, 
by  wbicb  he  might  obtain  that  support  which  he  could 
never  hope  firom  his  poetry.  The  play  was  acted  at  the 
other  theatre;  and  the  brutal  petulance  of  Gibber  was 
confuted,  though,  perhaps,  not  shame^,  by  general  ap^ 
plaose.  Fenton*s  profits  are  said  to  have  amounted  to 
near  a  thousand  pounds,  with  which  he  discharged  a  debt 
contracted  by  his  attendance  at  court. 

•  1717.    M, 
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Feoton  seems  to  Ifiive  had  some  peculiar  system  of  versi- 
fication* Mariamae  is  written  in  lines  of  ten  syllables, 
vith  few  of  those  redundant  terminations  which  the  drama 
not  only  admits,  but  requires,  as  more  nearly  approaching 
to  real  dialogue.  The  tenonr  of  his  Terse  is  so  uniform  that 
it  cannot  be  thought  casual ;  and  yet  upon  what  principle 
he  so  constructed  it,  is  difficult  to  discover* 

The  mention  of  his  play  brings  to  my  mind  a  very  tnffing 
ocoarrenoe.  Fenton  was  one  day  in  the  company  of 
Broome,  his  associate,  and  Ford,  a  clergyman  ^,  at  that 
time  too  well  known,  whose  abilities,  instead  of  furnishing 
convivial  merriment  to  the  voluptuous  and  dissolute,  might 
have  enabled  him  to  excel  among  the  virtuous  and  the 
wise.  They  determined  all  to  see  the  Merry  Wives  of 
Windsor,  which  was  acted  that  night ;  and  Fenton,  as  a 
dramatick  poet,  took  them  tp  the  stage-door ;  where  the 
door-keeper,  inquiring  who  they  were,  was  told  that  they 
were  tfeee  very  necessary  men.  Ford,  Broome,  and  Fen- 
ton. The  name  in  the  play,  which  Pope  restored  to 
Brook,  was  then  Broome. 

It  was,  periu^s,  after  his  play  that  he  undertook  to  re- 
vise  the  pmctuatieii  of  Milton's  poems,  which,  as  the  au- 
thor neither  wrote  the  (nigiaal  copy,  nor  corrected  the 
iwess,  was  supposed  capable  of  amendment  To  this  edi- 
tion he  prefixed  a  dxnrt  and  elegant  account  of  Milton's 
life,  written,  at  once,  with  tenderness  and  integrity. 

He  puUished,  likewise,  1729,  a  very  ^endid  edition  of 
Waller,  with  notes  often  us^ul,  often  entertaining,  but  too 
much  extended  by  long  quotations  firom  Clarendon.  JUus- 
trations  drawn  firom  a  book  so  easily  consulted,  should  be 
made  by  reference  rather  than  transcription. 

The  latter  part  of  his  life  was  cahn  and  pleasant.  The 
relict  of  sir  William  Trumbull  invited  him,  by  Pope's  re- 
conunendation,  to  educate  her  son;  whom  he  first  in- 
structed at  home,  and  then  attended  to  Cambridge.    The 

^  Ford  was  Johnion's  relation,  hU  mother's  nephew,  and  is  said  to  have  been 
the  onginal  of  the  panon  in  Hogmrth's  Modern  Midnight  Converiatiim.  See 
BetweU,  i.  and  iii.    £t>. 
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lady  afterwards  detained  him  with  heir  as  the  auditor  of 
her  accounts.  He  often  wandered  to  London » and  amused 
himself  with  the  conversation  of  his  friends. 

He  died ""  in  17S0»  at  Easthampstead,  in  Berkshire,  the 
seat  of  lady  Trumbal ;  and  Pope,  who  had  been  always  his 
friend,  honoured  him  with  an  epitaph,  of  which  he  bor- 
rowed the  two  first  lines  firom  Crashaw. 

Fenton  was  tall  and  bulky,  inclined  to  corpulence,  which 
he  did  not  lessen  by  much  exercise ;  for  he  was  very  slug- 
gish and  sedentary,  rose  late,  and  when  he  had  risen,  sat 
down  to  his  books  or  papers.  A  woman  that  once  waited 
on  him  in  a  lodging,  told  him,  as  she  said,  that  he  would 
**  lie  a-bed,  and  be  fed  with  a  spoon."  This,  however, 
was  not  the  worst  that  might  have  been  prognosticated ; 
for  Pope  says,  in  his  letters,  that  **  he  died  of  indolence;'' 
but  his  immediate  distemper  was  the  gout. 

Of  his  morals  and  his  conversiation  the  account  id  uni- 
form :  he  was  never  named  but  with  praise  and  fondness« 
as  a  man  in  the  highest  degree  amiable  and  excellent. 
Such  was  the  character  given  him  by  the  earl  of  Otrerj^ 
his  pupil;,  such  is  the  testiniony  of  Pope  ^;  and  such  were 
the  suflrages  of  all  who  could  boast  of  his  acquaintance. 

By  a  former  writer  of  his  life*,  a  story  is  told,  which 
ought  not  to  be  forgotten.  He  used,  in  the  latter  part  of 
his  time,  to  pay  his  relations  in  the  country  a  yearly  visit 
At  an  entertainment  made  for  the  family  by  his  elder  bro^ 
ther,  he  observed,  that  one  of  his  sisters,  who  had  married 
unfortunately,  was  absent,  and  found,  upon  inquiry,  that 
distress  had  made  her  thought  unworthy  of  invitation.  As 
she  was  at  no  great  distance,  he  refused  to  sit  at  the  table 
till  she  was  called,  and,  when  she  had  taken  her  place,  was 
careful  to  show  her  particular  attention. 

His  collection  of  poems  is  now  to  be  considered.  The 
ode  to  the  Sun  is  written  upon  a  conunon  plan,  without 
uncommon  sentiments ;  but  its  greatest  fault  is  its  length. 

e  July  16.  «i  Spence. 

•  Shiels,  Dr.  Johnion's  amanueniit,  who  nyt,  in  Gibber's  lives  of  the  Poets, 
that  he  received  this  sneedote  from  a  gentlemftn  resident  in  Staiibidshire.    M. 
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No  poem  should  be  long  of  which  the  purpose  b  only  to 
strike  the  fancy,  without  enlightening  the  understanding 
by  precept,  ratiocination^  or*  narrative.  A  blaze  first 
pleases,  and  then  tires  the  sight. 

Of  Fiorelio  it  is  sufficient  to  say,  that  it  is  an  occasional 
pastoral,  which  implies  something  neither  natural  nor  arti- 
ficial, neither  comick  nor  serious. 

The  next  ode  is  irregular,  and,  therefore,  defective.  As 
the  sentiments  are  pious,  they  cannot  easily  be  new ;  for 
what  can  be  added  to  topicks  on  which  successive  ages 
have  been  employed ! 

Of  the  Paraphrase  on  Isaiah  nothing  very  favourable 
can  be  said.  Sublime  and  solemn  prose  gains  little  by  a 
change  to  blank  verse ;  qpd  the  paraphrast  has  deserted 
his  original,  by  admitttng  images  not  Asiatick,  at  least  not 

Jndaical: 

Betaming  pe«>e, 
Dove-ey'd,  and  rob'd  in  white. 

Of  his  petty  poems,  some  are  very  trifling,  without  any 
thing  to  be  praised,  either  in  the  ihou^t  or  expression. 
He  is  uidudiy  in  his  competitions ;  he  tells  the  same  idle 
tale  with  Gongreve,  and  does  not  tell  it  so  well.  He 
translates  from  Ovid  the  same  epistle  as  Pope ;  but,  I  am 
afraid,  not  with  equal  happiness. 

'To  examine  his  perfcHmmnces,  one  by  one,  would  be 
tedious.  His  translation  from  Homer  into  blank  verse 
will  find  few  readers,  while  another  can  be  had  in  rhyme. 
The  piece  addressed  to  Lambarde  is  no  disagreeable  spe- 
cimen of  epistolary  poetry ;  and  his  ode  to  the  lord  Gower 
was  pronounced,  by  Pope,  the  next  ode  in  the  English 
language  to  Dryden's  Cecilia. .  Fenton  mny  be  justly 
styled  an  excellent  versifier  and  a  good  poet. 
>  Whatever  I  have  said  of  Fenton  is  confirmed  by  Pope 
in  a  letter,  by  which  he  communicated  to  Broome  an  ac- 
count of  Ids  death : 
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TO 

The  Bev^  Mr.  BROOME, 

At  PULHAM,  near  HARLdBSTONB 

Nor 
[By  Bbcglbs  Bag.]         Suppolkb 

jysiR, 

I  intended  to  write  to  yon  on  this  meliHichoIy  subject^ 
the  death  of  Mr.  Fenton,  before  y"  came ;  but  •tay'd  to 
have  inform'd  myself  &  you  of  y^  ^nrcumstances  of  it. 
All  I  hear  is,  that  he  felt  a  Gradual  Decay,  tho'  ao  early 
in  Life,  &  was  declining  for  5  or  6  mondis.  It  was  not, 
as  I  apprehended,  the  Goat  in  Jiis  Stomach,  but  I  belieye 
rather  a  Complication  first  of  Gross  Humours,  as  he  was 
naturally  corpulent,  not  discharging  themselves,  as  he  used 
no  sort  of  Exercise..  No  man  better  bore  y*  approaches 
of  his  Dissolution  (as  I  am  told)  or  with  less  ostentation 
yielded  up  his  Being,  l^e  great  modesty  w^  you  know 
was  natural  to  him,  and  y*  great  Contempt  he  had  for  all 
Sorts  of  Vanity  and  Parade,  never  appeared  more  than  in 
his  last  moments:  He  had  a  ooascious  Satisfaction  (no 
doubt)  in  acting  right,  in  feeling  himself  honest,  true,  8t 
unpretending  to  more  than  was  has  own.  So  be  dyed,  as 
he  Kved,  with  that  secret,  yet  suiicieot,  Contentment 

As  to  any  Papers  left  behind  him,  I  dare  say  they  can 
be  but  few ;  for  this  reason :  He  never  wrote  out  of  Vanity, 
or  thought  much  of  the  Applause  of  Men.  I  know  an 
Instance  where  he  did  his  utmost  to  conceal  Us  own  merit 
that  way ;  and  if  we  join  to  this  his  natural  Love  of  Ease, 
I  fancy  we  SMMt  expect  little  of  this  sort :  at  least  I  hear  of 
none  except  «ome  few  further  remarks  on  Waller  (w^'  liia 
cautious  integrity  mude  him  leave  an  order  to  be  given  to 
Mr.  Tonson)  and  perhaps,  tho'  'tis  many  yean  since  I  saw 
it,  a  Translation  of  y*  first  Book  of  Oppian.  He  had  begun 
a  Tragedy  of  Dion,  but  made  small  progress  in  it. 

As  to  his  other  affairs,  he  died  poor,  but  honest,  leaving 
no  Debts,  or  Legacies ;  except  of  a  few  p^  to  Mr.  Trum- 
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ball  and  my  Lady»  in  token  of  respect.  Grateful  ness,  and 
mntaal  Esteem. 

I  shall  wifli  pleasure  take  upon  me  to  draw  this  amiable, 
quiet,  deserving,  unpretending,  Christian  and  Philosophical 
diaiaeter,  in  his  Epitaph.  There  Truth  may  be  spoken  in 
a  few  words :  as  for  Flourish,  &  Oratory,  &  Poetry,  I  leave 
Hiem  to  younger  and  more  lively  Writers,  such  as  love 
writing  for  writing  sake,  &  w^  rather  show  flieir  own  Fine 
Parts,  y**  Report  the  valuable  ones  of  any  other  man.  So 
the  Elegy  I  renounce. 

I  condole  with  you  from  my  heart,  on  the  loss  of  so 
worthy  a  man,  and  a  Friend  to  us  both.  Now  he  is  gone, 
I  must  tell  you  he  has  done  you  many  a  good  office,  and 
set  your  character  in  y*  fairest  lij^t,'to  some  who  either 
mistook  you,  or  knew  you  not.  I  doubt  not  he  has  done 
the  same  for  me. 

Adieu :  Let  us  love  his  Memory,  and  profit  by  his  ex- 
ample.    I  am  very  sincerely 

D'SiR, 

Your  affectionate 

8c  real  Servant, 

A.  POPK. 
Aug.  39k  1730. 
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an  end  to  her  favonni,  Mid  he  had  dedicated  his  Sheplierd's 
Week  to  Bolingbroke,  vhich  Swift  considered  as  the  crime 
that  obstructed  all  kindness  from  the  house  of  Hanover. 

He  did  not,  however,  omit  to  improve  the  right  which 
his  office  hlEid  given  him  to  the  notice  of  the  jroyal  family* 
On  the  arrival  of  the  princess  of  Wales,  he  wrote  a  poem, 
and  obtained  so  much  favour,  that  both  th»  prince  and  prinr 
cess  went  to  see  his  What  d'ye  call  it,  a  kind  of  mock 
tragedy,  in  which  the  images  were  comick,  and  the  action 
grave ;  so  that,  as  Pope  relates,  Mr.  Cromwell,  nf ho  eonU 
not  hear  what  was  said,  was  at  a  loss  how  to  reconcile  the 
langhter  of  the  aadience  with  the  solemnity  of  the  scene. 

Of  this  performance  the  value  certainly  is  but  little ;  but 
it  was  one  of  the  lucky  trifles  that  give  pleasure  by  no* 
velty,  and  was  so  much  favoured  by  the  audience,  that 
envy  appeared  against  it  in  the  form  of  criticism ;  and 
Griffin,  a  player,  in  conjunction  with  Mr.  Theobald,  a  man 
afterwards  more  remarkable,  produced  a  pamphlet,  called 
the  Key  to  the  What  d'ye  call  it ;  which,  says  Gay,  **  calls 
me  a  blockhead,  and  Mr.  Pope  a  knave." 

But  fortune  has  always  been  inconstant.  Not  long 
afterwards,  1717,  he  endeavoured  to  entertain  the  town 
with  Three  Hours  after  Marriage ;  a  comedy  written,  as 
there  is  sufficient  reason  for  believing,  by  the  joint  assist- 
ance of  Pope  and  Arbuthnot.  One  purpose  of  it  was  to 
bring  into  contempt  Dr.  Woodward,  the  fossilist,  a  man 
not  really  or  justly  contemptible.  It  had  the  fate  which 
such  outrages  deserve:  the  scene  in  which  Woodward 
was  directly  and  apparently  ridiculed,  by  the  introduction 
of  a  mummy  and  a  crocodile,  disgusted  the  audience,  aad 
the  performance  was  driven  off  the  stage  with  general  con- 
demnation. 

Gay  is  represented  as  a  man  easily  incited  to  hope,  and 
deeply  depressed  when  his  hopes  were  disappointed. 
This  is  not  the  character  of  a  hero ;  but  it  may  naturally 
imply  something  more  generally  welcome,  a  soft  and  civil 
companion.  Whoever  is  apt  to  hope  good  from  others  is 
diligent  to  please  them :  but  he  that  believes  his  powers 
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strong  enough  to  force  their •6wn  way,  commonly  tries  only 
to  please  himself. 

He  had  been  simple  enough  to  imagine  thilt  those  who 
langiied  at  the  What  d'ye  call  it,  would  raise  the  fortune  of 
its  author;  and,  finding  nothing  done,  sunk  into  dejectiont 
His  friends  endeavoured  to  divert  hiin.  The  earl  of  Bur- 
lington sent  him,  17lff»  into  Devonshire ;  the  year  aftevi 
Mn  Pulteney  tock  him  to  Aix- ;  and,  in  the  following  year, 
lord  Harcourt  invited  him  to  his  seat,  where,  during  his 
visit,  the  two  rural  lovers  were  killed  with  lightning,  as  is 
portionhiriy  told  in  Pope's  letters. 

Being  now  generally  known,  he  published,  1720,  his 
poems,  by  subseription,  with  'such  success,  that  he  raised  a 
thousand  pounds ;  and  called  his  friends  to  a  consultation; 
what  use  might  be  best  made  of  it.  Lewis,  the  steward  of 
lord  Oxford,  advised  him  to  intrust  it  to  the  funds,  and 
live  upon  the  interest;  Arbuthnot  bade  him  intrust  it  to 
providence,  and  live  upon  the  principal;  Pope  directed 
him,  and  was  seconded  by  Swift,  to  purchase  an  annuity. 

Gay,  in  that  disastrous  y6lar^  had  a  present  from  youn^ 
Craggs  of  some  south-sea  stock,  and  once  supposed  him- 
self to  be  master  of  twenty  thousand  pounds.  His  friends 
persuaded  him  to  sell  his  share ;  but  he  dreamed  of  dignity 
and  splendour,  and  could  not  bear  to  obstruct  his  own  for- 
tune. He  was  then  importuned  to  sell  as  much  as  would 
purefaase  a  hundred  a  year  for  life,  ^'whicb^^  says  Penton; 
'*  will  make  you  sore  of  a  clean  shirt  and  a  shoulder  of  mqt- 
ton  every  day."  This  counsel  was  rejected :  the  profit  and 
principal  were  lost,  and  Gay  sunk  under  the  calamity  sO 
low  that  his  life  became  in  danger. 

By  the  care  of  his  friends,  among  whom  Pope  appears 
to  have  shown  particular  tenderness,  his  health  was  re- 
stored ;  and,  returning  to  his  studies,  he  wrote  a  tragedy, 
called  the  Captives,  which  he  was  invited  to  read  before 
the  princess  of  Wales.  When  the  hour  came,  he  saw  the 
princess  and  her  ladies  all  in  expectation,  and  advancing 

^  Spence. 

VOL.  VIII.  p 
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reverence,  too  -great  for  any  other  attention,  stombled 
at  a  stool,  and  falling  forward  threw  down  a  weighty 
japan  screen.  The  princess  started,  the  ladies  screamed, 
and  poor  Gay,  after  all  the  distarbance,  was  still  to  read 
his  play*. 

.  The  fate  of  the  Captives,  which  was  acted  at  Dmry* 
lane  in  1723-4,  I  know  not^;  but  he  now  thought  himself 
in  favour,  and  undertook,  1726,  to  write  a  volume  of  fables 
for  the  improvement  of  the  young  duke  of  Cumberland. 
For. this  he  is  said  to  have  been  promised  a  reward,  which 
he  had,  doubtless,  magnified  with  all  the  wild  expectations 
of  indigence  and  vanity. 

Next  year  the  prince  and  princess  became  king  and 
queen,  and  Gay  was  to  be  great  and  happy ;  but,  upon  the 
settlement  of  the  household,  he  found  himself  appointed 
gentleman  usher  to  the  princess  Louisa.  By  this  oflTer  he 
thought  himself  insulted,  and  sent  a  message  to  the  queen, 
that  he  was  too  old  for  the  place.  There  seem  to  have 
been  many  machinaticms  employed  afterwards  in  his  fa- 
vour ;  and  diligent  court  was  paid  to  Mrs.  Howard,  after- 
wards countess  of  Suffolk,  who  was  much  beloved  by  Ae 
king  and  queen,  to  engage  her  interest  for  his  promotion; 
but  solicitations,  verses,  and  flatteries,  were  thrown  away; 
the  lady  heard  them,  and  did  nothing. 

All  die  pain  which  he  suffered  from  the  neglect,  or,  as 
he,  perhaps,  termed  it,  the  ingpratitude  of  the  court,  may  be 
supposed  to  have  been  driven  away  by  the  unexampled 
success  of  the  Beggars'  Opera.  This  play,  written  in  ridi- 
cule of  the  musical  Italian  drama,  was  first  offered  to  Cib- 
ber  and  his  brethren  at  DruryJane,  and  rejected ;  it  being 
then  carried  to  Bich,  had  the  effect,  as  was  ludicrously 
said,  of  making  Gay  rich,  and  Rich  gay. 

Of  this  lucky  piece,  as  the  reader  cannot  but  wish  to 

f  This  mishap  of  Gay's  is  said  to  have  suggested  the  story  of  the  scholar's 
liashfalness  in  the  157th  Rambler ;  and  to  similar  stories  in  the  Adventurer  and 
Repton's  Variety.    Ed. 

^  It  was  acted  seven  nighu.  The  author's  third  night  was  by  command  of 
their  royal  highnesses.    R. 


GAY,  67 

know  Ae  original  and  progress;  I  have  inserted  &e  rela- 
tion which  Spence  has  given  in  Pope'6  words* 

"  Dr.  Swift  had  been  obsenring  once  to  Mr.  Gay,  what 
an  odd  pretty  sort  of  a  thing  a  Newgate  pastoral  taiight 
make.  Gay  was  inclined  to  try  at  such  a  thing,  for  some 
time ;  bat  afterwards  thought  it  would  foe  better  to  write  a 
comedy  on  the  same  plan.  This  was  what  gave  rise  to  the 
Beggars'  Opera.  He  began  on  it;  and  when  first  he 
mentioned  it  to  Swift,  the  doctor  did  not  much  like  the 
project.  As  he  carried  it  ou,  he  showed  what  he  wrote  to 
both  of  us,  and  we  now  and  then  gave  a  correction,  or  a 
word  or  two  of  advice ;  but  it  was  wholly  of  his  own  writing. 
When  it  was  done,  neither  of  us  thought  it  would  suc- 
oeed.  We  showed  it  to  Congreve;  who,  after  reading  it 
••ver,  said,  it  would  either  take  g^reatly,  or  be  damned  con- 
fiBOfidedly.  We  were  all,  at  the  first  night  of  it,  in  great  un- 
4sertatnty  of  the  event ;  till  we  were  very  much  encouraged 
by  overhearing  the  duke  of  Argyle,  who  sat  in  the  next 
box  to  us,  say,  *  It  will  do — ^it  must  do !  I  see  it  in  the 
eyes  of  them.'  This  was  a  good  while  before  the  first  act 
WAS  over,  and  so  gave  us  ease  soon ;  for  that  duke,  besides 
ku  own  good  taste,  has  a  particular  knack,  as  any  one 
BOW  living,  in  discovering  the  taste  of  the  publick.  He 
was  quite  right  in  this»  as  usual ;  the  good-nature  of  the  au- 
dienoe  appeared  stronger  and  stronger  every  act)  and  ended 
in  a  clamour  of  applause." 

Its  reception  is  thus  rec<Mrded  in  the  notes  to  the  Dun- 
ciad. 

**  This  piece  was  received  with  greater  applause  than 
was  ever  known.  Besides  being  acted  in  London  sixty- 
three  days,  without  iuterruption,  and  renewed  the  next 
season  with  equal  applause,  it  spread  into  all  the  great 
towns  of  England ;  was  played  in  many  places  to  the  thir- 
tieth and  fortieth  time ;  at  Bath  and  Bristol  fifty,  &c.  It 
made  its  progpress  into  Wales,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  where 
it  was  performed  twenty-four  days  successively.  The  ladies 
carried  about  with  them  the  favourite  songs  of  it  in  fans, 

t2 
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and  houses  were  furnished  with  it  in  screens.  The  fame 
of  it  was  not  confined  to  the  author  only.  The  person  who 
acted  Polly,  till  then  obscure,  became,  all  at  once,  the  fa- 
vourite of  the  town ;  her  pictures  were  engraved,  and  sold 
in  great  numbers ;  her  life  written,  books  of  letters  and 
verses  to  her  published,  and  pamphlets  made  even  of  her 
sayings  and  jests.  Furthermore,  it  drove  out  of  Enghiiid» 
for  that  season,  the  Italian  opera,  which  had  carried  all 
before  it  for  ten  years." 

Of  this  performance,  when  it  was  printed,  the  reception 
was  different,  according  to  the  different  opinion  of  its  read- 
ers. Swift  commended  it  for  the  excellence  of  its  mo- 
rality, as  a  piece  that  "  placed  all  kinds  of  vice  in  the 
strongest  and  most  odious  light  ;*'  but  others,  and  among 
them  Dr.  Herring,  afterwards  archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
censured  it,  as  giving  encouragement  not  only  to  vice,  but 
to  crimes,  by  making  a  highwayman  the  hero,  and  dis- 
missing him,  at  last,  unpunished.  Tt  has  been  even  said, 
that,  after  the  exhibition  of  the  Beggars'  Opera,  the  gangs 
of  robbers  were  etidently  multiplied. 

Both  these  decisions  are  surely  exaggeratedi  The  play, 
like  many  others,  was  plainly  written  only  to  divert,  with- 
out any  moral  purpose,  and  is,  therefore,  not  likely  to  do 
good ;  nor  can  it  be  conceived,  without  more  speculation 
than  life  requires  or  admits,  to  be  productive  of  much 
evil.  Highwaymen  and  housebreakers  seldom  frequent 
the  playhouse,  or  mingle  in  any  elegant  diversion ;  nor  is 
it  possible  for  any  one  to  imagine  that  he  may  rob  with 
safety,  because  he  sees  Macheath  reprieved  upon  the 
stage. 

This  objection,  however,  or  some  other,  rather  political 
than  moral,  obtained  such  prevalence,  that  when  Gay  pro- 
duced a  second  part,  under  the  name  of  Polly,  it  was  pro- 
hibited by  the  lord  chamberlain ;  and  he  was  forced  to  re- 
compense his  repulse  by  a  subscription,  which  is  said  to 
have  been  so  liberally  bestowed,  that  what  he  called  op- 
pression ended  in  profit.    The  publication  was  so  much 
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faTOored,  that  though  tke  first  part  gained  him  four  hon- 
dfed  pounds,  near  thrice  as  mnch  was  the  profit  of  the 
second'. 

He  received  yet  another  recompense  for  this  supposed 
bflidsfaip  in  the  aflectionate  attention  of  the  duke  and 
dntchess  of  Qneensberry,  into  whose  house  he  was  taken, 
and  with  whom  he  passed  the  remaining  part  of  his  life. 
The  doke,  considering  bis  want  of  economy,  undertook 
the  management  of  his  money,  and  gave  it  to  him  as  he 
wanted  it^  But  it  is  supposed  that  the  discountenance  of 
the  court  sunk  deep  into  his  heart,  and  gave  him  more 
discontent  than  the  applauses  or  tenderness  of  his  friends 
could  overpower.  He  soon  fell  into  his  old  distemper, 
an  habitual  colick,  and  languished,  though  with  many  in- 
tervals of  ease  and  cheerfulness,  till  a  violent  fit,  at  last, 
seized  lum,  and  hurried  him  to  the  grave,  as  Arbuthnot  re- 
ported, with  more  precipitance  than  he  had  ever  known. 
He  died  on  the  fourth  of  December,  1732,  and  was  buried 
in  Westminster  Abbey.  The  letter,  which  brought  an  ac* 
count  of  his  death  to  Swift,  was  laid  by,  for  some  days, 
unopened,  because,  wben  he  received  it,  he  was  impressed 
with  the  preconception  of  some  misfortune. 

After  his  death,  was  published  a  second  volume  of  fables, 
more  political  than  the  fornler.  His  opera  of  Achilles  was 
acted,  and  the  profits  were  given  to  two  widow  sisters, 
wlm  inherited  what  he  left,  as  his  lawful  heirs ;  for  he  died ' 
without  a  will,  though  be  had  gathered  three  thousand 
pounds ^  There  have  appeared,  likewise,  under  his  name, 
a  €»>medy,  called  the  Distrest  Wife,  and  the  Rehearsal  at 
Grotham,  a  piece  of  humour. 

The  character  given  him  by  Pope  is  this,  that  "  he  was 
a  natural  man,  without  design,  who  spoke  what  he  thought, 
and  just  as  he  thought  it ;"  and  that  **  he  was  of  a  timid 
temper,  and  fearful  of  giving  offence  to  the  great;" 
"  which  caution,  however,"  says  Pope,  "  was  of  no  avail"'." 

As  a  poet,  he  cannot  be  rated  very  high.     He  was,  as  I 

>  Spcnce.  k  Ibid.  >  Ibid.  »  Ibid. 
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once  heard  a  female  critick  remark,  "  df  a  lower  order.** 
He  had  not  in  any  great  degree  the  **  mens  divinior/'  the 
dignity  of  genius.  Much,  however,  must  be  allowed  to 
the  author  of  a  new  species  of  composition,  though  it  be 
not  of  the  highest  kind.  We  owe  to  Gay  the  ballad  opera; 
a  mode  of  comedy  which,  at  first,  was  supposed  to  delight 
only  by  its  novelty,  but  has  now,  by  the  experience  of  half 
a  century,  been  found  so  well  accommodated  to  the  dispo-' 
sition  of  a  popular  audience,  that  it  is  likely  to  keep  long 
possession  of  the  stage.  Whether  this  new  drama  was  the 
product  of  judgment  or  of  luck,  the  praise  of  it  must  be 
given  to  the  inventor ;  and  there  are  many  writers  read 
with  more  reverence,  to  whom  such  merit  of  originality 
cannot  be  attributed. 

His  first  performance,  the  Rural  Sports,  is  such  as  was 
easily  planned  and  executed ;  it  is  never  contemptible,  nor 
ever  excellent.  The  Fan  is  one  of  those  mythological 
fictions  which  antiquity  delivers  ready  to  the  hand,  but 
which,  like  other  things  that  lie  open  to  every  one's  use, 
are  of  little  value.  The  attention  naturally  retires  from  a 
new  tale  of  Venus,  Diana,  and  Minerva. 

His  fables  seem  to  have  been  a  favourite  work;  for, 
having  published  one  volume,  he  left  another  behind  him. 
Of  this  kind  of  fables,  the  authors  do  not  appear  to  have 
formed  any  distinct  or  settled  notion.  Phaedrus  evidently 
confounds  them  with  tales ;  and  Gay,  both  with  tales  and 
allegorical  prosopopoeias.  A  fable,  or  apologue,  snch  as 
is  now  under  consideration,  seems  to  be,  in  its  genuine 
state,  a  narrative  in  which  beings  irrational,  and,  some- 
times, inanimate,  "  arbores  loquuntur,  non  tantum  feras," 
are,  for  the  purpose  of  moral  instruction,  feigned  to  act 
and  speak  with  human  interests  and  passions.  To  this 
description  the  compositions  of  Gay  do  not  always  con- 
form. For  a  fable,  he  gives,  now  and  then,  a  tale,  or  an 
abstracted  allegory ;  and,  from  some,  by  whatever  name 
they  may  be  called,  it  will  be  difficult  to  extract  any  moral 
principle.  They  are,  however,  told  with  liveliness ;  the 
versification  is  smooth ;  and  the  diction,  though,  now  and 
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then,  n  little  coastraiiied  by  the  measure  or  the  rhyme,  is 
generally  happy. 

To  Trivia  may  be  allowed  all  that  it  claims;  it  is 
sprightly,  various,  and  pleasant.  The  subject  is  of  that 
kind  which  Gay  was,  by  nature,  qualified  to  adorn ;  yet 
some  of  his  decorations  may  be  juslly  wished  away.  An 
honest  blacksmith  might  have  done  for  Patty  what  is  per- 
formed by  Vulcan.  The  appearance  of  Cloaciua  is  nau- 
seous and  superfluous;  a  shoeboy  could  have  been  pro- 
duced by  the  casual  cohabitation  of  mere  mortals.  Ho- 
race's rule  is  broken  in  both  cases ;  there  is  no  "  dignus 
vindice  nodus,"  no  diflSculty  that  required  any  supernatural 
interposition.  A  patten  may  be  made  by  the  hammer  of  a 
mortal ;  and  a  bastard  may  be  dropped  by  a  human  strum- 
pet. On  great  occasions,  and  on  small,  the  mind  is  re- 
pelled by  useless  and  apparent  falsehood. 

Of  his  little  poems  the  publick  judgment  seems  to  be 
right;  they  are  neither  much  esteemed,  nor  totally  de- 
spised. The  story  of  the  Apparition  is  borrowed  from  one 
of  the  tales  of  Poggio.  Those  that  please  least  are  the 
pieces  to  which  Gulliver  gave  occasion ;  for  who  can  much 
delight  in  the  echo  of  an  unnatural  fiction  ? 

Dioue  is  a  counterpart  to  Aminta,  and  Pastor  Fido, 
and  other  trifles  of  the  same  kind,  easily  imitated,  and 
unworthy  of  imitation.  What  the  Italians  call  comedies, 
from  a  happy  conclusion.  Gay  calls  a  tragedy,  from  a 
mournful  event ;  but  the  style  of  the  Italians  and  of  Gay 
is  equally  tragical.  There  is  something  in  the  poetical 
Arcadia  so  remote  from  known  reality  and  speculative 
possibility,  that  we  can  never  support  its  representation 
through  a  long  work.  A  pastoral  of  a  hundred  lines  may 
be  endured ;  but  who  will  hear  of  sheep  and  goats,  and 
myrtle  bowers,  and  purling  rivulets,  through  five  acts? 
Such  scenes  please  barbarians  in  the  dawn  of  literature, 
and  children  in  the  dawn  of  life ;  but  will  be,  for  the  most 
part,  thrown  away,  as  men  grow  wise,  and  nations  grow 
learned. 


GRANVILLE. 

Of  George  Granville,  or,  as  others  write,  Greenville,  or 
Grenville,  afterwards  lord  Lansdowne,  of  Bideford,  in  the 
county  of  Devon,  less  is  known  than  his  name  and  high 
rank  might  ^ve  reason  to  expect.  He  was  born  about 
1667,  the  son  of  Bernard  Greenville,  who  was  entrusted, 
by  Monk,  with  the  most  private  transactions  of  the  re- 
storation, and  the  grandson  of  sir  Bevil  Greenville,  who 
died,  in  the  king*s  cause,  at  the  battle  of  Lansdowne. 

His  early  education  was  superintended  by  sir  William 
Ellis ;  and  his  progress  was  such,  that,  before  the  age  of 
twelve,  he  was  sent  to  Cambridge  °,  where  he  pronounced 
a  copy  of  his  own  verses  to  the  princess  Mary  d'Este,  of 
M odona,  then  dutchess  of  York,  when  she  visited  the  uni- 
versity. 

At  the  accession  of  king  James,  being  now  at  eighteen, 
he  again  exerted  his  poetical  powers,  and  addressed  the 
new  monarch  in  three  short  pieces,  of  which  the  first  is 
profane,  and  the  two  others  such  as  a  boy  might  be  ex- 
pected to  produce ;  but  he  was  commended  by  old  Waller, 
who,  perhaps,  was  pleased  to  find  himself  imitated,  in  six 
lines,  which  though  they  begin  with  nonsense  and  end  with 
dulness,  excited  in  the  young  author  a  rapture  of  acknow- 
ledgment. 

In  numbers  such  as  Waller's  self  might  use. 

It  was  probably  about  this  time  that  he  wrote  the  poem 
to  the  earl  of  Peterborough,  upon  his  accomplishment  of 
the  duke  of  York's  marriage  with  the  princess  of  Hodena, 
whose  charms  appear  to  have  g^ned  a  strong  prevalence 

"  To  Trioity  ooUege.  By  the  university  register  it  appears,  that  he  was  ad- 
mitted to  his  master's  degree  in  1679 ;  we  must,  therefore,  set  the  year  of  his 
hirth  some  years  back.    H. 
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over  Ids  imagihatioD,  and  upon  whom  nothing  ever  has 
been  charged  but  imprudent  piety,  an  intemperate  and 
misguided  zeal  for  the  propagation  of  popery. 

However  faithful  Oranville  might  have  been  to  the  king, 
or  however  enamoured  of  the  queen,  he  has  left  no  reason 
for  supposing  that  he  approved  either  the  artifices  or  the 
violence  with  which  the  king's  religion  was  insinuated  or 
obtruded.  He  endeavoured  to  be  true,  at  once,  to  the  king 
and  to  the  church. 

Of  this  regulated  loyalty  he  has  transmitted  to  posterity 
a  fufficient  proof,  in  the  letter  which  he  wrote  to  his  father, 
about  a  month  before  the  prince  of  Orange  landed. 

"  Mar,  near  Doncuter,  Oct.  6,  1688. 

''  To  the  honourable  Mr.  Barnard  Granville,  at  the  earl  of 

Bathe's,  St.  James's. 
"  Sir, 

"  Your  havii^  no  prospect  of  obtaining  a  commission  for 
me,  can  no  way  alter  or  cool  my  d^re  at  this  important 
juncture  to  venture  my  life,  in  some  manner  or  other,  for 
my  king  and  my  country. 

*'  I  cannot  bear  living  under  the  reproach  of  lying  ob- 
scure and  idle  in  a  country  retir^aent,  when  every  man 
who  has  the  least  sense  of  honour  should  be  preparing  for 
the  field. 

"  You  may  remember,  sir,  with  what  reluctance  I  sub- 
mitted to  your  commands  upon  Monmouth's  rebellion, 
when  no  importunity  could  prevail  with  you  to  permit  me 
to  leave  the  academy :  I  was  too  young  to  be  hazarded ; 
but,  give  me  leaye  to  say,  it  is  glorious  at  any  age  to  die 
for  one's  country ;  and  the  sooner,  the  nobler  the  sacrifice. 

"  I  am  now  older  by  three  years.  My  uncle  Bathe  was 
not  so  old  when  he  was  left  among  the  slain  at  the  battle 
of  Newbury ;  nor  you  yourself,  sir,  when  you  made  your 
escape  from  your  tutors,  to  join  your  brother  at  the  de- 
fiBnc0  of  Scilfy. 

"  The  some  cause  is  now  come  round  about  again.  The 
king  has  been  misled ;  let  those  who  have  misled  him  be 
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answerable  for  it.  Nobody  can  deny  but  he  is  sacred  in 
his  own  person ;  and  it  is  every  honest  man's  duty  to  de- 
fend it. 

*'  Yon  are  pleased  to  say,  it  is  yet  doubtful  if  the  Hol- 
landers are  rash  enough  to  make  such  an  attempt ;  but,  be 
that  as  it  will,  I  beg  leave  to  insist  upon  it,  that  I  may  be 
presented  to  his  majesty,  as  one  whose  utmost  ambition  it 
is  to  devote  his  life  to  his  service,  and  my  country's,  after 
the  example  of  all  my  ancestors. 

"  The  gentry  assembled  at  York,  to  agree  upon  the  choice 
of  representatives  for  the  county,  have  prepared  an  ad- 
dress, to  assure  his  majesty  they  are  ready  to  sacrifice  their 
lives  and  fortunes  for  him  upon  this  and  all  other  occasions; 
but,  at  the  same  time,  they  humbly  beseech  him  to  give 
them  such  magistrates  as  may  be  agreeable  to  the  laws  of 
the  land ;  for,  at  present,  there  is  no  authority  to  which  they 
can  legally  submit. 

**  They  have  been  beating  up  for  volunteers  at  York» 
and  the  towns  adjacent,  to  supply  the  regiments  at  Hull ; 
but  nobody  will  list 

**  By  what  I  can  hear,  every  body  wishes  well  to  the 
king ;  but  they  would  be  glad  his  ministers  were  hanged. 

''  The  winds  continue  so  contrary,  that  no  landing  can 
be  so  soon  as  was  apprehended;  therefore  I  may  hope, 
with  your  leave  and  assistance,  to  be  in  readiness  before 
any  action  can  begin.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  most  humbly 
and  most  earnestly,  to  add  this  one  act  of  indulgence  more 
to  so  many  other  testimonies  which  I  have  constantly  re- 
ceived of  your  goodness ;  and  be  pleased  to  believe  me 
always,  with  the  utmost  duty  and  submission,  sir, 

"  Your  most  dutiful  son, 

"  and  most  obedient  servant, 

"  Geo.  Granvillb." 

Through  the  whole  reign  of  king  William  he  is  supposed 
to  have  lived  in  literary  retirement,  and  indeed  had,  for 
some  time,  few  other  pleasures  but  thpse,  of  study  in  his 
power.     He  was,  as  the  biographers  observe,  the  younger 
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son  of  a  jQonger  brother ;  a  denomination  by  which  oar 
ancestors  pffoverbially  expressed  the  lowest  state  of  penary 
and  dependence.  He  is  said»  however,  to  have  preserved 
fainiself  at  this  time  from  disgrace  and  difficulties  by  eco- 
nomy,  which  he  forgot  or  neglected  in  life  more  advanced, 
and  in  better  fortune. 

About  this  time  he  became  enamoured  of  the  countess 
of  Newbmrgh,  whom  he  has  celebrated  with  so  much  ardour 
by  the  name  of  Mira.  He  ¥nrote  verses  to  her,  before  he 
was  three-and- twenty,  and  may  be  forgiven  if  he  regarded 
the  face  more  than  the  mind.  Poets  are  sometimes  in  too 
much  haste  to  praise. 

In  the  time  of  his  retirement  it  is  probable  that  he  com- 
posed hTs  dramatick  pieces,  the  She-Gallants,  acted  1G96, 
which  he  revised,  and  called  Once  a  Lover  and  always  a 
Lover;  the  Jew  of  Venice,  altered  from  Shakespeare's  Mer- 
chant of  Venice,  1698;  Heroick  Love,  a  tragedy,  1701; 
the  British  Enchanters,  1706,  a  dramatick  poem;  and 
Pelens  and  Thetis,  a  mask,  written  to  accompany  the  Jew 
of  Venice. 

The  comedies,  which  he  has  not  printed  in  his  own  edi- 
tion of  his  works,  I  never  saw;  Once  a  Lover  and  always  a 
Lover,  is  said  to  be,  in  a  great  degree,  indecent  and  gross. 
Granville  could  not  admire  without  bigotry ;  he  copied  the 
wrong,  as  well  as  the  right,  from  his  masters,  and  may  be 
supposed  to  have  learned  obscenity  from  Wycherley,  as  he 
learned  mythology  from  Waller. 

In  his  Jew  of  Venice,  as  Rowe  remarks,  the  character 
of  Shylock  is  made  comick,  and  we  are  prompted  to  laugh- 
ter, instead  of  detestation. 

It  is  evident  that  Heroick  Love  was  written,  and  pre- 
sented on  the  stage,  before  the  death  of  Dryden.  It  is  a 
mythological  tragedy,  upon  the  love  of  Agamemnon  and 
Chryseis,  and,  therefore,  easily  sunk  into  neglect,  though 
praised  in  verse  by  Dryden,  and  in  prose  by  Pope. 

It  is  concluded  by  the  wise  Ulysses  with  this  speech : 

Fate  holds  the  strings^  and  men  like  children  move 
But  as  they're  led ;  success  is  from  above. 
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At  the  accession  of  queen  Anne,  having  his  fortune 
iiBproved  by  bequests  from  his  father,  and  his  uncle  the  earl 
of  Bath,  he  was  chosen  into  parliament  for  Fowey.  He 
soon  after  engaged  in  a  joint  translation  of  the  Invec- 
tives against  PhiHp,  with  a  design^  surely  weak  and  puerile, 
of  turning  the  thunder  of  Demosthenes  upon  the  head  of 
Lewis. 

He  afterwards,  in  1706,  had  his  estate  again  augmented 
by  an  inheritance  from  his  elder  brother,  sir  Bevil  Granville, 
who,  as  he  returned  from  the  government  of  Barbadoes, 
died  at  sea.  He  continued  to. serve  in  parliament;  and,  in 
the  ninth  year  of  queen  Anne,  was  chosen  knight  of  the 
shire  for  Cornwall. 

At  the  memorable  change  of  the  ministry,  171(f,  he  was 
made  secretary  at  war,  in  the  place  of  Mr.  Robert  Walpole. 

Next  year,  when  the  violence  of  party  made  twelve 
peers  in  a  day,  Mr.  Granville  became  lord  Lansdowne 
baron  Bideford,  by  a  promotion  justly  remarked  to  be  not 
invidious,  because  he  was  the  heir  of  a  family  in  which  two 
peerages,  that  of  the  earl  of  Bath,  and  lord  Granville  of 
Potberidge,  had  lately  become  extinct.  Being  now  high 
in  the  queen's 'favour,  be,  1712,  was  appointed  comptroller 
of  the  household,  and  a  privy  counsellor ;  and  to  his  other 
honours  was  added  the  dedication  of  Pope's  Windsor 
Forest.  He  was  advanced,  next  year,  to  be  treasurer  of 
the  household. 

Of  these  favours  he  soon  lost  all  but  his  title ;  for,  at  the 
accession  of  king  Gteorge,  his  place  was  given  to  the  earl 
Cholmondeley,  and  be  was  persecuted  with  the  rest  of  his 
party.  Having  protested  against  the  bill  for  attainting 
Ormond  and  Boliogbroke,  he  was,  after  the  insurrection 
in  Scotland,  seized,  Sept.  20, 1715,  as  a  suspected  man, 
and  confined  in  the  Tower,  till  Feb.  8, 1717,  when  he  was 
at  last  released,  and  restored  to  his  seat  in  parliament; 
where,  1719,  he  made  a  very  ardent  and  animated  speech 
against  the  repeal  of  the  bill  to  prevent  occasional  confor- 
mity, wbidi,  however,  though  it  was  then  printed,  he  has 
not  inserted  into  his  works. 
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Some  time  afterwards,  about  172S,  being,  perhaps,  em<* 
barrassed  by  his  profasion,  he  went  into  foreign  connfries, 
with  the  usual  pretence  of  recovering  his  health.  In  this 
state  of  leisure  and  retirement,  he  received  the  first  vohitae 
of  Bumef  s  History,  of  which  he  cannot  be  supposed  to  have 
approved  the  general  tendency,  and  where  he  thought 
himself  able  to  detect  some  particular  falsehoods.  He, 
therefore,  undertook  the  vindication  of  general  Honk  from 
some  calumnies  of  Dr.  Burnet,  and  some  misrepresmtationa 
of  Mr.  Echard.  This  was  answered  civilly  by  Mr.  Thomas 
Burnet,  and  Oldmixon ;  and  more  roughly  by  Dr.  Colbatcb. 

His  other  historical  performance  is  a  defence  of  his  re- 
lation, sir  Richard  Greenville,  whom  lord  Clarendon  has 
shown  in  a  form  very  unamiable.  So  much  is  urged  in 
this  apology  to  justify  many  actions  that  have  been  repre- 
sented as  culpable,  and  to  palliate  the  rest,  that  the  reader 
is  reconciled  for  the  grater  part ;  and  it  is  made  very  pro- 
bable that  Clarendon  was  by  personal  enmity  disposed  to 
think  the  worst  of  Greenville,  as  Greenville  was  also  very 
willing  to  think  the  worst  of  Clarendon.  These  pieces 
were  published  at  his  return  to  England. 

Being  now  desirous  to  conclude  his  labours,  and  enjoy 
his  reputation,  he  published,  1792»  a  very  beautiful  and 
splendid  edition  of  his  works,  in  which  he  omitted  what  he 
disapproved,  and  enlarged  what  seemed  deficient. 

He  now  went  to  court,  and  was  kindly  received  by 
queen  Caroline ;  to  whom  and  to  the  princess  Anne,  he 
presented  his  works,  with  verses  on  the  blank  leaves,  with 
which  he  concluded  his  poetical  labours. 

He  died  in  Hanover^square,  Jan.  80, 1735,  having  a  few 
days  before  buried  his  wife,  the  lady  Anne  Villiers,  widow 
to  Mr.  Thynne,  by  whom  he  had  four  daughters,  but  no 
son. 

Writers  commonly  derive  their  reputation  from  their 
works ;  but  there  are  works  which  owe  their  reputation  to 
the  character  of  the  writer.  The  publick  sometimes  has  its 
favourites,  whom  it  rewards  for  one  species  of  excellence 
with  the  honours  due  to  another.     Prom  him  whom  we  re« 
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verenoe  for  his  beneficence  we  do  not  willingly  withhold 
the  praise  of  genius ;  a  man  of  exalted  merit  becomes,  at 
once,  an  accomplished  writer,  as  a  beanty  finds  no  great 
diflSculty  in  passing  for  a  wit. 

Granville  was  a  man  illustrious  by  his  birth,  and,  there- 
fore, attracted  notice :  since  he  is  by  Pope  styled  ''  the  po- 
lite," he  must  be  supposed  elegant  in  his  manners,  and 
generally  loved :  he  was,  in  times  of  contest  and  turbulence, 
steady  to  his  party,  and  obtained  that  esteem  which  is 
always  conferred  upon  firmness  and  consistency.  With 
those  advantages  having  learned  the  art  of  versifying,  he 
declared  himself  a  poet ;  and  his  claim  to  the  laurel  was 
allowed. 

But  by  a  critick  of  a  later  generation,  who  takes  up  his 
book  without  any  favourable  prejudices,  the  praise  already 
received  will  be  thought  sufficient ;  for  his  works  do  not 
show  him  to  have  had  much  comprehension  from  nature,  or 
illumination  from  learning.  He  seems  to  have  had  no 
ambition  abtfve  the  imitation  of  Waller,  of  whom  he  haa 
copied  the  faults,  and  very  little  more.  He  is  for  ever 
amusing  himself  with  the  puerilities  of  mythology;  his 
king  is  Jupiter,  who,  if  the  queen  brings  no  children,  has 
a  barren  Juno.  The  queen  is  compounded  of  Juno,  Ve- 
nus, and  Minerva.  His  poem  on  the  dutchess  of  Grafton's 
lawsuit,  after  having  rattled  awhile  with  Juno  and  Pal- 
las', Mars  and  Alcides,  Cassiope,  Niobe,  and  the  Prope- 
tides,  Hercules,  Minos,  and  Bhadamanthus,  at  last  con-, 
eludes  its  folly  with  profaneness. 

His  verses  to  Mira,  which  are  most  frequently  men- 
tioned, have  little  in  them  of  either  art  or  nature,  of  the 
sentiments  of  a  lover,  or  the  language  of  a  poet :  there 
may  be  found,  now  and  then,  a  happier  effort ;  but  they 
are  commonly  feeble  and  unafTecting,  or  forced  and  extra- 
vagant. 

His  little  pieces  are  seldom  either  sprightly  or  elegant, 
either  keen  or  weighty.  They  are  trifles  written  by  idle- 
ness, and  published  by  vanity.  But  his  prologues  and 
epilogues  have  a  just  claim  to  praise. 
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The  Prog^ress  of  Beauty  seems  one  of  his  most  elaborate 
pieces,  and  is  not  deficient  in  splendour  and  gaiety ;  but 
the  merit  of  original  thought  is  wanting.  Its  highest 
praise  is  the  spirit  with  which  he  celebrates  king  James's 
consort,  when  she  was  a  queen  no  longer. 

The  Essay  on  unnatural  Flights  in  Poetry,  is  not  inele- 
gant nor  injudicious,  and  has  something  of  vigour  beyond 
most  of  his  other  performances :  his  precepts  are  just,  and 
his  cautions  proper;  they  are,  indeed,  not  new,  but  in  a 
didactick  poem  novelty  is  to  be  expected  only  in  the  orna- 
ments and  illustrations.-  His  poetical  precepts  are  accom- 
panied with  agreeable  and  instructive  notes. 

The  Mask  of  Peleus  and  Thetis  has  here  and  there  a 
pretty  line ;  but  it  is  not  always  melodious,  and  the  con- 
clusion is  wretched. 

In  his  British  Enchanters  he  has  bidden  defiance  to  all 
chronology,  by  confounding  the  inconsistent  manners  of 
different  ages ;  but  the  dialogue  has  often  the  air  of  Dry- 
den's  rhyming  plays ;  and  the  songs  are  lively,  though  not 
very  correct.  This  is,  I  think,  far  the  best  of  his  works ; 
for,  if  it  has  many  faults,  it  has,  likewise,  passages  which 
are,  at  least,  pretty,  though  they  do  not  rise  to  any  high 
degree  of  excellence. 


YALDEN. 

Thomas  Yaldbn,  the  sixth  son  of  Mr.  John  Yalden,  of 
Snssex,  was  born  in  the  city  of  £xeter»  in  1671.  Having* 
been  educated  in  the  grammar-school  belonging  to  Magda- 
len college  in  Oxford,  he  was  in  IflOO,  at  the  age  of  nine- 
teen, admitted  commoiier  of  Magdalen  hall,  under  the 
tuition  of  Josiah  Pullen"*,  a  man  whose  name  is  still  re- 
membered in  the  university.  He  became,  next  year,  one 
of  the  scholars  of  Magdalen  college,  where  he  was  distin- 
guished by  a  lucky  accident. 

It  was  his  turn,  one  day,  to  pronounce  a  declamation ; 
and  Dr.  Hong^,  the  president,  happening  to  attend, 
thought  the  composition  too  good  to  be  the  speaker's. 
Some  time  after,  the  doctor  finding  him  a  little  irregularly 
busy  in  the  library,  set  him  an  exercise  for  punishment ; 
and,  that  he  might  not  be  deceived  by  any  artifice,  locked 
the  door.  Yalden,  as  it  happened,  had  been  lately  read- 
ing on  the  subject  given,  and  produced,  with  litUe  difficulty, 
a  composition  which  so  pleased  the  president,  tiiat  he  told 
him  his  former  suspicions,  and  promised  to  favour  him. 

Among  his  contemporaries  in  the  college  were  Addison 
and  Sacheverell,  men  who  were  in  those  times  friends,  and 
who  both  adopted  Yalden  to  their  intimacy.  Yalden  con- 
tinued, throughout  his  life,  to  think,  as  probably  he  thought 
at  first,  yet  did  not  forfeit  the  friendship  of  Addison. 

When  Namur  was  taken  by  king  William,  Yalden  made 
an  ode.  There  was  never  any  reign  more  celebrated  by 
the  poets  than  that  of  William,  who  had  very  little  regard 

^  Wc  need  not  remark  to  any  of  our  readers,  but  to  those  who  are  not  Oxford 
men,  that  Pullen's  name  U  now  remembered  in  the  university,  not  as  a  tutor, 
but  by  the  venerable  elm  tree  which  was  the  term  of  his  morning  walks.  "  I 
have  the  honour  to  be  well  known  to  Mr.  Josiah  PuUen,  of  our  hall  above-men* 
tioned,  (Magdalen  hall,)  and  attribute  the  florid  old  age  I  now  enjoy  to  my 
constant  morning  walks  up  Ucadington  hill,  in  his  cheerful  company.*^  Guardian, 
X«.  2.     Ed. 
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for  song  himselfy  but  happened  to  employ  ministers  who 
pleased  tbemselyes  with  the  prabe  of  patronage. 

Of  this  ode  mention  is  made  in  a  humorous  poem  of  that 
time,  called  the  Oxford  Laureate;  in  which,  after  many 
claims  had  been  made  and  rejected,  Yalden  is  represented 
as  demanding  the  laurel,  and  as  being  called  to  his  trial, 
instead  of  receiving  a  reward : 

His  crime  was  ibr  being  a  felon  in  Terse, 

And  presenting  his  theft  to  the  king ; 
The  first  was  a  trick  not  uncommon  or  scarce. 

But  the  last  was  an  impudent  thing : 
Yet  what  he  had  stol'n  was  so  little  worth  stealing. 

They  fbrgave  him  the  damage  and  cost ; 
Had  he  ta'en  the  whole  ode,  as  he  took  it  piece-mealing, 

They  had  fined  him  but  tenpence  at  most. 

The  poet  whom  he  was  charged  with  robbing  was  Cougreye. 

He  wrote  another  poeni  on  the  death  of  the  duke  of 
Gloucester. 

In  1700,  he  became  fellow  of  the  college;  and  next 
year,  entering  into  orders,  was  presented  by  the  society 
with  a  liying  in  Warwickshire  p,  consistent  with  the  fellow- 
ship, and  chosen  lecturer  of  moral,  philosophy,  a  very  ho- 
nourable oflBce. 

On  the  accession  of  queen  Anne  he  wrote  another  poem ; 
and  is  said,  by  the  author  of  the  Biographia,  to  have  de- 
clared himself  of  the  party  who  had  the  honourable  dis- 
tinction of  high^hurchmen. 

In  1706,  he  was  received  into  the  family  of  the  duke  of 
Beaufort.  Next  year  he  became  doctor  in  divinity,  and 
soon  after  resigned  his  fellowship  and  lecture ;  and,  as  a 
token  of  his  gratitude,  gave  the  college  a  picture  of  their 
founder. 

He  was  made  rector  of  Charlton  and  Cleanville  %  two 
adjoining  towns  and  benefices  in  Hertfordshire ;  and  had 
the  prebends,  or  sinecures,  of  Deans,  Hains,  and  Pendles, 

p  The  vicarage  of  Willoughby,  which  he  resigned  in  1706.     N. 
4  This  preferment  was  given  him  by  the  duke  of  Beaufort.    N. 
VOL.  viix.  o 
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in  Deyonshire.  He  had  before^  been  chosen,  in  1GB6» 
preacher  of  Bridewell  Hospital,  upon  the  resignation  of 
i)r.  Atterbary*. 

From  this  time  he  seems  to  have  led  a  quiet  and  inoffen- 
sive life,  tni  the  clamour  was  raised  about  Atterbury's 
plot.  Every  loyal  eye  was  on  the  watch  for  abetters  or 
partakers  of  the  horrid  conspiracy ;  and  Dr.  Yalden,  hav- 
ing some  acquaintance  with  the  bishop,  and  being  familiarly 
conversant  with  Kelly,  his  secretary,  fell  under  suspicion, 
and  was  taken  into  custody. 

Upon  his  examination  he  was  charged  with  a  dangerous 
correspondence  with  Kelly.  The  correspondence  he  ac- 
knowledged; but  maintained  that  it  had  no  treasonable 
tendency.  His  papers  were  seized  ;  but  nothing  was  found 
that  could  fix  a  crime  upon  him,  except  two  words  in  his 
pocketbook,  "  thorough-paced  doctrine.*'  This  expression 
the  imagination  of  his  examiners  had  impregnated  with 
treason,  and  the  doctor  was  enjoined  to  explain  them. 
Thus  pressed,  he  told  them  that  the  words  had  lain  un- 
heeded in  his  pocketbook  from  the  time  of  queen  Anne, 
and  that  he  was  ashamed  to  give  an  account  of  them ;  but 
the  truth  was,  that  he  had  gratified  his  cariosity  one  day, 
by  hearing  Daniel  Burgess  in  the  pulpit,  and  those  words 
were  a  memorial  hint  of  a  remarkable  sentence  by  which 
he  warned  his  congregation  to  "  beware  of  thorough-paced 
doctrine,  that  doctrine,  which,  coming  in  at  one  ear,  passes 
through  the  head,  and  goes  out  at  the  other." 

Nothing  worse  than  this  appearing  in  his  papers,  and  no 
evidence  arising  against  him,  he  was  set  at  liberty. 

It  will  not  be  supposed  that  a  man  of  this  character  at- 
tained high  dignities  in  the  church ;  but  he  still  retained 
the  friendship,  and  frequented  the  conversation,  of  a  very 
numerous  and  splendid  set  of  acquaintance.  He  died 
July  16, 1736,  in  the  66th  year  of  his  age. 

''  Not  long  after. 

*  Dr.  Atterbury  retained  the  office  of  preacher  at  Bridewell  till  his  promo- 
tion to  the  biahoprick  of  Rochester.  Dr.  Yalden  succeeded  him  as  preacher,  in 
June,  1713.    N. 
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Of  his  poems,  many  are  of  tbat  faregular  kind,  which, 
when  he  formed  his  poetical  character,  was  supposed  to 
be  Pindarick,  Having  fixed  his  attention  on  Cowley'as  a 
model,  he  has  attempted,  in  some  sort,  to  rival  him,  and  has 
written  a  Hymn  to  Darkness,  evidently  as  a  counterpart 
to  Cowley^s  Hymn  to  light. 

This  hymn  seems  to  be  his  best  performance,  and  is,  for 
the  most  part,  imagined  with  great  vigour,  and  expressed 
with  great  propriety.  I  Will  not  transcribe  it.  The  seven 
first  stanzas  are  good  ;  but  the  third,  fourth,  and  seventh, 
are  the  best :  the  eighth  seems  to  involve  a  contradiction ; 
the  tenth  is  exquisitely  beautiful;  the  thirteenth,  four- 
teenth, and  fifteenth,  are  partly  mythological,  and  partly 
religious,  and,  therefore,  not  suitable  to  each  other:  he 
might  better  have  made  the  whole  merely  philosophical. 

There  are  two  stanzas  in  this  poem  where  Yalden  may 
be  suspected,  though  hardly  convicted,  of  having  consulted 
the  Hymnus  ad  Umbram  of  Wowerus,  in  the  sixth  stanza, 
which  answers,  in  some  sort,  to  these  lines : 

Ilia  sue  prieest  noctumis  numine  sacris-^ 
Perque  vias  errare  novis  dat  spectra  figuris, 
Manesque  exdtos  medios  ululare  per  agros 
Sub  noctem,  et  questu  notos  complere  penates. 

And  again,  at  the  conclusion : 

Ilia  sue  senium  secludit  corpore  toto 
Hand  numerans  jugi  fugientia  secula  lapsu. 
Ergo  ubi  postremum  mundi  compage  soluta 
Hanc  renun  molem  suprema  absumpserit  bora 
Ipsa  leves  dneres  nube  amplectetur  opaca, 
Et  prisoo  imperio  rursus  dominabitur  umbba. 

His  Hymn  to  Light  is  not  equal  to  the  other.  He  seems 
to  think  that  there  is  an  East  absolute  and  positive,  where 
the  morning  rises. 

In  the  last  stanza,  having  mentioned  the  sudden  eruption 
of  new-created  light,  he  says. 

Awhile  th'  Almighty  wond'ring  stood. 
He  ought  to  have  remembered  that  infinite  knowledge 

o2 
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can  never  wonder.    All  wonder  is  the  effect  of  novelty 
upon  ignorance. 

Of  his  other  poems  it  is  suflScient  to  say,  that  they  de- 
serve pemsaly  though  they  are  not  always  exactly  polished, 
though  the  rhymes  are  sometimes  very  ill  sorted,  and 
though  his  faults  seem  rather  the  omissions  of  idleness 
than  the  negligences  of  enthusiasm. 


T  I  C  K  E  L  L. 

Thomas  Tigkbll,  the  son  of  the  reverend  Richard 
Tickell,  was  bora,  in  1686,  at  Bridekirk,  in  Cumberland ; 
and  in  April,  1701,  became  a  member  of  Qaeen's  college,  in 
Oxford ;  in  1708  he  was  made  master  of  arts ;  and,  two 
years  afterwards,  was  chosen  fellow ;  for  which,  as  he  did 
not  comply  with  the  statutes  by  taking  orders,  he  obtained 
a  dispensation  from  the  crown.  He  held  his  fellowship  till 
1726,  and  then  vacated  it,  by  marrying,  in  that  year,  at 
Dublin. 

Tickell  was  not  one  of  those  scholars  who  wear  away 
their  lives  in  closets ;  he  entered  early  into  the  world,  and 
was  long  busy  in  publick  affairs ;  in  which  he  was  initiated 
under  the  patronage  of  Addison,  whose  notice  he  is  said  to 
have  gained  by  his  verses  in  praise  of  Rosamond. 

To  those  verses  it  would  not  have  been  just  to  deny  re^ 
gard;  for  they  contain  some  of  the  most  elegant  enco- 
miastick  strains;  and,  among  the  innumerable  poems  of 
the  same  kind,  it  will  be  hard  to  find  one  with  which  they 
need  to  fear  a  comparison.  It  may  deserve  observation, 
that  when  Pope  wrote,  long  afterwards,  in  praise  of  Addi- 
son, he  has  copied,  at  least  has  resembled,  Tickell. 

Let  joy  salute  £ur  Rosamonda's  shade. 
And  wreaths  of  m3rrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid. 
While  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ghost  she  roves. 
And  bears  and  tells  the  story  of  dieir  loves. 
Alike  they  mourn,  alike  they  bless  their  fate. 
Since  love,  which  made  them  wretched,  made  them  great. 
Nor  longer  that  relentless  doom  bemoan. 
Which  gain'd  a  Virgil  and  an  Addison.  Ticksll. 

Then  future  ages  with  delight  shall  see 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's,  looks  agree ; 
Or  in  fair  series  laurell'd  bards  be  shown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addison.  Pope. 
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He  produced  another  piece  of  the  same  kind  at  the 
appearance  of  Cato,  with  equal  skill,  but  not  equal  happi- 
ness. 

When  the  ministers  of  queen  Anne  were  negotiating 
with  France,  Tickell  published  the  Prospect  of  Peace,  a 
poem,  of  which  the  tendency  was  to  reclaim  the  nation 
flrom  the  ptide  of  conquest  to  the  pleasures  of  tranquillity. 
How  far  Tickell,  whom  Swift  afterwards  mentioned  as 
wtUggissimus,  had  then  connected  himself  with  any  party, 
I  know  not ;  this  poem  certainly  did  not  flatter  the  prac- 
tices, or  promote  the  opinions,  of  the  men  by  whom  he  was 
afterwards  befriended. 

Mr.  Addison,  however  he  hated  the  men  then  in  power, 
suffered  his  friendship  to  prevail  over  his  publick  spirit, 
and  gave,  in  the  Spectator,  such  praises  of  Tickell's  poem, 
that  when,  after  having  long  wished  to  peruse  it,  I  laid 
hold  on  it  at  last,  I  thought  it  unequal  to  the  honours 
which  it  had  received,  and  found  it  a  piece  to  be  approved 
rather  than  admired.  But  the  hope  excited  by  a  work  of 
genius,  being  general  and  indefinite,  is  rarely  gratified. 
It  was  read  at  that  time  with  so  much  favour,  that  six 
editions  were  sold. 

At  the  arrival  of  king  George  he  sang  the  Royal  Pro- 
gress; which,  being  inserted  in  the  Spectator,  is  well 
known ;  and  of  which  it  is  just  to  say,  that  it  is  neither 
high  nor  low. 

The  poetical  incident  of  most  importance  in  Tickell's 
life  was  his  publication  of  the  first  book  of  the  Iliad,  as 
translated  by  himself,  an  apparent  opposition  to  Pope's 
Homer,  of  which  the  first  part  made  its  entrance  into  the 
world  at  the  same  time. 

Addison  declared  that  the  rival  versions  were  both  good ; 
but  that  TickelFs  was  the  best  that  ever  was  made ;  and 
with  Addison,  the  wits,  his  adherents  and  followers,  were 
certain  to  concur.  Pope  does  not  appear  to  have  been 
much  dismayed ;  **  for,"  says  he,  *'  I  have  the  town,  that  is, 
the  mob,  on  my  side."  But  he  remarks,  **  that  it  is  com- 
mon for  the  smaller  party  to  make  up  in  diligence  what 
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Ikey  want  in  nambers;  he  appeals  to  the  people  as  his 
proper  judges ;  and»  if  they  are  not  inclined  to  condemn 
him.  he  is  in  little  care  about  the  highflyers  at  Button*s.'' 

Pope  did  not  long  think  Addison  an  impartial,  judge; 
for  he  considered  him  as  the  writer  of  Tickeirs  version. 
The  reasons  for  his  suspicion  I  will  literally  transcribe  from 
Mr.  Spenee*s  collection. 

*'  There  had  been  a  coldness  (said  Mr.  Pope)  between 
Mr.  Addison  and  me  for  some  time ;  and  we  had  not  been 
in  company  together,  for  a  good  while,  any  where  but  at 
Bntton's  coffee-house,  where  I  used  to  see  him  almost 
every  day.  On  his  meeting  me  there,  one  day  in  par- 
ticular, he  took  me  aside,  and  said  he  should  be  glad  to 
dine  with  me,  at  such  a  tavern,  if  I  staid  till  those  people 
^ere  gone,  (Budgell  and  Philips.)  We  went  accordingly ; 
and,  after  dinner,  Mr.  Addison  said,  'That  he  had  wanted 
for  some  time  to  talk  with  me ;  that  his  friend  Tickell  had 
formerly,  whilst  at  Oxford,  translated  the  first  book  of  the 
Iliad ;  that  he  designed  to  print  it,  and  had  desired  him 
to  look  it  over ;  that  he  must,  therefore,  beg  that  I  would 
not  desire  him  to  look  over  my  first  book,  because,  if  he 
did,  it  would  have  the  air  of  double-dealing.'  I  assured 
him  that  I  did  not  at  all  take  it  ill  of  Mr.  Tickell  that  he 
was  going  to  publish  his  translation ;  that  he  certainly  had 
as  much  right  to  translate  any  author  as  myself;  and  that 
pnblishing  both  was  entering  on  a  fair  stage.  I  then  added, 
that  I  would  not  desire  him  to  look  over  my  first  book  of 
the  Iliad,  because  he  had  looked  over  Mr.  Tickell's ;  but 
could  wish  to  have  the  benefit  of  his  observations  on  my 
second,  which  I  had  then  finished,  and  which  Mr.  Tickell 
had  not  touched  upon.  Accordingly  I  sent  him  the  second 
book  the  next  morning ;  and  Mr.  Addison,  a  few  days  after, 
ffetumed  it*  with  very  high  commendations.  Soon  after  it 
was  generally  known  that  Mr.  Tickell  was  puUiMiing  the 
first  book  of  the  Iliad,  I  met  Dr.  Young  in  the  street.;  and, 
qM>n  OUT  falling  into  that  subject,  the  doctor  expressed  a 
great. deal  of  surprise  at  Tickell's  having  had  such  a  traas- 
latioo  so  long  by  him.    He  said,  that  it  was  InconoeifnUe 
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to  him,  and  that  there  must  be  some  mistake  in  the  matter; 
that  «ach  used  to  communicate  to  the  other  whatever  verses 
they  wrote,  even  to  the  least  things ;  that  TIckell  conid 
not  have  been  busied  in  so  long  a  work  there,  without  his 
knawing  something  of  the  matter ;  and  that  he  had  never 
heard  a  single  word  of  it  till  on  this  occasion.  The  sur- 
prise of  Dr.  Young,  together  with  what  Steele  has  said 
against  Tickell  in  relation  to  this  affiair>  make  it  highly 
probable  that  there  was  some  underhand  dealing  in  that 
business;  and  indeed  Tickell  himself,  who  is  a  very 
fair  worthy  man,  has  since,  in  a  manner,  as  good  as 
owned  it  to  me.  [When  it  was  introduced  into  a  con- 
versation between  Mr.  Tickell  and  Mr.  Pope,  by  a  third 
person,  Tickell  did  not  deny  it;  which,  considering  his 
honour,  and  zeal  for  his  departed  friend,  was-  the  same  a3 
owning  it.''] 

Upon  these  suspicions,  with  which  Dr.  Warburton  hints 
that  other  circumstances  concurred.  Pope  always,  in  his 
Art  of  Sinking,  quotes  this  book  as  the  work  of  Addi- 
son. 

To  compare  the  two  translations  would  be  tedious ;  the 
palm  is  now  given  universally  to  Pope ;  but  I  think  the 
first  lines  of  TickelFs  were  rather  to  be  preferred ;  and 
Pope  seems  to  have  since  borrowed  something  from  them, 
in  the  correction  of  his  own. 

When  the  Hanover  succession  was  disputed,  Tickell 
g^ve  what  assistance  his  pen  would  supply.  His  Letter 
to  Avignon  stands  high  among  party-poems ;  it  expresses 
contempt  without  coarseness,  and  superiority  without  inso- 
lence. It  had  the  success  which  it  deserved,  being  five 
times  printed. 

He  was  now  intimately  united  to  Mr.  Addison,  who, 
when  he  went  into  Ireland  as  secretary  to  the  lord  Sun- 
derland, took  him  thither,  and  employed  him  in  publick 
business;  and  when,  1717,  afterwards  he  rose  to  be  secre- 
tary of  state,  made  him  under-secretary.  Their  friendship 
seems  to  have  continued  without  abatement;  for,  when 
Addison  died,  he  left  him  the  charge  of  publishing  his 
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works,  with  a  solamn  recommendation  fo  the  patronage  of 
Craggs. 

To  these  works  he  prefixed  an  elegy  on  the  author, 
which  could  owe  none  of  its  beauties  to  the  assistance, 
which  mig^t  be  suspected  to  have  strengthened  or  embel- 
lished his  earlier  compositions ;  but  neither  he  nor  Addi- 
son ever  produced  nobler  lines  than  are  contained  in  the 
third  and  fourth  paragraphs;  nor  is  a  more  sublime  or 
more  elegant  funeral-poem  to  be  found  in  the  whole  com- 
pass of  English  literature. 

He  was  afterwards,  about  1725,  made  secretary  to  the 
lords  justices  of  Ireland,  a  place  of  great  honour ;  in  which 
he  continued  till  1740,  when  he  died  on  the  twenty-third 
of  April,  at  Bath. 

Of  the  poems  yet  unmentioned,  the  longest  is  Kensing- 
ton Gardens,  of  which  the  versification  is  smooth  and  ele- 
gant, but  the  fiction  unskilfully  compounded  of  Grecian 
deities  and  Gothick  fairies.  Neither  species  of  those  ex- 
ploded beings  could  have  done  much ;  and  when  they  are 
brought  together,  they  only  make  each  other  contemptible. 
ToTickell,  however,  cannot  be  refused  a  high  place  among 
the  minor  poets ;  nor  should  it  be  forgotten  that  he  was 
one  of  the  contributors  to  the  Spectator.  With  respect  to 
his  personal  character,  he  is  said  to  have  been  a  man  of 
gay  conversation,  at  least  a  temperate  lover  of  wine  and 
company,  and  in  his  domestick  relations  without  censure. 
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Ov  Mr.  Hammondy  though  he  be  well  remembered  as  a 
man  esteemed  and  caressed  by  the  elegant  and  great,  I 
was  at  first  able  to  obtain  no  other  memorials  than  such  as 
are  supplied  by  a  book  called  Gibber's  Lives  of  the  Poets; 
of  which  I  take  this  opportunity  to  testify  that  it  was  not 
written,  nor,  I  believe,  ever  seen  by  either  of  the  Cibbere ; 
but  was  the  work  of  Robert  Shiels,  a  native  of  Scotland,  a 
man  of  very  acute  understanding,  though  with  little  scho- 
lastick  education,  who,  not  long  after  the  publication  of  his 
work,  died  in  London  of  a  consumption.  His  life  was  vir- 
tuous, and  his  end  was  pious.  Theophilus  Cibber,  then 
a  prisoner  for  debt,  imparted,  as  I  was  told,  his  name  for 
ten  guineas.  The  manuscript  of  Shiels  is  now  in  my  pos- 
session. 

I  have  since  found  that  Mr.  Shiek,  though  he  was  no 
negligent  inquirer,  has  been  misled  by  false  accounts;  for 
he  relates  that  James  Hammond,  the  author  of  the  ele- 
gies, was  the  son  of  a  Turkey  merchant,  and  had  some 
office  at  the  prince  of  Wales*s  court,  till  love  of  a  lady, 
whose  name  was  Dashwood,  for  a  time  disordered  his  un- 
derstanding. He  was  unextinguishably  amorous,  and  his 
mbtress  inexorably  cruel. 

Of  this  narrative,  part  is  true,  and  part  false.  He  was 
the  second  son  of  Anthony  Hammond,  a  man  of  note 
among  the  wits,  poets,  and  parliamentary  orators,  in  the 
beginning  of  this  century,  who  was  allied  to  sir  Robert 
Walpole  by  marrying  his  sister ^  He  was  born  about 
L710,  and  educated  at  Westminster-school;  but  it  does 
not  appear  that  he  was  of  any  university**.  He  was 
equerry  to  the  prince  of  Wales,  and  seems  to  have  come 

'  This  account  is  still  erroneous.  James  Hammond,  our  author,  was  of  a  dif> 
ferent  family,  the  second  son  of  Anthony  Hammond,  of  Somersham-plaee.in  the 
county  of  Huntingdon,  esq.    See  Gent.  Mag.  vol.  Ivii.  p.  780.    R. 

«  Mr.  Cole  gives  him  to  Cambridge.   MSS.  Athens  Cantab,  in  Mus.  Brit. 
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very  early  into  pubHck  notice,  and  to  have  been  distin- 
guished by  those  whose  friendship  prejudiced  mankind  at 
that  time  in  favour  of  the  man  on  whom  they  were  be- 
stowed ;  for  he  was  the  companion  of  Cobham,  Lyttelton, 
and  Chesterfield.  He  is  said  to  have  divided  his  life  be- 
tween pleasure  and  books;  in  his  retirement  forgetting 
the  town,  and  in  his  gaiety  losing  the  student  Of  his  lite- 
rary hours  all  the  effects  are  here  exhibited,  of  which  the 
elegies  were  written  very  early,  and  the  prologue  not  long 
before  his  death. 

In  1741,  he  was  chosen  into  parliament  for  Truro,  in 
Cornwall,  probably  one  of  those  who  were  elected  by  the 
prince's  influence ;  and  died  next  year  in  June,  at  Stowe, 
the  famous  seat  of  lord  Cobham.  His  mistress  long  out- 
lived him,  and,  in  1779,  died  unmarried.  The  character 
which  her  lover  bequeathed  her  was,  indeed,  not  likely  to 
attract  courtship. 

The  elegies  were  published  after  his  death ;  and  while 
the  writer's  dame  was  remembered  with  fondness,  they 
were  read  with  a  resolution  to  admire  them. 

The  recommendatory  preface  of  the  editor,  who  was 
then  believed,  and  is  now  affirmed  by  Dr.  Maty,  to  be 
the  earl  of  Chesterfield,  raised  strong  prejudices  in  their 
favour. 

But  of  the  prefacer,  whoever  he  was,  it  may  be  reason- 
ably sttspected  that  he  never  read  the  poems ;  for  he  pro- 
fesses to  value  them  for  a  very  high  species  of  excellence, 
and  recommends  them  as  the  genuine  effusions  of  the 
mind,  which  expresses  a  real  passion  in  the  language  of 
nature.  But  the  truth  is,  these  elegies  have  neither  pas- 
sion, nature,  nor  manners.  Where  there  is  fiction,  there 
is  no  passion :  he  that  describes  himself  as  a  shepherd,  and 
his  Neasra  or  Delia  as  a  shepherdess,  and  talks  of  goats 
and  lambs,  feels  no  passion.  He  that  courts  his  mistress 
with  Roman  imagery  deserves  to  lose  her ;  for  she  may, 
with  good  reason,  suspect  his  sincerity.  Hammond  has  few 
sentiments  drawn  from  nature,  and  few  images  from  mo- 
dern life.     He  produces  nothing  but  frigid  pedantry.     It 
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would  be  hard  to  find  in  all  his  productions  three  stanzas 
that  deserve  to  be  remembered. 

like  other  lovers^  he  threatens  the  lady  with  dying ;  and 
what  then  shall  follow  ? 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  loTer's  corse  attend ; 

With  eyes  averted  light  the  solemn  pjrre. 
Till  all  around  the  doleful  flames  asoend^ 

Then,  slowly  sinking,  by  d^rees  expire  ? 

To  sooth  the  hov'ring  soul  be  thine  the  care. 
With  plaintive  cries  to  lead  the  mournful  band; 

In  sable  weeds  the  golden  vase  to  bear. 

And  cull  my  ashes  with  thy  trembling  hand : 

« 

Panchaia's  odours  be  their  costly  feast. 

And  all  the  pride  of  Asia's  fragrant  year. 

Give  them  the  treasures  of  the  farthest  East, 

And,  what  is  still  more  precious,  give  thy  tear. 

Surely  no  blame  can  fall  upon  the  nymph  who  rejected 
a  swain  of  so  little  meaning. 

His  verses  are  dot  rugged,  but  they  have  no  sweetness; 
they  never  glide  in  a  stream  of  melody.  Why  Hammond 
or  other  writers  have  thought  the  quatrain  of  ten  syllables 
elegiack,  it  is  difficult  to  tell.  The  character  of  the  elegy 
is  gentleness  and  tenuity ;  but  this  stanza  has  been  pro- 
nounced by  Dryden,  whose  knowledge  of  English  metre 
was  not  inconsiderable,  to  be  the  most  magnificent  of  all 
the  measures  which  our  language  affords. 
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Of  Mr.'  Somenrile's  life  I  am  not  able  to  say  any  thing 
that  can  satisfy  curiosity. 

He  was  a  gentleman  whose  estate  was  in  Warwickshire : 
his  house,  where  he  was  bom,  in  1692,  is  called  Edston,  a 
seat  inherited  from  a  long  line  of  ancestors ;  for  he  was 
said  to  be  of  the  first  family  in  his  county.  He  tells  of 
himself  that  he  was  born  near  the  Avon's  banks.  He  was 
bred  at  Winchester-school,  and  was  elected  fellow  of 
New  college.  It  does  not  appear  that  in  the  places  of  his 
education  he  exhibited  any  uncommon  proofs  of  genius  or 
literature.  His  powers  were  first  displayed  in  the  country, 
where  he  was  distinguished  as  a  poet,  a  gentleman,  and  a 
skilful  and  useful  justice  of  the  peace. 

Of  the  close  of  his  life,  those  whom  his  poems  have  de- 
lighted will  read  with  pain  the  following  account,  copied 
firom  the  letters  of  his  friend  Shenstone,  by  whom  he  was 
too  much  resembled. 

*'  — Our  old  friend  Somervile  is  dead !  I  did  not  ima- 
gine I  could  have  been  so  sorry  as  I  find  myself  on  this 
occasion :  '  Sublatum  querimus.'  I  can  now  excuse  all 
his  foibles ;  impute  them  to  age,  and  to  distress  of  chrcuni- 
stances :  the  last  of  these  considerations  wrings  my  very 
soul  to  think  on.  For  a  man  of  high  spirit,  conscious  of 
having,  at  least  in  one  production,  generally  pleased  the 
world,  to  be  plagued  and  thireatened  by  wretches  that  are 
low  in  every  sense;  to  be  forced  to  drink  himself  into  pains 
of  the  body,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  pains  of  the  mind,  is 
a  misery." 

He  died  July  19, 1742,  and  was  buried  at  Wotton,  near 
Henley  on  Arden. 

His  distresses  need  not  be  much  pitied:  his  estate  is 

«  William. 
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said  to  have  been  fifteen  hundred  a-year,  which,  by  his 
death,  devolved  to  lord  Somervile,  of  Scotland.  His 
mother,  indeed,  who  lived  till  ninety,  had  a  jointure  of  six 
hundred. 

It  is  with  regpret  that  I  find  myself  not  better  enabled 
to  exhibit  memorials  of  a  writer,  who,  at  least,  must  be 
allowed  to  have  set  a  good  example  to  men  of  his  own 
class,  by  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  elegant  knowledge ; 
and  who  has  shown,  by  the  subjects  which  his  poetry  has 
adorned,  that  it  is  practicable  to  be  at  once  a  skilful 
sportsman,  and  a  man  of  letters. 

Somervile  has  tried  nfiany  modes  of  poetry ;  and  tiiough, 
perhaps,  he  has  not  in  any  reached  such  excellenoe  as  to 
raise  much  envy,  it  may  commonly  be  said,  at  least,  that 
"  he  writes  very  well  for  a  gentleman."  His  serious  pieces 
are  sometimes  elevated,  and  his  trifles  are  sometimes  ele- 
gant. Jn  his  verses  to  Addison,  the  eouplet  which  men- 
tions Clio  is  written  with  the  most  exquisite  delicacy  of 
praise;  it  exhibits  one  of  those  happy  strokes  that  are 
seldom  attained.  In  his  odes  to  Marlboro|igh  there  are 
beautiful  lines ;  but,  in  the  second  ode,  he  shows  that  he 
knew  little  of  his  hero,  when  he  talks  of  his  private  vir- 
tues. His  subjects  are  commonly  such  as  require  no  great 
depth  of  thought,  or  energy  of  expression.  His  fables 
are  generally  stale,  and,  therefore,  excite  no  curiosity.  Of 
his  favourite,  the  Two  Springs,  the  -fiction  is  unnatural, 
and  the  moral  inconsequential.  In  his  tales  there  is  too 
much  coarseness,  with  too  little  care  of  language,  and  not 
sufficient  rapidity  of  narration. 

His  great  work  is  his  Chase,  which  he  undertook  in  his 
maturer  age,  when  his  ear  was  improved  to  the  iq>proba- 
tion  of  blank  verse,  of  which,  liowever,  his  two  first  lines 
give  a  bad  specimen.  To  this  poem  praise  cannot  be 
totally  denied.  He  is  allowed,  by  sportsmeD,  to  write 
with  g^eat  intelligence  of  his  subject,  which  is  the  first 
requisite  to  excellence;  and»  though  it  is  impossible  to 
interest  the  common  readers  of  verse  in  the  dangers  or 
pleasures  of  the  chase,  he  has  done  all  that  transition  and 
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variety  could  easily  effect ;  and  has»  with  great  propriety, 
eDlarged  his  plan  by  the  modes  of  hunting  used  in  other 
countries. 

With  still  less  judgment  did  he  choose  blank  verse  as 
the  vehicle  of  Rural  Sports.  If  blank  verse  be  not  tumid 
and  gorgeous,  it  is  crippled  prose ;  and  familiar  images,  in 
laboured  language,  have  nothing  to  recommend  them  but 
absurd  novelty,  which,  wanting  the  attractions  of  nature, 
cannot  please  long.  One  excellence  of  the  Splendid  Shil- 
ling is,  that  it  is  short.  Disguise  can  gratify  no  longer 
than  it  deceives'. 

'  An  alliision  of  approbation  is  made  to  the  above  in  Nichol's  Literary  Anec- 
dotes of  the  eighteenth  century,  ii.  56.     Ed. 
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It  has  been  obseired,  in  all  ages,  that  the  advantages  of 
nature,  or  of  fortune,  have  contributed  very  little  to  the 
promotion  of  happiness ;  and  that  those  whom  the  splen- 
dour of  their  rank,  or  the  extent  of  their  capacity,  have 
placed  upon  the  summits  of  human  life,  have  not  often 
g^ven  any  just  occasion  to  envy,  in  those  who  look  up  to 
them  from  a  lower  station :  whether  it  be  that  apparent 
superiority  incites  great  designs,  and  great  designs  are 
naturally  liable  to  fatal  miscarriages ;  or,  that  the  general 
lot  of  mankind  is  misery,  and  the  misfortunes  of  those. 


*  The  first  edition  of  this  iDteresting  narrative,  according  to  Mr.  Boswell» 
was  published  in  1744,  by  Roberts.  The  second,  now  before  me,  bears  date 
1748;  and  was  published  by  Cave.  Very  few  alterations  were  made  by  the 
author,  when  he  added  it  to  the  present  collection.  The  year  before  publica- 
tion, 1743,  Dr.  Johnson  inserted  the  foUowing  notice  of  his  intention  in  the 
Gentleman's  Magazine. 
"  Mr.  Ubban 

"  As  your  collections  show  how  often  you  have  owed  the  ornaments  of  your 
poetical  pages  to  the  correspondence  <k  the  unfortunate  and  ingenious  Mr. 
Savage,  I  doubt  not  but  you  have  so^much  regard  to  his  memory,  as  to  en- 
courage any  design  that  may  have  a  tendency  to  the  preservation  of  it  from  in- 
sults or  calumnies ;  and,  therefore,  with  some  degree  of  assurance,  intreat  you 
to  inform  the  publick,  that  his  life  will  speedily  be  published  by  a  person  who 
was  favoured  with  his  confidence,  and  received  from  himself  an  account  of  most 
of  the  transactions  which  he  proposes  to  mention,  to  the  time  of  bis  retirement 
to  Swansea,  in  Wales. 

"  From  that  period  to  his  death  in  the  prison  of  Bristol,  the  account  will  be 
continued  from  materials  still  less  liable  to  objection ;  his  own  letters  and  those 
of  his  friends ;  some  of  which  will  be  inserted  in  the  work,  and  abstracts  of 
others  subjoined  in  the  margin. 

"  It  may  be  reasonably,  imagined  that  others  may  have  the  same  design, 
but  as  it  is  not  credible  that  they  can  obtain  the  same  materials,  it  must  be 
eipected  that  they  will  supply  horn  invention  the  want  of  intelligence,  and 
that  under  the  title  of  the  Life  of  Savage,  they  will  publish  only  a  novel, 
filled  with  romantick  adventures  and  imaginary  amours.  You  may,  therefore, 
perhaps,  gratify  the  lovers  of  truth  and  wit,  by  giving  me  leave  to  inform  them, 
in  your  magazine,  that  my  account  will  be  published,  in  octavo,  by  Mr.  Ro- 
berta, in  Warwick-lane." 
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^ffliose  eminence  drew  npon  them  an  universal  attention, 
bsLYB  been  more  carefully  recorded,  because  they  were 
more  generally  observed,  and  have,  in  reality,  been  only 
more  conspicuous  than  those  of  others,  not  more  frequent, 
or  more  severe. 

That  affluence  and  power,  advantages  extrinsick  and  ad* 
ventitious,  and,  therefore,  easily  separable  from  those  by 
whom  they  are  possessed,  should  very  often  flatter  the 
mind  with  expectations  of  felicity  which  they  cannot  give, 
raises  no  astonishment ;  but  it  seems  rational  to  hope,  that 
intelleetual  greatness  should  produce  better  effects ;  that 
minds  qualified  for  great  attainments  f^onld  first  endea* 
Tour  their  own  benefit ;  and  that  they,  who  are  most  able 
to  teach  others  the  way  to  happiness,  should  with  most 
certainty  follow  it  themselves. 

But  this  expectation,  however  plausible,  has  been  very 
frequently  disappointed.  The  heroes  of  literary  as  well  as 
civil  history,  have  been  very  often  no  less  remarkable  for 
what  they  have  suffered,  than  for  what  they  have  achieved; 
and  volumes  have  been  written  only  to  enumerate  the 
misenes  of  the  learned,  and  relate  their  unhappy  lives  and 
untimely  deaths. 

To  these  mournful  narratives,  I  am  about  to  add  the 
life  of  Richard  Savage,  a  man  whose  writings  entitle  him 
to  an  eminent  rank  in  the  classes  of  learning,  and  whose 
misfortunes  claim  a  degree  of  compassion,  not  always  due 
to  the  unhappy,  as  they  were  often  the  consequences  of  the 
crimes  of  others,  rather  than  his  own. 

In  the  year  1697,  Anne,  countess  of  Macclesfield,  having 
lived,  for  some  time,  upon  very  uneasy  terms  with  her  hus- 
band, thought  a  publick  confession  of  adultery  the  most  ob- 
vious and  expeditious  method  of  obtaining  her  liberty; 
and,  therefore,  declared,  that  the  child,  with  which  she  was 
then  great,  was  begotten  by  the  earl  Rivers.  This,  as  may 
be  imagined,  made  her  husband  no  less  desirous  of  a  sepa- 
ration than  herself,  and  he  prosecuted  his  design  in  the 
most  effectual  manner ;  for  he  applied  not  to  the  ecclesiasti- 
cal courts  for  a  divorce,  but  to  the  parliament  for  an  act,  by 
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wbkh  his  marriage  might  be  dissolyed,  the  naptial  con- 
tract totally  aoouUedy  and  the  children  of  his  wife  illegiti- 
mated. This  act,  after  the  asoal  deliberation,  he  obtained, 
though  without  the  approbation  of  some,  who  considered 
marriage  as  an  affair  only  cognizable  by  ecclesiastical 
judges*;  and,  on  March  3rd,  was  separated  from  his  wife, 
whose  fortune,  which  was  very  great,  was  repaid  her,  and 
who  haying,  as  well  as  her  husband,  the  liberty  of  making 
another  choice,  was,  in  a  short  time,  married  to  colonel 
Brett. 

While  the  earl  of  Macclesfield  was  prosecuting  this 
affair,  his  wife  was,  on  the  10th  of  January,  1687-8,  de- 
livered of  a  son;  and  the  earl  Rivers,  by  appearing  to 
consider  him  as  his  own,  left  none  any  reason  to  doubt  of 
the  sincerity  of  her  declaration  ;  for  he  was  his  godfather^ 
and  gave  him  his  own  name,  which  was,  by  his  direction, 
inserted  in  the  register  of  St.  Andrew's  parish^  in  Holborn, 
but,  unfortunately,  left  him  to  the  care  of  his  moUier,  whom, 
as  she  was  now  set  free  from  her  husband,  he,  probably, 
imagined  likely  to  treat  with  great  tenderness  the  child 
that  had  contributed  to  so  pleasing  an  event.  It  is  not, 
indeed,  easy  to  discover  what  motives  could  be  found  to 
.overbalance  that  natural  affection  of  a  parent,  or  what  in- 
terest could  be  promoted  by  neglect  or  cruelty.  The  dread 
pf  shame  or  of  poverty,  by  which  some  wretches  have  been 
incited  to  abandon  or  to  murder  their  children,  cannot  be 
supposed  to  have  affected  a  woman  who  had  proclaimed 
her  crimes  and  solicited  reproach,  and  on  whom  the  cle- 
mency of  the  legislature  had  undeservedly  bestowed  a 
fortune,  which  would  have  been  very  little  diminished  by 

»  llkis  year  was  made  remarkable  by  the  disaohiticm  of  a  marriage  solemnised 
in  Ae  face  of  Uie  church.    Salmon's  Review. 

The  following  protest  is  registered  in  the  books  of  the  house  of  lords : 
Dissentient : 

Because  we  conceive  that  this  is  the  first  bill  of  that  nature  that  hath  passed, 
where  Uiere  was  not  a  divorce  first  obtained  in  the  spiritual  court ;  which  we 
look  upon  as  an  ill  precedent,  and  may  be  of  dangerous  consequence  in  the 
future.  Haupax.  Rociiestsu. 

**  See  Mr.  Boswell's  doubts  on  this  head  ;  and  the  point  fully  discussed  by 
Malone,  and  Bindley  in  the  notes  to  Boswell.    Edit.  1816.  i.  ISO,  151,    En. 
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tke  expenses  which  the  care  of  her  child  could  have  brought 
upon  her.  It  was»  therefore,  not  likely  that  she  would  be 
wicked  without  temptation ;  that  she  would  look  upon  her 
son,  from  his  birth,  with  a  kind  of  resentment  and  abhor- 
rence ;  and,  instead  of  supporting,  assisting,  and  defending 
him,  delight  to  see  him  struggling  with  misery,  or  that  she 
would  take  every  opportunity  of  aggravating  his  misfor^ 
tunes,  and  obstructing  his  resources,  and,  with  an  implaca- 
ble and  restless  cruelty,  continue  her  persecution  from  the 
first  hour  of  his  life  to  the  last. 

-  But,  whatever  were  her  motives,  no  sooner  was  her  son 
bom,  than  she  discovered  a  resolution  of  disowning  him ; 
and,  in  a  very  short  time,  removed  him  from  her  sight,  by 
committing  him  to  the  care  of  a  poor  woman,  whom  she 
directed  to  educate  him  as  her  own,  and  enjoined  never  to 
inform  him  of  his  true  parents. 

Such  was  the  beginning  of  the  life  of  Richard  Savage. 
Born  with  a  leg^l  claim  to  honour  and  to  affluence,  he  was, 
in  two  months,  illegitimated  by  the  parliament,  and  dis- 
owned by  his  mother,  doomed  to  poverty  and  obscurity, 
and  launched  upon  the  ocean  of  life^  only  that  he  might  be 
swallowed  by  its  quicksands,  or  dashed  upon  its  rocks. 

His  mother  could  not,  indeed,  infect  others  with  the 
same  cruelty.  As  it  was  impossible  to  avoid  the  inquiries 
which  the  curiosity  or  tenderness  of  her  relations  made 
after  her  child,  she  was  obliged  to  give  some  account  of 
the  measures  she  had  taken;' and  her  mother,  the  lady 
Mason,  whether  in  approbation  of  her  design,  or  to  pre- 
vent more  criminal  contrivances,  engaged  to  transact  with 
the  nurse,  to  pay  her  for  her  care,  and  to  superintend  the 
education  of  the  child. 

In  this  charitable  office  she  was  assisted  by  his  gt)d- 
mother,  Mrs.  Uoyd^  who,  while  she  lived,  always  looked 
upon  him  with  that  tenderness  which  the  barbarity  of  his 
mother  made  peculiarly  necessary ;  but  her  death,  which 
happened  in  his  tenth  year,  was  another  of  the  misfortunes 
^f  his  childhood ;  for  though  she  kindly  endeavoured  to  al- 
leviate his  loss  by  a  legacy  of  three  hundred  pounds,  yet, 
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mhekani  nooe  to  pratecole  bk  ciaaB,  to  Aeher  Ub  firom 
opf>rciaiitfD»  or  call  io  knr  to  the  aMHtaaee  of  jvstice,  her 
will  was  elmled  by  theexee«toffB,aBdBopartof  theaoiiey 
was  ever  paid*. 

He  was,  bowerer,  not  yet  wholly  abandoaed.  The  lady 
Maiofi  fttill  eoDtinoed  her  care,  aad  directed  him  to  be 
placed  at  a  anall  gnaBaMr-flcbool  aear  St.  Alban's,  where 
be  wa«  called  by  the  name  of  his  none,  whhovt  the  least 
intination  that  he  had  a  claini  to  any  oAer. 

Here  he  was  initiated  in  literature,  aad  passed  through 
sereral  of  the  classes,  with  what  rapidity  or  with  what  ap- 
plause cannot  now  be  known.  As  he  always  spoke  with 
respect  of  bis  master,  it  is  probable  Aat  the  mean  rank,  in 
which  he  then  appeared,  did  not  hinder  his  genins  from 
being  dbtiognisbed,  or  his  industry  from  being  rewarded  ; 
and  if  in  »o  low  a  state  he  obtained  distinction  and  re- 
wards, it  is  not  likely  they  were  gained  bat  by  genius  and 
industry* 

It  is  very  reasonable  to  conjecture,  that  his  application 
was  equal  to  his  abilities,  because  his  improveroent  was 
more  than  proportioned  to  the  opportunities  which  be  en- 
joyed ;  nor  can  it  be  doubted,  that  if  his  earliest  produc- 
tions had  been  preserved,  like  those  of  happier  students, 
we  might  in  some  have  found  vigorous  sallies  of  that 
sprightly  humour  which  distinguishes  the  Author  to  be  let, 
and  in  others  strong  touches  of  that  ardent  imagination 
which  painted  the  solemn  scenes  of  the  Wanderer. 

<:  On  this  circmnstance,  Boswell  founds  one  of  his  strongest  arguments  against 
Savage's  being  the  son  of  lady  Macclesfield.  "  If  there  was  such  a  legacy  left/' 
says  Boswell,  **  his  not  being  able  to  obtain  payment  of  it,  must  be  imputed  to 
his  consciousness  that  he  was  not  the  real  pemn*  The  just  inference  should  be, 
that,  by  the  death  of  lady  Macclesfield's  child  before  iu  godmother,  the  legacy 
became  lapsed ;  and,  therefore,  that  Johnson's  Savage  was  an  impostor.  If  he 
had  a  title  to  the  legacy,  he  could  not  have  found  any  difficulty  in  recovering  it ; 
for  had  the  executors  resisted  his  claim,  the  whole  costs,  as  well  as  the  legacy, 
must  have  been  paid  by  them,  if  he  had  been  the  child  to  whom  it  was  given." 
With  respect  for  the  legal  memory  of  Boswell,  we  would  venture  to  urge,  that 
the  forma  pauperis  is  not  the  most  available  mode  of  addressing  an  English 
court ;  and,  therefore,  Johnion  is  not  clearly  proved  wrong  by  the  above  argu- 
ment brought  against  him.    £o. 
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While  he  was  dins  cultivating  his  genias,  his  fkther,  the 

earl  Rnrers,  was  seized  with  a  distemper,  which,  in  a  short 

time,  pat  an  end  to  his  life"^.     He  had  frequently  inquired 

after  his  son,  and  had  always  been  amused  with  fallacious 

and  evasive  answers ;  but,  being  now,  in  his  own  opinion, 

on  his  deathbed,  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  provide  for  him 

among  his  other  natural  children,  and,  therefore,  demanded 

a  positive  account  of  him,  with  an  importunity  not  to  be 

diverted  or  denied.     His  mother,  who  could  no  longer 

refuse  an  answer,  determined,  at  least,  to  give  snch  as 

should  cut  him  off  for  ever  from  that  happiness  which 

competence  affords,  and,  therefore,  declared  that  he  was 

dead ;  which  is,  perhaps,  the  first  instance  of  a  lie  invented 

by  a  mother  to  deprive  her  son  of  a  provision  which  was 

designed  him  by  another,  and  which  she  could  not  expect 

herself,  though  he  should  lose  it. 

This  was,  therefore,  an  act  of  wickedness  which  could 
not  be  defeated,  because  it  could  not  be  suspected ;  the 
earl  did  not  imagine  there  could  exist  in  a  human  foim  a 
mother  that  would  ruin  her  son  without  enriching  herself, 
and,  Uierefore,  bestowed  upon  some  other  person  six 
thousand  pounds,  which  he  had  in  his  will  bequeathed  to 
Savage. 

The  same  cruelty  which  incited  his  mother  to  intercept 
this  provision  which  had  been  intended  him,  prompted  her, 
in  a  short  time,  to  another  project,  a  project  worthy  of  such 
a  disposition.  She  endeavoured  to  rid  herself  from  the 
danger  of  being  at  any  time  made  known  to  him,  by  send- 
ing him  secretly  to  the  American  plantations*". 

By  whose  kindness  this  scheme  was  counteracted,  or  by 
what  interposition  she  was  induced  to  lay  aside  her  design, 
I  know  not;  it  is  not  improbable  that  the  lady  Mason 
might  persuade  or  compel  her  to  desist,  or,  perhaps,  she 
could  not  easily  find  accomplices  wicked  enough  to  concur 
in  so  cruel  an  action ;  for  it  may  be  conceived,  that  those 
who  had,  by  a  long  gradation  of  g^ilt,  hardened  their  hearts 

'  He  died  August  18th,  1712     R. 
*  Savage's  prefaoe  to  hu  BlisceUany. 
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against  the  sense  of  common  wickedness,  wonld  yet  be 
shocked  at  the  design  of  a  mother  to  expose  her  son  te 
slavery  and  want,  to  expose  him  withoat  interest,  and  with* 
ont  proTOcation ;  and  Savage  might,  on  this  occasion,  find 
protectors  and  advocates  among  those  who  had  long  traded 
in  crimes,  and  whom  compassion  had  never  touched  before. 
Being  hindered,  by  whatever  means,  from  banishing  him 
into  another  country,  she  formed,  soon  after,  a  scheme  tor 
burying  him  in  poverty  and  obscurity  in  his  own;  and, 
that  his  station  of  life,  if  not  the  place  of  his  residence, 
might  keep  him  for  ever  at  a  distance  from  her,  she  ordered 
him  to  be  placed  with  a  shoemaker  in  Holborn,  that,  after 
the  usual  time  of  trial,  he  might  become  his  apprenticed 

It  is  generally  reported,  that  this  project  was,  for  some 
time,  successful,  and  that  Savage  was  employed  at  the  awl 
longer  than  he  was  willing  to  confess;  nor  was  it,  perhaps, 
fmy  great  advantage  to  him,  that  an  unexpected  discovery 
determined  him  to  quit  his  occupation. 

About  this  time  his  nurse,  who  had  always  treated  him 
as  her  own  son,  died ;  and  it  was  natural  for  him  to  take 
care  of  those  effects  which,  by  her  death,  were,  as  he  imar 
gined,  become  his  own :  he,  therefore,  went  to  her  house, 
opened  her  boxes,  and  examined  her  papers,  among  which 
he  found  some  letters  written  to  her  by  the  lady  Mason, 
which  informed  him  of  his  birth,  and  the  reasons  for  which 
it  was  concealed. 

He  was  no  longer  satisfied  with  the  employment  which 
had  been  allotted  him,  but  thought  he  had  a  right  to  share 
the  aflSuence  of  his  mother ;  and,  therefore,  without  scruple* 
applied  to  her  as  her  son,  and  made  use  of  every  art  to 
awaken  her  tenderness,  and  attract  her  regard.  But  nei- 
ther his  letters,  nor  the  interposition  of  those  friends  which 
his  merit  or  his  distress  procured  him,  made  any  impression 
upon  her  mind.  She  still  resolved  to  neglect,  though  she 
could  no  longer  disown  him. 

It  was  to  no  purpose  that  he  frequently  solicited  her  to 

'  Sftva^'s  preface  to  hii  Miscellany. 
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to  see  her :  she  avoided  him  with  the  most  yigi" 
hmt  precaution,  and  ordered  him  to  be  excluded  from  her 
hoose,  by  whomsoever  he  might  be  introduced/  and  what 
reason  soever  he  might  give  for  entering  it. 

Savage  was  at  the  same  time  so  touched  with  the  dis- 
covery of  his  real  mother,  that  it  was  his  frequent  practice 
to  walk  in  the  dark  evenings  <  for  several  hours  before  her 
door,  in  hopes  of  seeing  her  as  she  might  come  by  accident 
to  the  window,  or  cross  her  apartment  with  a  candle  io 
her  hand. 

Bat  all  his  assiduity  and  tenderness  were  without  effect, 
for  he  could  neither  soften  her  heart  nor  open  her  hand, 
and  was  reduced  to  the  utmost  miseries  of  want,  while  he 
was  endeavouring  to  awaken  the  affection  of  a  mother. 
He  was,  therefore,  obliged  to  seek  some  other  means  of 
support;  and,  having  no  profession,  became,  by  necessity, 
an  author. 

At  this  time  the  attention  of  the  literary  world  was  en- 
grossed by  the  Bangorian  controversy,  which  filled  the 
press  with  pamphlets,  and  the  coffee-houses  with  dispu- 
tants. Of  this  subject,  as  most  popular,  he  made  choice 
for  his  first  attempt,  and,  without  any  other  knowledge  of 
the  question  than  he  had  casually  collected  from  conversa- 
tioD,  published  a  poem  against  the  bishop  *". 

What  was  the  success  or  merit  of  this  performance,  I 
know  not;  it  was  probably  lost  among  the  innumerable 
pamphlets  to  which  that  dispute  gave  occasion.  Mr.  Sa- 
vage was  himself  in  a  little  time  ashamed  of  it,  and  endea- 
voored  to  suppress  it,  by  destroying  all  the  copies  that  he 
could  collect. 

He  then  attempted  a  more  gainful  kind  of  writing  ^  and, 
in  his  eighteenth  year,  offered  to  the  stage  a  comedy,  bor- 
rowed from  a  Spanish  plot,  which  was  refused  by  the  play- 
ers, and  was,  therefore,  given  by  hun  to  Mr.  Bullock,  who, 

f  See  the  Plain  Dealer. 

^  The  lido  of  Ih^  poem  waa  the  Convooatien,  or  a  Battle  of  Pamphlets, 
1717.    J.  B. 
'  Jacob'a  lives  of  the  Dramatick  Poets.    Dr.  J. 
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Riddles  b«t  aCoved  tke  ■iifciimi  aiHthor  ■»  part  of  tin 


XcC  dkcoansed,  kwercr,  at  Us  re|Mlse,  he  wwte,  tvo 
y»ara  aftcnraida.  Love  in  aTefl^  iiiflifT  caaicdy,  butioaed 
Iftevve  6oM  the  Spanbh,  bat  witk  tittle  better  ncceas 
tkni  beibre;  for,  tboa^  h  ?ai  leceiied  aad  acted,  yet  it 
a|H>eanwl  so  fate  in  the  jear,  that  Ae  aathor  oblaiiied  ao 
other  adiraatage  froai  it,  thm  the  atqaaiataace  of  sir 
Bichard  Steele,  aad  Mr.  Wilks,  by  whom  he  was  |Htied, 


Sir  Biehard  Steele,  havk^  decfauted  ia  his  fiiToor  with 
all  the  ardoor  of  beneroleoce  which  coastitated  lus  char 
facter,  pnaaoted  hb  interest  with  the  ataMKt  aeal,  related 
his  mirfbrtonesy  applaaded  his  merit,  took  all  the  opporto- 
nities  of  recoainiendini;  him,  and  asserted,  that ''  the  inhn- 
manity  of  his  mother  had  girea  him  a  right  io  find  every 
good  nmn  his  father'.' 

Nor  was  Mr.  Sar^^e  admitted  to  his  acquaintance  only, 
bat  io  hit  confidence,  of  which  he  sometimes  related  an 
instance  too  extraordinaiy  to  be  omitted,  as  it  affords  a 
trery  jost  idea  of  his  patron's  character. 

He  was  once  desired  by  sir  Bichard,  with  aa  air  of  the 
ntmost  importance,  to  come  very  early  to  his  house  the 
next  morning.  Mr.  Savage  came  as  he  had  promised, 
foand  the  chariot  at  the  door,  and  sir  Bichard  waiting  for 
him,  and  ready  to  go  out.  What  was  intended,  and 
whither  they  were  to  go.  Savage  conld  not  conjecture, 
and  was  not  willing  to  inquire;  but  immediately  seated 
himself  with  sir  Bichard.  The  coachman  was  ordered  to 
drive»  and  they  hurried,  with  the  utmost  expedition,  to 
Hyde-park  comer,  where  they  stopped  at  a  petty  tavern, 
and  retired  to  a  private  room.  Sir  Bichard  then  informed 
him^  that  he  intended  to  publish  a  pamphlet,  and  that  he 

k  This  pUy  was  printed  fixst  in  8vo. ;  and  aftcrwanis  in  12mo.  the  fifth 
edition.    Dr.  J. 
1  Plain  Dealer.    Dr.  J. 
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had  desired  hhn  to  come  tbtther  that  he  might  write  for 
him.  They  soon  sat  down  to  the  work.  Sir  Richard  dic- 
tated, and  Savage  wrote,  till  the  dinner  that  had  been  or- 
dered was  put  upon  the  table.  Savage  was  surprised  at 
the  meanness  of  the  entertainment,  and,  after  some  hesi- 
tation, ventured  to  ask  for  wine,  which  sir  Richard,  not 
without  reluctance,  ordered  to  be  brought.  They  then 
finished  their  dinner,  and  proceeded  in  their  pamphlet, 
which  they  concluded  in  the  afternoon. 

Mr.  Savage  then  imagined  his  task  over,  and  expected 
that  sir  Richard  would  call  for  the  reckoning,  and  return 
home ;  but  his  expectations  deceived  him,  for  sir  Richard 
told  him  that  he  was  without  money,  and  that  the  pam- 
phlet must  be  sold,  before  the  dinner  could  be  paid  for ; 
and  Savage  was,  therefore,  obliged  to  go  and  offer  their 
new  production  to  sale  for  two  guineas,  which,  with  some 
difficulty,  he  obtained.  Sir  Richard  then  returned  home, 
having  retired  that  day  only  to  avoid  his  creditors,  and 
composed  the  pamphlet  only  to  discharge  his  reckoning. 

Mr.  Savage  related  another  fact  equally  uncommon, 
which,  though  it  has  no  relation  to  his  life,  ought  to  be 
preserved.  Sir  Richard  Steele  having  one  day  invited 
to  his  house  a  great  number  of  persons  of  the  first  quality, 
diey  were  surprised  at  the  number  of  liveries  which  sur- 
rounded the  table ;  and  after  dinner,  when  wine  and  mirth 
had  set  them  free  from  the  observation  of  rigid  cere- 
mony, one  of  them  inquired  of  sir  Richard,  how  such  an 
expensive  train  of  domesticks  could  be  consistent  with  his 
fortune.  Sir  Richard  very  frankly  confessed,  that  they 
were  fellows  of  whom  he  would  very  willingly  be  rid : 
and  being  then  asked  why  he  did  not  discharge  them, 
declared  that  they  were  bailiffs,  who  had  introduced  them- 
selves with  an  execution,  and  whom,  since  he  could  not 
send  them  away,  he  had  thought  it  convenient  to  embellish 
with  liveries,  that  they  might  do  him  credit  while  they 
staid. 

His  friends  were  diverted  with  the  expedient,  and, 
by  paying  the  debt,  discharged  their  attendance,  having 
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obliged  sir  Richard  to  promise  that  they  shouM  neVer 
again  find  him  graced  with  a  retmae  of  the  same  kind. 

Under  snch  a  tutor  Mr.  Savage  was  not  likely  to  learn 
prudence  or  frugality ;  and,  perhaps,  many  of  the  misfor^ 
tunes  which  the  want  of  those  virtues  brought  upon  him 
in  the  following  parts  of  his  life,  might  be  justly  imputed 
to  so  unimproving  an  example. 

•  Nor  did  the  kindness  of  sir  Richard  end  in  common  fa* 
vours.  He  proposed  to  have  established  him  in  some  set- 
tled scheme  of  life,  and  to  have  contracted  a  kind  of  al- 
liance with  him,  by  marrying  him  to  a  natural  daughter,  on 
whom  he  intended  to  bestow  a  thousand  pounds.  But^ 
though  he  was  always  lavish  of  future  bounties,  he  con* 
ducted  his  affairs  in  such  a  manner,  that  he  was  very  sel- 
dom able  to  keep  his  promises,  or  execute  his  own  inten* 
tions ;  and,  as  he  was  never  able  to  raise  the  sum  which  he 
had  offered,  themarriage  was  delayed.  In  the  mean  time 
he  was  officiously  informed,  that  Mr.  Savage  had  ridiculed 
him ;  by  which  he  was  so  much  exasperated,  that  he  with- 
drew the  allowance  which  he  had  paid  him,  and  never 
afterwards  admitted  him  to  his  house. 

It  is  not,  indeed,  unlikely  that  Savage  might,  by  his  im- 
prudence, expose  himself  to  the  malice  of  a  talebearer;  for 
lus  patron  had  many  follies,  which,  as  his  discernment 
easily  discovered,  his  imagination  might  sometimes  incite 
him  to  mention  too  ludicrously.  A  little  knowledge  of  the 
world  is  sufficient  to  discover  that  such  weakness  b  very 
eommon,  and  that  there  are  few  who  do  not  sometimes,  in 
the  wantonness  of  thoughtless  mirth,  or  the  heat  of  tran- 
sient resentment,  speak  of  their  friends  and  benefactors  with 
levity  and  contempt,  though,  in  their  cooler  moments,  they 
want  neither  sense  of  their  kindness,  nor  reverence  for 
their  virtue :  the  fault,  therefore,  of  Mr.  Savage  was  rather 
negligence  than  ingratitude.  But  sir  Richard  must,  like- 
wise, be  acquitted  of  severity,  for  who  is  there  that  can  pa- 
tiently bear  contempt  from  one  whom  he  has  relieved  and 
supported,  whose  establishment  he  has  laboured,  and  whose 
interest  he  has  promoted  ? 
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He  was  now  agaio  abandoned  to  fortune,  wRhout  any 
other  friend  than  Mr.  Wilks ;  a  man  who,  whatever  were 
his  abilities  or  skill  as  an  actor,  deserves,  at  least,  to  be  re- 
membered for  his  virtues  "',  which  are  not  often  to  be  found 
in  the  world,  and,  perhaps,  less  often  in  his  profession  than 
in  others.  To  be  humane,  generous,  and  candid,  is  a  very 
high  degree  of  merit  in  any  case ;  but  those  qualities  de- 
serve still  greater  praise,  when  they  are  found  in  that  con- 
dilioo  which  makes  almost  every  other  man,  for  what- 
ever reason,  contemptuous,  insolent,  petulant,  selfish,  and 
brutal. 

As  Mr.  Wilks  was  one  of  those  to  whom  calamity  sel- 
dom complained  without  relief,  he  naturally  took  an  un- 
fortunate wit  into  his  protection,  and  not  only  assisted  him 
in  any  casual  distresses,  but  continued  an  equal  and  steady 
kindness  to  the  time  of  his  death. 

By  his  interposition  Mr.  Savage  once  obtained  from  his 
mother'^  fifty  pounds,  and  a  promise  of  one  hundred  and 

■  At  it »  a  loM  to  mankind  when  any  good  action  it  foigotten,  I  shall  inaett 
another  instance  of  Aft.  Will(s's  generosity,  very  little  known.  Mr.  Smith«.a 
gentleman  educated  at  Dublin,  being  hindered  by  an  impediment  in  his  pro- 
nunciation from  engaging  in  orders,  for  which  his  friends  designed  him,  left  his 
own  country,  and  came  to  London  in  quest  of  employment,  but  found  his  solici- 
tations frmUesi,  and  his  necessities  every  day  more  presaing.  In  thia  distress 
he  wrote  a  tragedy,  and  offered  it  to  the  players,  by  whom  it  was  rejected. 
Thus  were  his  last  hopes  defeated,  and  he  had  no  other  prospect  than  of  the 
most  deplorable  poverty.  But  Mr.  Wilks  thought  his  performance,  though  not 
pctfect,  at  least  worthy  of  some  reward,  and,  therefore,  offared  him  a  beneSt. 
This  favour  he  impraved  with  so  much  diligence,  that  the  house  affinded  him  a 
considerable  sum,  with  which  he  went  to  Leyden,  applied  himself  to  the  study 
of  physick,  and  prosecuted  his  design  with  so  much  diligence  and  success,  that, 
when  Dr.  Boerhaave  was  desired  by  the  czarina  to  recommend  proper  persons  to 
introdiice  into  Russia  the  practice  and  study  of  physick.  Dr.  Smith  waa  one  of 
those  whom  he  selected.  He  had  a  considerable  pension  settled  on  him  at  his 
arrival,  and  was  one  of  the  chief  physicians  at  the  Russian  court.    Dr.  J. 

A  letter  from  Dr.  Smith,  in  Russia,  to  Mr.  Wilks,  is  printed  in  Chetwood's 
Histoiy  of  the  Stage.    R. 

■  "  This,"  says  Vr.  Johnson, "  I  write  upon  the  credit  of  the  author  of  his 
Hfe,  which  was  published  in  1727;"  and  was  a  small  pamphlet,  intended  to 
plead  his  cause  with  the  publick  while  under  sentence  of  death  *'  for  the  mur- 
der of  Mr.  James  Sinclair,  at  Robinson's  coffee-house,  at  Charing-croas,  price 
(kL  Roberta."    Savage  sent  a  copy  of  it  to  Mrs.  Carter,  with  some  corrections 
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fifty  more ;  but  it  was  the  fate  of  this  unhappy  man,  that 
few  promises  of  any  advantage  to  him  were  performed. 
His  mother  was  infected,  among  others,  with  the  general 
madness  of  the  South-sea  traflSck ;  and,  having  been  dis- 
appointed in  her  expectations,  refused  to  pay  what,  per- 
haps, nothing  but  the  prospect  of  sudden  affluence  prompted 
her  to  promise* 

Being  thus  obliged  to  depend  upon  the  friendship  of 
Mr.  Wilks,  he  was,  consequently,  an  assiduous  frequenter 
of  the  theatres ;  and,  in  a  short  time,  the  amusements  of 
the  stage  took  such  possession  of  his  mind,  that  he  nerer 
was  absent  from  a  play  in  several  years. 

This  constant  attendance  naturally  procured  him  the 
acquaintance  of  the  players;  and,  among  others,  of  Mrs. 
Oldfield,  who  was  so  much  pleased  with  his  conversation, 
and  touched  with  his  misfortunes,  that  she  allowed  him  a 
settled  pension  of  fifty  pounds  a  year,  which  was  during 
her  life  regularly  paid. 

That  this  act  of  generosity  may  receive  its  due  praise, 
and  that  the  good  actions  of  Mrs.  Oldfield  may  not  be 
sullied  by  her  genei:al  character,  it  is  proper  to  mention 
what  Mr.  Savage  often  declared,  in  the  strongest  terms, 
that  he  never  s^  her  alone,  or  in  any  other  place  than 
behind  the  scenes. 

At  her  death  he  endeavoured  to  show  his  gratitude  in 
the  most  decent  manner,  by  wearing  mourning,  as  for  a 
mother ;  but  did  not  celebrate  her  in  elegies  ®,  because  he 
knew  that  too  great  profusion  of  praise  would  only  have 
revived  those  faults  which  his  natural  equity  did  not  allow 
him  to  think  less,  because  they  were  committed  by  one 
who  favoured  him  ;  but  of  which,  though  his  virtue  would 
not  endeavour  to  palliate  them,  his  gratitude  would  not 
suffer  him  to  prolong  the  memory,  or  diffuse  the  censure. 

In  his  Wanderer,  he  has,  indeed,  taken  an  opportunity 

and  remarks.    See  his  letter  to  that  lady  in  Hdrs.  Carter's  life  by  Mr.  Pennii^- 
tOD,  vol.  i.  p.  58. 

*  Chetwood,  however,  has  printed  a  poem  on  her  death,  which  ht  ascribes 
to  Mr.  Savage.    See  History  of  the  Stage,  p.  206     R 
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of  mentioniDg  her ;  bat  celebrates  her  not  for  her  virtue, 
but  her  beauty,  an  excellence  which  none  ever  denied 
her:  this  is  the  only  encomium  with  which  he  has  re- 
warded her  liberality ;  and,  perhaps,  he  has,  even  in  this, 
been  too  lavish  of  his  praise.  He  seems  to  have  thought, 
that  never  to  mention  his  benefactress  would  have  an  ap- 
pearance of  ingratitude,  though  to  have  dedicated  any 
particular  performance  to  her  memory  would  have  only 
betrayed  an  officious  partiality,  that,  without  exalting  her 
character,  would  have  depressed  his  own. 

He  had  sometimes,  by  the  Undness  of  Mr.  Wilks,  the 
advantage  of  a  benefit,  on  which  occasions  he  often  re- 
ceived uncommon  marks  of  regard  and  compassion ;  and 
was  once  told,  by  the  duke  of  Dorset,  that  it  was  just  to 
consider  him  as  an  injured  nobl&man;  and  that,  in  his 
opinion,  the  nobility  ought  to  thiuk  themselves  obliged, 
without  solicitation,  to  take  every  opportunity  of  support^ 
ing  him  by  their  countenance  and  patronage.  But  he  had 
generally  the  mortification  to  hear,  that  the  whole  interest 
of  his  mother  was  employed  to  frustrate  his  applications, 
and  that  she  never  left  any  expedient  untried,  by  which 
he  might  be  cut  off  from  the  possibility  of  supporting  life* 
The  same  disposition  she  endeavoured  to  diffuse  among 
all  those  over  whom  nature  or  fortune  gave  her  any  influ- 
ence ;  and,  indeed,  succeeded  too  well  in  her  design  ;  but 
could  not  always  propagate  her  effrontery  with  her  cruelty ; 
for  some  of  those,  whom  she  incited  against  him,  were 
ashamed  of  their  own  conduct,  and  boasted  of  that  relief 
which  they  never  gave  him. 

In  this  censure  I  do  not  indiscriminately  involve  all  his 
relations;  for  he  has  mentioned,  with  gpratitude,  the  hu- 
manity of  one  lady,  whose  name  I  am  now  unable  to  re- 
collect, and  to  whom,  therefore,  I  cannot  pay  the  praises 
which  she  deserves,  for  having  acted  well,  in  opposition  to 
influence,  precept,  and  example. 

The  punishmeht  which  our  laws  inflict  upon  those  par- 
rents  who  n^urder  their  infants,  is  well  known  ;  nor  has  its 
justice  ever  been  contested;  but,  if  they  deserve  death 
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who  destroy  a  child  in  its  birth,  what  pains  can  be  severe 
enough  for  her  who  forbears  to  destroy  him,  only  to  inflict 
sharper  miseries  upon  him ;  who  prolongs  his  life,  only  to 
make  him  miserable ;  and  who  exposes  him,  without  care 
and  without  pity,  to  the  malice  of  oppression,  the  caprices 
of  chance,  and  the  temptations  of  poverty ;  who  rejoices 
to  see  him  overwhelmed  with  calamities ;  and,  when  his 
own  industry,  or  the  charity  of  others,  has  enabled  him  to 
rise,  for  a  short  time,  above  his  miseries,  plunges  him 
again  into  his  former  distress  ? 

The  kindness  of  his  friends  not  affording  him  any  con- 
stant supply,  and  the  prospect  of  improving  his  fortune 
by  enlarging  his  acquaintance  necessarily  leading  him  to 
places  of  expense,  he  found  it  necessary  p  to  endeavour, 
once  more,  at  dramatick  poetry,  for  which  he  was  now 
better  qualified,  by  a  more  extensive  knowledge  and 
longer  observation.  But  having  been  unsuccessful  in  co- 
medy, though  rather  for  want  of  opportunities  than  genius, 
he  resolved  now  to  try  whether  he  should  not  be  more 
fortunate  in  exhibiting  a  tragedy. 

The  story  which  he  chose  for  the  subject,  was  that  of 
sir  Thomas  Overbury,  a  story  well  adapted  to  the  stage, 
though,  perhaps,  not  far  enough  removed  from  the  present 
age  to  admit  properly  the  fictions  necessary  to  complete 
the  plan;  for  the  mind,  which  naturally  loves  truth,  is 
always  most  offended  with  the  violation  of  those  truths  of 
which  we  are  most  certain;  and  we,  of  course,  conceive 
those  facts  most  certain,  which  approach  nearest  to  our 
own  time. 

Out  of  this  story  he  formed  a  tragedy,  which,  if  the 
circumstances  in  which  he  ¥^ote  it  be  considered,  will 
-afford,  at  once,  an  uncommon  proof  of  streng^th  of  genius, 
and  evenness  of  mind,  of  a  serenity  not  to  be  rufiled,  and 
an  imagination  not  to  be  suppressed. 

During  a  considerable  part  of  the  time  in  which  he  was 
employed  upon  this  performance,  he  was  without  lodging, 

P  In  1724. 
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and  often  without  meat;  nor  had  he  any  other  conre* 
Hieneies  for  study  than  the  fields  or  the  streets  allowed 
him :  there  he  used  to  walk  and  form  his  speeches,  and, 
afterwards,  step  into  a  shop,  beg  for  a  few  moments  the 
use  of  the  pen  and  ink,  and  write  down  what  he  had 
composed,  upon  paper  which  he  had  picked  up  by  acci^ 
dent 

'  If  the  performance  of  a  writer  thus  distressed  is  not 
perfect,  its  faults  ought,  surely,  to  be  imputed  to  a  cause 
very  different  from  want  of  genius,  and  must  rather  excite 
pity  than  provoke  censure* 

But  when,  under  these  discouragements,  the  tragedy 
was  finished,  there  yet  remained  the  labour  of  introducing 
it  on  the  stage ;  an  undertaking,  which,  to  an  ingenuous 
mind,  was,  in  a  very  high  degree,  vexatious  and  dis* 
g^usting;  for,  having  little  interest  or  reputation,  he  was 
obliged  to  submit  himself  wholly  to  the  players,  and  ad- 
mit, with  whatever  reluctance,  the  emendations  of  Mr. 
Cibber,  which  he  always  considered  as  the  disgrace  of  his 
petformance. 

He  had,  indeed,  in  Mr.  Hill,  another  critick  of  a  very 
different  class,  from  whose  friendship  he  received  great 
assistance  on  many  occasions,  and  whom  he  never  men* 
tioned  but  with  the  utmost  tenderness  and  regard.  He 
had  been  for  some  time  distinguished  by  him  with  very 
particular  kindness,  and  on  this  occasion  it  was  natural  to 
apply  to  him,  as  an  author  of  an  established  character.  He, 
therefore,  sent  this  tragedy  to  him,  with  a  short  copy  of 
verses^,  in  which  he  desired  his  correction^  Mr.  Hill, 
whose  humanity  and  politeness  are  generally  known,  readily 
complied  with  his  request;  but,  as  he  is  remarkable  for 
singularity  of  sentiment,  and  bold  experiments  in  language, 
Mr.  Savage  did  not  think  his  play  much  improved  by  his 
innovation,  and  had,  even  at  that  time,  the  courage  to  re- 
ject several  passages  which  he  could  not  approve;  and, 
what  is  still  more  laudable,  Mr.  Hill  had  the  generosity 

4  Printed  in  the  late  collection  of  hii  poems. 
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Bot  to  resent  the  neglect  of  his  alterations,  but  wrote  the 
prologue  and  epilogue,  in  which  he  touches  on  the  circum- 
stances of  the  author  with  great  tenderness. 

After  all  these  obstructions  and  compliances,  he  was 
only  able  to  bring  his  play  upon  the  stage  in  the  summer, 
when  the  chief  actors  had  retired,  and  the  rest  were  in 
possession  of  the  house  for  their  own  advantage.  Among 
these,  Mr.  Savage  was  admitted  to  play  the  part  of  sir 
Thomas  OverhuryS  by  which  he  gained  no  great  reputa- 
tion, the  theatre  being  a  province  for  which  nature  seemed 
not  to  have  designed  him  ;  for  neither  his  voice,  look,  nor 
gesture,  were  such  as  were  expected  on  the  stage ;  and  he 
was  so  much  ashamed  of  having  been  reduced  to  appear  as 
a  player,  that  he  always  blotted  out  his  name  from  the  list, 
when  a  copy  of  his  tragedy  was  to  be  shown  to  his  friends. 

In  the  publication  of  his  performance  he  was  more  suc- 
cessful, for  the  rays  of  genius  that  glimmered  in  it,  that 
glimmered  through  all  the  mists  which  poverty  and  Gibber 
had  been  able  to  spread  over  it,  procured  him  the  notice 
and  esteem  of  many  persons  eminent  for  their  rank,  their 
virtue,  and  their  wit. 

Of  this  play,  acted,  printed,  and  dedicated,  the  aceumu* 
lated  profits  arose  to  a  hundred  pounds,  which  he  thought 
at  that  time  a  very  large  sum,  having  been  never  master 
of  so  much  before. 

In. the  dedication',  for  which  he  received  ten  guineas^ 
there  is  nothing  remarkable.  The  preface  contains  a  very 
liberal  encomium  on  the  blooming  excellencies  of  Mr. 
Theophilns  Gibber,  which  Mr.  Savage  could  not  in  the 
latter  part  of  his  life  see  his  friends  about  to  read  without 
snatching  the  play  out  of  their  hands.  The  generosity  <rf* 
Mr.  Hill  did  not  end  on  this  occasion;  for  afterwards, 
when  Mr.  Savage's  necessities  returned,  he  encouraged  a 
subscription  to  a  Miscellany  of  Poems  in  a  very  extraordi- 

*  It  was  acted  oaly  three  nights,  the  first  on  June  12, 1723.  When  the  home 
opened  for  the  winter  season  it  was  once  more  performed  for  the  author's  bene- 
fit, Oct.  2.    R. 

•  To  Herbert  Tryst,  esq.  of  Herefordshire.     Dr.  J. 
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nary  maimer,  by  pnblisbing  his  story  in  the  Plain  Dealer*, 
with  some  affecting  lines,  which  he  asserts  to  haye  been 
written  by  Mr.  Savage  npon  the  treatment  received  by  him 
Irbm  his  mother,  but  of  which  he  was  himself  the  author, 
88  Mr.  Savage  afterwards  declared.  These  lines,  and  the 
paper  in  which  they  were  inserted,  had  a  very  powerful 
^ect  upon  all  but  his  mother,  whom,  by  making  her 
cmelty  more  publick,  they  only  hardened  in  her  aversion. 

Mr.  Hill  not  only  promoted  the  subscription  to  the  Mis- 
cellany, but  furnished  likewise  the  greatest  part  of  the 
poems  of  which  it  is  composed,  and  particularly  the  Happy 
Man,  which  he  published  as  a  specimen. 

The  subscriptions  of  those  whom  these  papers  should 
influence  to  patromse  merit  in  distress,  without  any  other 
solicitation,  were  directed  to  be  left  at  Button's  coffee- 
kouse;  and  Mr.  Savage  going  thither  a  few  days  after- 
wards, without  expectation  of  any  effect  from  his  proposal, 
found  to  his  surprise  seventy  guineas",  which  had  been  sent 
him  in  consequence  of  the  compassion  excited  by  Mr.  Hill's 
pothetiek  representation. 

To  this  Miscellany  he  wrote  a  preface,  in  which  he 
gives  an  account  of  his  mother's  cruelty  in  a  very  uncom- 
mon strain  of  humour,  and  with  a  gaiety  of  imagination, 
which  the  success  of  his  subscription  probably  produced. 

The  dedication  is  addressed  to  the  lady  Mary  Wortley 
Montague,  whom  he  flatters  without  reserve,  and,  to  con- 
fess the  truth,  with  very  little  art'.    The  same  observa- 

■  The  Plain  Dealer  was  a  periodical  paper,  written  by  Mr.  Hill  and  Mr. 
Bond,  whom  Savage  called  the  two  contending  powers  of  light  and  darkness. 
They  wrote,  by  turns,  each  siz'essays ;  and  the  character  of  the  work  was  ob- 
served Rgnlarly  to  rise  in  Mr.  Hill's  weeks,  and  fall  in  Mr.  Bond's.    Dr.  J. 

■  The  names  of  those  who  so  generonsly  contributed  to  his  relief  having  been 
meatioiied  in  a  former  account,  ought  not  to  be  omitted  here.  They  were  the 
dotebess  of  Cleveland,  lady  Cheyney,  lady  Caatlemain,  lady  Gower,  lady  L«ch- 

,  the  dutchess  dowager  and  dutchess  of  Rutland,  lady  Strafford,  the  conn> 
dowager  of  Warwick,  Mrs.  Mary  Floyer,  Mfs.  Sofuel  Noel,  duke  of  Rut- 
luid,  lord  Gainsborough,  lord  Milsington,  Mr.  John  Savage.    Dr.  J. 
*  This  the  following  extract  from  it  wiU  prove  : 

— *'  Since  our  country  has  been  honoused  with  the  glory  of  your  wit,  as  ele- 
vated and  immortal  as  your  soul,  it  no  Tonger  remains  a  doubt  whether  your 

VOL.  VIII.  I 
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tion  may  be  extended  to  all  his  dedications :  his  compli- 
ments are  constrained  and  violent,  heaped  together  without 
the  grace  of  order,  or  the  decency  of  introduction:  he 
seems  to  have  written  his  panegyricks  for  the  perusal  only 
of  his  patrons,  and  to  have  imagined  that  he  had  no  other 
task  than  to  pamper  them  with  praises,  however  gross,  and 
that  flattery  would  make  its  way  to  the  heart,  without  the 
assistance  of  elegance  or  invention. 

Soon  afterwards  the  death  of  the  king  furnished  a  ge- 
neral subject  for  a  poetical  contest,  in  which  Mr.  Savage 
eng^ed,  and  is  allowed  to  have  carried  the  prize  of 
honour  from  his  competitors  :  but  I  know  not  whether  he 
gained  by  his  performance  any  other  advantage  than  the 
increase  of  his  reputation ;  though  it  must  certainly  have 
been  with  further  views  that  he  prevailed  upon  himself  to 
attempt  a  species  of  writing,  of  which  all  the  topicks  had 
been  long  before  exhausted,  and  which  was  made  at  once 
difficult  by  the  multitudes  that  had  failed  in  it,  and  those 
that  had  succeeded. 

He  was  now  advancing  in  reputation,  and  though  fre- 
quently involved  in  very  distressful  perplexities,  appeared, 
however,  to  be  gaining  upon  mankind,  when  both  his  fame 
and  his  life  were  endangered  by  an  event,  of  which  it  is 
not  yet  determined,  whether  it  ought  to  be  mentioned  as 
a  crime  or  a  calamity.. 

On  the  20th  of  November,  1727,  Mr.  Savage  came 
from  Richmond,  where  he  then  lodged,  that  he  might 
pursue  his  studies  with  less  interruption,  with  an  intent  to 
discbarge  another  lodging  which  he  had  in  Westminster ; 

sex  have  strength  of  mind  in  proportion  to  their  sweetness.  There  is  some- 
thing in  your  verses  as  distinguished  as  your  air.  They  are  as  strong  as  truth, 
as  deep  as  reason,  as  clear  as  innocence,  and  as  smooth  as  beauty.  They  con- 
tain a  nameless  and  peculiar  mixture  of  force  and  grace,  which  is  at  once  so 
movingly  serene,  and  so  majestically  lovely,  that  it  is  too  amiable  toTappcar  any 
where  but  in  your  eyes  and  in  your  writings." 

"  As  fortune  is  not  more  my  enemy  than  I  am  the  enemy  of  flattery,  1  know 
not  how  I  can  forbeaB  this  application  to  your  ladyship,  because  there  is  scarce 
a  possibility  that  I  should  say  more  than  I  befltve,  when  I  am  speaking  of  your 
excellence."     Dr.  J. 
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and  accidentally  meeting  two  gentlemen,  his  acquaints 
ances,  whose  names  were  Merchant  and  Gregory,  he  went 
in  with  them  to  a  neighbouring  coffee-house,  and  sat  drink- 
ing till  it  was  late,  it  being  in  no  time  of  Mr.  Savage's  life 
any  part  of  his  character  to  be  the  first  of  the  company  that 
desired  to  separate.  He  would  willingly  have  gone  to 
bed  in  the  same  house ;  but  there  was  not  room  for  the 
whole  company,  and,  therefore,  they  agreed  to  ramble 
about  the  streets,  and  divert  themselves  with  such  amuse* 
ments  as  should  offer  themselves  till  morning. 

In  this  walk  they  happened  unluckily  to  discover  a 
light  in  Robinson's  coffee-house,  near  Charing-cross,  and, 
therefore,  went  in.  Merchant,  with  some  rudeness,  de- 
manded a  room,  and  was  told  that  there  was  a  good  fire 
in  the  next  parlour,  which  the  company  were  about  to 
leave,  being  then  paying  their  reckoning.  Merchant,  not 
satisfied  with  this  answer,  rushed  into  the  room,  and  was 
followed  by  his  companions.  He  then  petulantly  placed 
himself  between  the  company  and  the  fire,  and  soon  after 
kicked  down  the  table.  This  produced  a  quarrel,  swords 
were  drawn  on  both  sides,  and  one  Mr.  James  Sinclair 
was  killed.  Savage,  having  likewise  wounded  a  maid  that 
held  him,  forced  his  way  with  Merchant  out  of  the  house  ; 
but  being  intimidated  and  confused,  without  resolution 
either  to  fly  or  stay»  they  were  taken  in  a  back  court  by 
one  of  the  company,  and  some  soldiers,  whom  he  had 
called  to  his  assistance. 

Being  secured  and  guarded  that  night,  they  were  in  the 
morning  carried  before  three  justices,  who  committed  them 
to  the  Gate-house,  from  whence,  upon  the  death  of  Mr. 
Sinclair,  which  happened  the  same  day,  they  were  re* 
moved  in  the  night  to  Newgate,  where  they  were,  how- 
ever, treated  with  some  distinction,  exempted  from  the 
ignominy  of  chains,  and  confined,  not  among  the  common 
criminals,  but  in  the  press-yard. 

When  the  day  of  trial  came,  the  court  was  crowded  in 
a  very  unusual  manner ;  and  the  publick  appeared  to  in- 
terest itself,  as  in  a  cause  of  general  concern.    The  wit- 

i2 


116  SAVAGE. 

aesses  against  Mr.  Savage  and  his  friends  were,  Uie 
woman  who  kept  the  hoase,  which  was  a  house  of  ill 
feane,  and  her  maid,  the  men  who  were  in  the  room  with 
Mr.  Sinclair,  and  a  woman  of  the  town,  who  had  heen 
drinking  with  them,  and  with  whom  one  of  them  had  been 
seen  in  bed.  They  swore  in  general,  that  Merchant  gave 
the  provocation,  which  Savage  and  Gregory  drew  their 
swords  to  justify;  that  Savage  drew  first,  and  that  he 
stabbed  Sinclair  when  he  was  not  in  a  posture  of  defence, 
or  while  Gregory  commanded  his  sword;  that  after  he 
had  g^ven  the  thrust  he  turned  pale,  and  would  have  re- 
tired, but  that  the  maid  clung  round  him,  and  one  of  the 
company  endeavoured  to  detain  him,  from  whom  he  broke, 
by  cutting  the  maid  on  the  head,  but  was  afterwards  taken 
in  a  court. 

There  was  some  difference  in  their  depositions ;  one  did 
not  see  Savage  give  the  wound,  another  saw  it  given  when 
Sinclair  held  his  point  towards  the  g^und ;  and  the  woman 
of  the  town  asserted,  that  she  did  not  see  Sinclair's  sword 
at  all :  this  difference,  however,  was  very  far  from  amount- 
mg  to  inconsistency ;  but  it  was  sufficient  to  show  that  the 
hurry  of  the  dispute  was  such,  that  it  was  not  easy  to  dis* 
cover  the  truth  with  relation  to  particular  circumstances, 
and  that,  therefore,  some  deductions  were  to  be  made 
from  the  credibility  of  the  testimonies. 

Sinclair  had  declared  several  times  before  his  death,  that 
he  received  his  wound  from  Savage ;  nor  did  Savage  at  his 
trial  deny  the  fact,  but  endeavoured  partly  to  extenuate  it, 
by  urging  the  suddenness  of  the  whole  action,  and  the  im* 
possibility  of  any  ill  design,  or  premeditated  malice ;  and 
partly  to  justify  it  by  the  necessity  of  self-defence,  and  the 
hasard  of  his  own  life,  if  he  had  lost  that  opportunity  of 
giving  the  thrust :  he  observed,  that  neither  reason  nor  law 
obliged  a  man  to  wait  for  the  blow  which  was  threatened, 
and  which,  if  he  should  suffer  it,  he  might  never  be  able  to 
return;  that  it  was  always  allowable  to  prevent  an  assault, 
and  to  preserve  life  by  taking  away  that  of  the  adversary 
by  whom  it  was  endangered. 
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With  regard  to  the  violence  with  which  he  endeavoured 
to  escape,  he  declared,  that  it  was  not  his  design  to  fly  from 
justice,  or  decline  a  trial,  but  to  avoid  the  expenses  and 
severities  of  a  prison ;  and  that  he  intended  to  have  ap* 
peared  at  the  bar  without  compulsion. 

This  defence,  which  took  up  more  than  an  hour,  was 
heard  by  the  multitude  that  thronged  the  court  with  the 
most  attentive  and  respectful  silence ;  those  who  thought 
he  ought  not  to  be  acquitted,  owned  that  applause  could 
not  be  refused  him ;  and  those  who  before  pitied  his  mis- 
fortunes, now  reverenced  his  abilities. 

The  witnesses  which  appeared  against  him  were  proved 
to  be  persons  of  characters  which  did  not  entitle  them  to 
much  credit;  a  common  strumpet,  a  woman  by  whom 
strumpets  were  entertained,  and  a  man  by  whom  they  were 
supported :  and  the  character  of  Savage  was,  by  several 
persons  of  distinction,  asserted  to  be  that  of  a  modest  in- 
offensive inan,  not  inclined  to  broils  or  to  insolence,  and 
who  had,  to  that  time,  been  only  known  for  his  misfortunes 
and  his  wit. 

Had  his  audience  been  his  judges,  he  had  undoubtedly 
been  acquitted ;  but  Mr.  Page,  who  was  then  upon  the 
bench,  treated  him  with  his  usual  insolence  and  severity, 
and  when  he  had  summed  up  the  evidence,  endeavoured 
to  exasperate  the  jury,  as  Mr.  Savage  used  to  relate  it, 
with  this  eloquent  harangue : 

"  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  you  are  to  consider  that  Mr. 
Savage  is  a  very  great  man,  a  much  gpreater  man  than  you 
or  I,  gentlemen  of  the  jury ;  that  he  wears  very  fine  clothes, 
much  finer  clothes  than  you  or  I,  gentlemen  of  the  jury; 
that  he  has  abundance  of  money  in  his  pocket,  much  more 
money  than  you  or  I,  gentlemen  of  the  jury ;  but,  gentlemen 
of  the  jury,  is  it  not  a  very  hard  case,  gentlemen  of  the  jury, 
that  Mr.  Savage  should,  therefore,  kill  you  or  me,  gentlemen 
of  the  jury  ?' 

Mr.  Savage,  hearing  his  defence  thus  misrepresented,  and 
the  men  who  were  to  decide  his  fate  incited  against  him  by 
invidious  comparisons,  resolutely  asserted,  that  his  cause 
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was  not  candidly  explained,  and  began  to  recapitulate  what 
he  had  before  said  with  regard  to  his  condition,  and  the  ne- 
cessity of  endeavooring  to  escape  the  expenses  of  imprison- 
ment ;  but  the  jadge  having  ordered  him  to  be  silent,  and 
repeated  his  orders  without  effect,  commanded  that  he 
should  be  taken  from  the  bar  by  force. 

The  jury  then  heard  the  opinion  of  the  judge,  that  good 
characters  were  of  no  weight  against  positive  evidence, 
though  they  might  turn  the  scale  where  it  was  doubtful ; 
and  that  though,  when  two  men  attack  each  other,  the 
death  of  either  is  only  manslaughter ;  but  where  one  is  the 
aggressor,  as  in  the  case  before  them,  and,  in  pursuance  of 
his  first  attack,  kills  the  other,  the  law  supposes  the  ac* 
tioD,  however  sudden,  to  be  malicious.  They  then  deli- 
berated upon  their  verdict,  and  determined  that  Mr.  Savage 
and  Mr.  Gregory  were  guilty  of  murder ;  and  Mr.  Mer- 
chant, who  had  no  sword,  only  of  manslaughter. 

Thus  ended  this  memorable  trial,  which  lasted  eight 
hours.  Mr.  Savage  and  Mr.  Gregory  were  conducted 
back  to  prison,  where  they  were  more  closely  confined, 
and  loaded  with  irons  of  fifty  pounds*  weight :  four  days 
afterwards  they  were  sent  back  to  the  court  to^receive  sen- 
tence ;  on  which  occasion  Mr.  Savage  made,  as  far  as  it 
could  be  retained  in  memory,  the  following  speech : 

**  It  b  now,  my  lord,  too  late  to  offer  any  thing  by  way 
of  defence  or  vindication ;  nor  can  we  expect  from  your 
lordships,  in  this  court,  but  the  sentence  which  the  law  re- 
quires you,  as  judges,  to  pronounce  against  men  of  our 
calamitous  condition.  But  we  are  abo  persuaded,  that  as 
mere  men,  and  out  of  thb  seat  of  rigorous  justice,  you  are 
susceptive  of  the  tender  passions,  and  too  humane  not  to 
commberate  the  unhappy  situation  of  those,  whom  the  law 
sometimes,  perhaps — exacts — from  you  to  pronounce  upon. 
No  doubt,  you  dbtinguish  between  offences  which  arise 
out  of  premeditation,  and  a  disposition  habituated  to  vice  or 
immorality,  and  transgressions,  which  are  the  unhappy  and 
unforeseen  effects  of  casual  absence  of  reason,  and  sudden 
impulse  of  passion ;  we,  therefore,  hope  you  will  contribute 
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all  yon  can  to  an  extension  of  that  mercy,  which  the  gen- 
tlemen of  the  jury  have  been  pleased  to  show  Mr.  Mer« 
chanty  who  (allowing  facts  as  sworn  against  us  by  the  evi- 
dence) has  led  us  into  this  our  calamity.  I  hope  this  will 
not  be  construed  as  if  we  meant  to  reflect  upon  that  gen- 
flemaUy  or  remove  any  thing  from  us  upon  him,  or  that  we 
repine  the  more  at  our  fate,  because  he  has  no  participa- 
tion of  it :  no,  my  lord ;  for  my  part,  I  declare  nothing 
coald  more  soften  my  grief,  than  to  be  without  any  compa* 
nion  in  so  great  a  misfortune'." 

Mr.  Savage  had  now  no  hopes  of  life,  but  from  the  mercy 
of  the  crown,  which  was  very  earnestly  solicited  by  his 
friends,  and  which,  with  whateyer  diiSculty  the  story  may 
obtain  belief,  was  obstructed  only  by  his  mother. 

To  prejudice  the  queen  against  him,  she  made  use  of  an 
incident,  which  was  omitted  in  the  order  of  time,  that  it 
might  be  mentioned  together  with  the  purpose  which  it 
was  made  to  serve.  Mr.  Savage,  when  he  had  discovered 
his  birth,  had  an  incessant  desire  to  speak  to  his  mother, 
who  always  avoided  him  in  publick,  and  refused  him  ad- 
mission into  her  house.  One  evening  walking,  as  it  was 
his  custom,  in  the  street  that  she  inhabited,  he  saw  the 
door  of  her  house  by  accident  open ;  he  entered  it,  and, 
finding  no  person  in  the  passage  to  hinder  him,  went  up 
stairs  to  salute  her.  She  discovered  him  before  he  could 
enter  her  chamber,  alarmed  the  family  with  the  most  dis- 
tressful outcries,  and,  when  she  had  by  her  screams  gathered 
them  about  her,  ordered  them  to  drive  out  of  the  house 
that  villain,  who  had  forced  himself  in  upon  her,  and  en- 
deavoured to  murder  her.  Savage,  who  had  attempted, 
with  the  most  submissive  tenderness,  to  soften  her  rage, 
hearing  her  utter  so  detestable  an  accusation,  thought  it 
prudent  to  retire ;  and,  I  believe,  never  attempted  after- 
wards to  speak  to  her. 

But,  shocked  as  he  was  with  her  falsehood  and  her 
cruelty,  he  imagined  that  she  intended  no  other  use  of  her 
lie,  than  to  set  herself  free  from  his  embraces  and  solicita- 

y  Mr.  Savage's  life. 
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tioDS,  and  was  very  far  from  siupecting  that  she  would 
treasure  it  io  her  memory  as  an  instrument  of  future 
wickedness^  or  that  she  would  endeavour  for  this  fictitious 
assault  to  deprive  him  of  his  life. 

But  when  the  queen  was  solicited  for  bis  pardon,  and 
informed  of  the  severe  treatment  which  he  had  suffered 
from  his  judge,  she  answered,  that,  however  unjustifiable 
might  be  'the  manner  of  his  trial,  or  whatever  extenuation 
the  action  for  which  he  was  condemned  might  admit,  she 
could  not  think  that  man  a  proper  object  of  the  king's 
mercy,  who  had  been  capable  of  entering  his  mother^s 
house  in  the  night,  with  an  intent  to  murder  her. 

By  whom  this  atrocious  calumny  had  been  transmitted 
to  the  queen ;  whether  she  that  invented  had  the  front  to 
relate  it;  whether  she  found  any  one  weak  enough  to 
credit  it,  or  corrupt  enough  to  concur  with  her  in  her 
hateful  design,  I  know  not ;  but  methods  had  been  taken 
to  persuade  the  queen  so  strongly  of  the  truth  of  it,  that 
she,  for  a  long  time,  refused  to  hear  any  of  those  who  pe« 
titioned  for  his  life. 

Thus  had  Savage  perished  by  the  evidence  of  a  bawd,  a 
strumpet,  and  his  mother,  had  not  justice  and  compassion 
procured  him  an  advocate  of  rank  too  great  to  be  rejected 
unheard,  and  of  virtue  too  eminent  to  be  heard  without 
being  believed.  His  merit  and  his  calamities  happened  to 
reach  the  ear  of  the  countess  of  Hertford,  who  engaged 
in  his  support  with  all  the  tenderness  that  is  excited  by 
pity,  and  all  the  zeal  which  is  kindled  by  generosity ;  and» 
demanding  an  audience  of  the  queen,  laid  before  her  the 
whole  series  of  his  mother's  cruelty,  exposed  the  improba- 
bility of  an  accusation  by  which  he  was  charged  with  an 
intent  to  commit  a  murder  that  could  produce  no  advan- 
ti^,  and  soon  convinced  her  how  little  his  former  conduct 
could  deserve  to  be  mentioned  as  a  reason  for  extraor- 
dinary severity. 

The  interposition  of  this  lady  was  so  successful,  that  be 
was  soon  after  admitted  to  bail,  and,  on  the  9th  of  M arch, 
1738,  pleaded  the  king's  pardon. 
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It  18  natand  to  inqaire  upon  what  motives  bis  mother 
could  prosecute  him  io  a  manner  so  outrageous  and  im- 
placable ;  for  what  reason  she  could  employ  all  the  arts  of 
malice,  and  all  the  snares  of  calumny,  to  take  away  the 
life  of  her  own  son,  of  a  son  who  never  injured  her,  who 
was  never  supported  by  her  expense,  nor  obstructed  any 
prospect  of  pleasure  or  advantage :  why  she  should  en* 
deavour  to  destroy  him  by  a  lie — ^a  lie  which  could  not 
gain  credit,  but  must  vanish  of  itself  at  the  first  moment  of 
examination,  and  of  which  only  this  can  be  said  to  make  it 
probaUe,  that  it  may  be  observed  from  her  conduct,  that 
the  most  execrable  crimes  are  sometimes  committed  with- 
out apparent  temptation. 

Hus  mother  is  still  alive*,  and  may,  perhaps,  even  yet, 
though  her  malice  was  so  often  defeated,  enjoy  the  plea- 
sure of  reflecting,  that  the  life,  which  she  often  endeavoured 
to  destroy,  was,  at  least,  shortened  by  her  maternal  offices ; 
that,  though  she  could  not  transport  her  son  to  the  planta- 
tions, bury  him  in  the  shop  of  a  mechanick,  or  hasten  the 
hand  of  the  publick  executioner,  she  has  yet  had  the  satis- 
faction of  imbittering  all  his  hours,  and  forcing  him  into 
exigencies  that  hurried  on  his  death. 

It  is  by  no  means  necessary  to  aggravate  the  enormity 
of  this  woman's  conduct,  by  placing  it  in  opposition  to  that 
of  the  countess  of  Hertford ;  no  one  can  fail  to  observe  how 
much  more  amiable  it  is  to  relieve,  than  to  oppress,  and  to 
rescue  innocence  from  destruction,  than  to  destroy  without 
an  injury. 

Mr.  Savage,  during  his  imprisonment,  his  trial,  and  the 
time  in  which  he  lay  under  sentence  of  death,  behaved 
with  great  firmness  and  equality  of  mind,  and  confirmed  by 
his  fortitude  the  esteem  of  those  who  before  admired  him 
for  his  abilities*.    The  peculiar  circumstances  of  his  life 


*  Shft  died  October  11,  1753,  at  ber  house  in  Old  Bond  itreet,  aged  above 
■Dvacoie.    R. 

*  It  appean  that  during  hit  confinement  he  wrote  a  letter  to  his  mother,  which 
be  sent  to  Theophilos  Gibber,  that  it  might  be  transmitted  to  her  through  the 
means  of  Mr.  Wilks.  In  his  letter  to  Gibber  he  says :  *«  As  to  death,  I  am 
easy,  and  dare  meet  it  like  a  man---aU  that  touches  me  is  the  concern  of  my 
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were  made  more  generally  known  by  a  short  account^, 
which  was  then  published,  and  of  which  several  thousands 
were,  in  a  few  weeks,  dispersed  over  the  nation ;  and  the 
compassion  of  mankind  operated  so  powerfully  in  his  fa^ 
vour,  that  he  was  enabled,  by  frequent  presents,  not  only 
to  support  himself,  but  to  assist  Mr.  Gregory  in  prison ; 
and,  when  he  was  pardoned  and  released,  he  found  the 
number  of  his  friends  not  lessened. 

The  nature  of  the  act  for  which  he  had  been  tried  was 
in  itself  doubtful ;  of  the  evidences  which  appeared  against 
him,  the  character  of  the  man  was  not  unexceptionable, 
that  of  the  woman  notoriously  infamous ;  she,  whose  testi- 
mony chiefly  influenced  the  jury  to  condemn  him,  after- 
wards retracted  her  assertions.  He  always  himself  denied 
that  he  was  drunk,  as  had  been  generally  reported.  Mr. 
Gregory,  who  is  now,  1744,  collector  of  Antigua,  is  said  to 
declare  him  far  less  criminal  than  he  was  imagined,  even  by 
some  who  favoured  him ;  and  Page  himself  afterwards 
confessed,  that  he  had  treated  him  with  uncommon  rigour. 
When  all  these  particulars  are  rated  together,  perhaps  the 
memory  of  Savage  may  not  be  much  sullied  by  his  trial. 

Some  time  after  he  had  obtained  his  liberty,  he  met  in 
the  street  the  woman  that  had  sworn  with  so  much  malig- 
nity against  him.  She  informed  him,  that  she  was  in  dis- 
tress, and,  with  a  degree  of  confidence  not  easily  attainable, 
desired  him  to  relieve  her.  He,  instead  of  insulting  her 
misery,  and  taking  pleasure  in  the  calamities  of  one  who 
had  brought  his  life  into  danger,  reproved  her  gently  for  her 
perjury ;  and  changing  the  only  guinea  that  he  had,  divided 
it  equally  between  her  and  himself. 

This  is  an  action  which,  in  some  ages,  would  have  made 
a  saint,  and,  perhaps,  in  others  a  hero,  and  which,  without 
any  hyperbolical  encomiums,  must  be  allowed  to  be  an  in- 

friendSy  and  a  reconcilement  with  my  mother.  I  cannot  express  the  agony  I 
felt  when  I  wrote  the  letter  to  her :  if  you  can  find  any  decent  excuse  for 
showing  it  to  Mrs.  Oldfield,  do;  for  I  would  have  all  my  friends  (and  that  ad- 
mirable lady  in  particular)  be  satisfied  I  hare  done  my  duty  towards  it.  Dr. 
Young  to-day  sent  me  a  letter  most  passionately  kind."  R. 
^  Written  by  Mr.  Beckingham  and  another  gentleman.    Dr.  J. 


SAVAGB.  12S 

stance  of  ancommon  generosity,  an  act  of  complicated  vir« 
tue ;  by  which  he  at  once  relieved  the  poor,  corrected  t||e 
yitioos,  and  forgave  an  enemy ;  by  which  he  at  once  re^ 
mitted  the  strongest  provocations,  and  exercised  the  most 
ardent  charity. 

Compassion  was,  indeed,  the  distinguishing  quality  of 
Savage ;  he  never  appeared  inclined  to  take  advantage  of 
weakness,  to  attack  the  defenceless,  or  to  press  upon  the 
falling:  whoever  was  distressed,  was  certain  at  least  of 
his  good  wishes ;  and  when  he  could  give  no  assistance  to 
extricate  them  from  misfortunes,  he  endeavoured  to  sooth 
them  by  sympathy  and  tenderness. 

But  when  his  heart  was  not  softened  by  the  sight  of 
misery,  he  was  sometimes  obstinate  in  his  resentment,  and 
did  not  quickly  lose  the  remembrance  of  an  injury.  He 
always  continued  to  speak  with  anger  of  the  insolence  and 
partiality  of  Page,  and  a  short  time  before  his  death  re- 
venged it  by  a  satire  S 

It  is  natural  to  inquire  in  what  terms  Mr.  Savage  spoke 
of  this  fatal  action,,  when  the  danger  was  over,  and  he  was 
under  no  necessity  of  using  any  art  to  set  his  conduct  in 
the  fairest  light.  He  was  not  willing  to  dwell  upon  it; 
and,  if  he  transiently  mentioned  it,  appeared  neither  to 
consider  himself  as  a  murderer,  nor  as  a  man  wholly  free 
from  the  guilt  of  blood  ^.  How  much  and  how  long  he  re- 
gretted it,  appeared  in  a  poem  which  he  published  many 
years  afterwards.  On  occasion  of  a  copy  of  verses,  in 
which  the  failings  of  good  men  were  recounted,  and  in 
which  the  author  had  endeavoured  to  illustrate  his  posi- 
tion, that  "  the  best  may  sometimes  deviate  from  virtue,*' 
by  an  instance  of  murder  committed  by  Savage  in  the  heat 
of  wine.  Savage  remarked,  that  it  was  no  very  just  repre- 
sentation of  a  good  man,  to  suppose  him  liable  to  drunken- 
ness, and  disposed  in  his  riots  to  cut  throats. 

He  was  now  indeed  at  liberty,  but  was,  as  before,  with- 
out any  other  support  than  accidental  favours  and  uncer- 

c  Printed  in  the  late  collection. 

'  In  one  of  his  letten  he  styles  it  "  a  fatal  qnanel,  but  too  well  known."  Dr.  J. . 
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tain  fairaaage  afforded  Uni;  KNirces  by  which  he  was 
flometiiiies  very  liberally  supplied,  and  which  at  other  times 
were  suddenly  stopped ;  so  that  he  spent  his  life  between 
want  and  plenty ;  or,  what  was  yet  worse,  between  beg- 
gary and  extravagance ;  for  as  whatever  he  received  was 
the  gift  of  chance,  wUch  might  as  well  favour  him  at  one 
time  as  another,  he  was  tempted  to  squander  what  he 
had,  because  he  always  hoped  to  be  immediately  supplied. 

Another  cause  of  his  profusion  was  the  absurd  kilkdness 
of  his  friends,  who  at  once  rewarded  and  enjoyed  his  abi- 
lities, by  treating  him  at  taverns,  and  habituating  him  to 
pleasures  which  he  could  not  afford  to  enjoy,  and  which  he 
was  not  able  to  deny  himself,  though  he  purchased  the 
luxury  of  a  single  night  by  the  anguish  of  cold  and  hunger 
for  a  week. 

The  experience  of  these  inconveniencies  determined  him 
to  endeavour  after  some  settled  income,  which,  having 
long  found  submission  and  entreaties  fruitless,  he  attempted 
to  extort  from  his  mother  by  rougher  methods.  He 'had 
now,  as  he  acknowledged,  lost  that  tenderness  for  her, 
which  the  whole  series  of  her  cruelty  had  not  been  able 
wholly  to  repress,  till  he  found,  by  the  efforts  which  she 
made  for  his  destruction,  that  she  was  not  content  with 
refusing  to  assist  him,  and  being  neutral  in  his  struggles 
with  poTorty,  but  was  as  ready  to  snatch  every  opportunity 
of  adding  to  his  misfortunes ;  and  that  she  was  to  be  con- 
sidered as  an  enemy  implacably  malicious,  whom  nothing 
but  his  blood  could  satisfy.  He,  therefore,  threatened  to 
harass  her  with  lampoons,  and  to  publish  a  copious  narra- 
tive of  her  conduct,  unless  she  consented  to  purchase  an 
exemption  from  infamy,  by  allowing  him  a  pension. 

This  expedient  proved  successful.  Whether  shame  still 
survived,  though  virtue  was  extinct,  or  whether  her  rela- 
tions had  more  delicacy  than  herself,  and  imagined  that 
some  of  the  darts  which  satire  might  point  at  her  would 
glance  upon  them ;  lord  Tyrconnel,  whatever  were  his  mo- 
tives, upon  his  promise  to  lay  aside  bis  design  of  exposing 
the  cruelty  of  his  mother,  received  bim  into  his  family. 
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treated  him  as  his  equal,  and  engaged  to  allow  him  a  pen- 
sion of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

This  was  the  golden  part  of  Mr.  Savage's  life ;  and,  for 
some  time,  he  had  no  reason  to  complain  of  fortune ;  his 
appearance  was  splendid,  his  expenses  large,  and  his  ac- 
quaintance extensive.  *  He  was  courted  by  all  who  endea- 
voured to  be  thought  men  of  genius,  and  caressed  by  all 
who  valued  themselves  upon  a  refined  taste.  To  admire 
Mr.  Savage,  was  a  proof  of  discernment ;  and  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  him,  was  a  title  to  poetical  reputation.  His 
presence  was  sufficient  to  make  any  place  of  publick  enter- 
tainment popular ;  and  his  approbation  and  example  con- 
stitnted  the  fashion.  So  powerful  is  genius,  when  it  is  in- 
vested with  the  glitter  of  affluence !  Men  willingly  pay  to 
fortune  that  regard  which  they  owe  to  merit,  and  are 
pleased  when  they  have  an  opportunity  at  once  of  gratify- 
ing their  vanity,  and  practising  their  duty. 

This  interval  of  prosperity  furnished  him  with  opportuni- 
ties of  enlarging  his  knowledge  of  human  nature,  by  con- 
templating life  from  its  highest  gradations  to  its  lowest ; 
and,  had  he  afterwards  applied  to  dramatick  poetry,  he 
would,  perhaps,  not  have  had  many  superiours ;  for,  as  he 
never  suffered  any  scene  to  pass  before  his  eyes  without 
notice,  he  had  treasured  in  his  mind  all  the  different  com- 
binations of  passions,  and  the  innumerable  mixtures  of  vice 
and  virtue,  which  distinguish  one  character  from  another ; 
and,  as  his  conception  was  strong,  his  expressions  were 
clear;  he  easily  received  impressions  from  objects,  and 
very  forcibly  transmitted  them  to  others. 

Of  bis  exact  observations  on  human  life  he  has  left  a 
proof,  which  would  do  honour  to  the  greatest  names,  in  a 
small  pamphlet,  called  the  Author  to  be  let%  where  he 
introduces  Iscariot  Hackney,  a  prostitute  scribbler,  giving 
an  account  of  his  birth,  his  education,  his  disposition  and 
morals,  habits  of  life,  and  maxims  of  conduct.  In  the 
introduction  are  related  many  secret  histories  of  the  petty 

•  Printed  in  his  workf ,  ▼ol.  ii.  p.  231 . 


126  JSAVAGB. 

writers  of  that  time,  bat  sometimeg  mixed  with 
reflections  on  their  birth,  their  circomstaoiDeB,  or 
their  relations ;  nor  can  it  be  denied,  that  some 
are  such  as  Iseariot  Hackney  mig^fat  himaetf  have 
daced. 

He  was  accused,  likewise,  of  living  in  an  appemBoe  oT 
friendship  with  some  whom  he  satirised,  and  of 
use  of  the  confidence  which  he  gained  by  a  wjnam 
ness,  to  discover  failings  and  expose  them :  it  most  he 
confessed,  that  Mr.  Savage's  esteem  was  no  very  oertaiB 
possession,  and  that  he  would  lampoon  at  one 
whom  he  had  praised  at  another. 

It  may  be  alleged,  that  the  same  man  may  change 
principles ;  and  that  he,  who  was  once  deservedly 
mended,  may  be  afterwards  satirized  with  eqnai  jostioe; 
or  that  the  poet  was  dazzled  with  the  appearance  of  virtne* 
and  found  the  man  whom  he  had  celebrated,  when  he  had 
an  opportunity  of  examining  him  more  narrowly,  unworthy 
of  the  paoegyrick  which  he  had  too  hastily  bestowed ;  and 
that  as  a  false  satire  ought  to  be  recanted,  for  the  sake 
of  him  whose  reputation  may  be  injured,  false  praise  onght 
likewise  to  be  obviated,  lest  the  distinction  between  vice 
and  virtue  should  be  lost,  lest  a  bad  man  sfaoidd  be  trusted 
upon  the  credit  of  his  encomiast,  or  lest  others  nhouH  en- 
deavour to  obtain  the  like  praises  by  the  same  means. 

But  though  these  excuses  may  be  often  piansifale,  and 
sometimes  just,  they  are  very  seldom  satisfactory  to  man- 
kind ;  and  the  writer,  who  is  not  constant  to  las  subject, 
quickly  sinks  into  contempt,  his  satire  loses  its  force,  mad 
his  panegyrick  its  value;  and  he  is  only  considered  at 
one  time  as  a  flatterer,  and  as  a  calumniator  at  another. 

To  avoid  these  imputations,  it  is  only  necessary  to  fol- 
low the  rules  of  virtue,  and  to  preserve  an  unvaried  regard 
to  truth.  For  though  it  is  undoubtedly  possible  that  a 
man,  however  cautious,  may  be  sometimes  deceived  by  an 
artful  appearance  of  virtue,  or  by  false  eridences  of  guilt, 
such  errours  will  not  be  frequent ;  and  it  will  be  allowed, 
that  the  namo  of  an  author  would  never  have  been  made 
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contemptible,  bad  no  man  ever  said  wbat  he  did  not  tbiok^ 
or  misled  otbers  but  'when  he  was  himself  deceived. 

The  Author  to  be  let  was  first  published  in  a  single 
pamphlet,  and  afterwards  inserted  in  a  collection  of  pieces 
relating  to  the  Dnnciad,  which  were  addressed  by  Mr. 
Savage  to  the  earl  of  .Middlesex,  in  a  dedication^  which 
he  was  prevailed  upon  to  sig^,  though  he  did  not  write  it, 
and  in  which  there  are  some  positions,  that  the  true  author 
would,  perhaps,  not  have  published  under  his  own  name, 
and  on  which  Mr.  Savage  afterwards  reflected  with  no 
great  satisfaction ;  the  enumeration  of  the  bad  effects  of 
the  nncontrouled  freedom  of  the  press,  and  the  assertion 
that  the  **  liberties  taken  by  the  writers  of  journals  with 
their  superiours  were  exorbitant  and  unjustifiable,'*  very 
ill  became  men,  who  have  themselves  not  always  shown 
the  exactest  regard  to  the  laws  of  subordination  in  their 
writiiigs,  and  who  have  often  satirized  those  that  at  least 
thought  themselves  their  superiours,  as  they  were  eminent 
for  their  hereditary  rank,  and  employed  in  the  highest 
offices  of  the  kingdom.  But  this  is  only  an  instance  of 
that  partiality  which  almost  every  man  indulges  with  re- 
gard to  himself:  the  liberty  of  the  press  is  a  blessing  when 
we  are  inclined  to  write  against  others,  and  a  calamity 
when  we  find  ourselves  overborne  by  the  multitude  of  our 
assailants;  as  the  power  of  the  crown  is  always  thought 
too  gpreat  by  those  who  suffer  by  its  influence,  and  too 
little  by  those  in  whose  favour  it  is  exei:ted ;  and  a  stand- 
ing army  is  generally  accounted  necessary  by  those  who 
command,  and  dangerous  and  oppressive  by  those  who 
support  it. 

Mr.  Savage  was,  likewise,  very  far  from  believing,  that 
the  letters  annexed  to  each  species  of  bad  poets  in  the 
Bathos  were,  as  he  was  directed  to  assert,  "  set  down  at 
random  ;'*  for  when  he  was  charged  by  one  of  his  friends 
with  putting  his  name  to  such  an  improbability,  he  had 
no  other  answer  to  make  than  that  "  he  did  not  think  of 

^  See  hU  works,  vol.  ii.  p.  233. 
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it ;"  and  his  friend  had  too  mneh  tenderness  to  reply,  tluit 
next  to  the  crime  of  writing  contrary  to  what  he  thought, 
was  that  of  writing  without  thinking. 

After  having  remarked  what  is  false  in  this  dedicatimi* 
it  is  proper  that  I  observe  the  impartiality  which  I  reoom- 
mend,  by  declaring  what  Savage  asserted;  that  the  ac- 
count of  the  circumstances  which  attended  the  publication 
of  the  Dunciad,  however  strange  and  improbable,  was 
exactly  true. 

The  publication  of  this  piece,  at  this  time,  raised  Mr. 
Savage  a  great  number  of  enemies  among  thpse  that  were 
attacked  by  Mr.  Pope,  with  whom  he  was  considered  as  a 
kind  of  confederate,  and  whom  he  was  suspected  of  sup- 
plying with  private  intelligence  and  secret  incidents:  so 
that  the  ignominy  of  an  informer  was  added  to  the  terrour 
of  a  satirist 

That  he  was  not  altogether  free  from  literary  hypoerisy, 
and  that  he  sometimes  spoke  one  thing  and  wrote  another, 
cannot  be  denied ;  because  he  himself  confessed,  that, 
when  he  lived  in  great  familiarity  with  Dennis,  he  wrote 
an  epigram*  against  him. 

Mr.  Savage,  however,  set  all  the  malice  of  all  the 
pygmy  writers  at  defiance,  and  thought  the  friendship  of 
Mr.  Pope  cheaply  purchased  by  being  exposed  to  their 
censure  and  their  hatred ;  nor  had  he  any  reason  to  repent 
of  the  preference,  for  he  found  Mr.  Pope  a  steady  and 
unalienable  friend  almost  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

About  this  time,  notwithstanding  his  avowed  neutrality 
with  regard  to  party^  he  published  a  panegyrick  on  sir 
Robert  Walpole,  for  which  he  was  rewarded  by  him  with 

f  This  epigram  was,  I  believe,  never  published : 

"  Should  Dennis  publish  you  had  stabb'd  your  brother, 
Lampoon*d  your  monarch,  or  debauch'd  your  mother ; 
Say,  what  revenge  on  Dennis  can  be  had. 
Too  dull  for  laughter,  for  reply  too  mad  1 
On  one  so  poor  you  cannot  take  the  law. 
On  one  so  old  your  sword  you  scorn  to  draw, 
Uncag'd  then,  let  the  harmless  monster  rage. 
Secure  in  dullness,  madness,  want,  and  age."  Dr.  J. 
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twenty  gouieat,  a  mam  not  v^ry  laige,  if  either  Ae  ex- 
eelleiiee  of  tiie  performancey  or  the  affluence  of  the  patron, 
be  considered;  but  greater  than  he  afterwards  obtained 
from  a  person  of  yet  higher  rank,  and  more  desirous  in 
appearance  of  being  distinguished  as  a  patron  of  literature. 

As  be  was  yery  far  from  approving  the  conduct  of  sir 
Robert  Walpole,  and  in  conversation  mentioned  him  some- 
times with  acrimony,  and  generally  with  contempt ;  as  he 
was  one  of  those  who  were  always  zealous  in  their  assertions 
of  the  justice  of  the  late  opposition,  jealous  of  the  rights  of 
the  people,  and  alarmed  by  the  long-continued  triumph  of 
the  court;  it  was  natural  to  ask  him  what  could  induce  him 
to  employ  his  poetry  in  praise  of  that  man,  who  was^  in  his 
opinion,  an  enemy  to  liberty,  and  an  oppressor  of  his  coun- 
try? He  alleged,  that  he  was  then  dependent  upon  the 
lord  Tyrconnel,  who  was  an  implicit  follower  of  the  minis- 
try, and  that,  being  enjoined  by  him,  not  without  menaces, 
lo  write  in  praise  of  his  leader,  he  had  not  resolutiod  suffi- 
cient to  sacrifice  the  pleasure  of  s^nence  to  that  of  integrity. 

On  this,  and  on  many  other  occasions,  he  was  ready  to 
lament  the  misery  of  living  at  the  tables  of  other  men, 
which  was  his  fate  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  his  fife ; 
for  I  know  not  whether  he  ever  had,  for  three  months 
togediOT,  a  settled  habitation,  in  which  he  could  claim  a 
right  of  residence. 

To  this  unhappy  state  it  is  just  to  imputp  much  of  the 
inconstancy  of  his  conduct ;  for  though  a  readiness  to  com- 
ply with  the  inclination  of  others  was  no  part  of  his  natural  ' 
ehaiacter,  yet  he  was  sometimes  obliged  to  relax  his  obsti- 
nacy, and  submit  his  own  judgment,  and  even  his  virtue, 
to  the  government  of  those  by  whom  he  was  supported  e 
so  that,  if  his  miseries  were  sometimes  the  consequences  of 
his  faults,  he  ought  not  yet  to  be  wholly  excluded  from 
compassion,  because  his  faults  were  very  often  the  effects  of 
his  misfortunes. 

In  this  gay  period  ^  of  his  life,  while  be  was  surrounded 

**  1739. 
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bj  flflaeaee  aad  plawHe,  he  pobGihed  the  Wanderer,  a 
muni  poea,  of  which  the  Aaiga  m  eei^priied  io  these 
liMs: 

I  ij  an  paUkk  cse,  aD  TeBad  sdrife. 
To  trj  the  rtill,  CHaptf^d  with  actrre  file ; 
To  prove,  I17  dboe,  the  liBB  of  men  maj  owe 
The  fruits  of  blaa  to  bandiig  doods  of  wee  ; 
That  e'cB  ohoiitT,  bf  thon^  lefin'd, 
leqiirita  and  adoraa  die  thmkhig  mii 


And  more  distinctly  in  the  following  passage : 

Bjr  woe,  die  aool  to  dariag  actioa  swdls ; 

B J  woe,  in  plaintleai  patience  it  excels : 

Prom  patience,  prudent  dear  ezperienoe  ^iriiigs. 

And  traces  knowledge  throo^  the  coorse  of  things ! 

Thence  hope  vk  fbnn'd,  thence  fortitude,  suoceas. 

Renown — whate'er  men  covet  and  careas. 


performance  was  always  considered  by  himself  as 
masterpiece;  and  Mr.  Pope,  when  he  asked  his  opinion 
of  it,  told  him,  that  he  read  it  once  OTer,  and  was  not 
displeased  with  it;  that  it  gave  him  more  pleasote  at  the 
second  perusal,  and  delighted  him  still  more  at  the  third. 

It  has  been  generally  objected  io  the  Wanderer^  that 
the  disposition  of  the  parts  is  irregular ;  that  the  design  is 
obscure  and  the  plan  perplexed ;  that  the  images,  however 
beautiful,  succeed  each  other  without  order ;  and  that  the 
whole  performance  is  not  so  much  a  regular  fabrick,  as  a 
heap  of  shining  materials  thrown  together  by  accident* 
which  strikes  rather  with  the  solemn  magnificence  of  a 
stupendous  ruin^  than  the  elegant  grandeur  of  a  finished 
pile. 

This  criticism  is  universal,  and,  therefore,  it  is  reasonable 
to  believe  it,  at  least,  in  a  great  degree,  just ;  but  Mr.  Sa- 
vage was  always  of  a  contrary  opinion,  and  thought  his 
drift  could  only  be  missed  by  negligence  or  stupidity,  and 
^hat  the  whole  plan  was  regular,  and  the  parts  distinct. 

It  was  never  denied  to  abound  with  strong  representations 
of  nature,  and  just  observations  upon  life;  and  it  may  easily 
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be  obnerved,  that  most  of  his  pictures  have  an  evident  ten- 
dency to  illastrate  his  first  great  position,  **  that  good  is 
the  consequence  of  evil."  The  sun  that  bums  np  the 
mountainsy  fructifies  the  vales:  the  deluge  that  rushes 
down  the  broken  rocks,  with  dreadful  impetuosity,  is  se- 
parated into  purling  brooks ;  and  the  rage  of  the  hurricane 
purifies  the  air. 

Even  in  this  poem  he  has  not  been  able  to  forbear  one 
touch  upon  the  cruelty  of  his  mother,  which,  though  remark- 
ably delicate  and  tender,  is  a  proof  how  deep  an  impression 
it  had  upon  his  mind. 

This  must  be  at  least  acknowledged,  which  ought  to  be' 
thought  equivalent  to  many  other  excellencies,  that  this 
poem  can  promote  no  other  purposes  than  those  of  virtue, 
and  that  it  is  written  with  a  very  strong  sense  of  the  effi- 
cacy of  religion. 

But  my  province  is  rather  to  give  the  history  of  Mr, 
Savage's  performances  tfian  to  display  their  beauties,  or  to 
obviate  the  criticisms  which  they  have  occasioned ;  and, 
therefore,  I  shall-  not  dwell  upon  the  particular  passages 
which  deserve  applause ;  I  shall  neither  show  the  excel- 
lence of  his 'descriptions,  nor  expatiate  on  the  terrifick  por- 
trait of  suicide,  nor  point  out  the  artful  touches,  by  which  he 
has  distinguished  the  intellectual  features  of  the  rebels,  who 
suffer  death  in  his  last  canto.  It  isv  however,  proper  to 
observe,  that  Mr.  Savage  always  declared  the  characters 
wholly  fictitious,  and  without  the  least  allusion  to  any  real 
persons  or  actions. 

From  a  poem  so  diligently  laboured,  and  so  successfully 
finished,  it  might  be  reasonably  expected  that  he  should 
have  gained  considerable  advantage ;  nor  can  it,  without 
some  degree  of  indignation  and  concern,  be  told,  that  he 
sold  the  copy  for  ten  guineas,  of  which  he  afterwards  re- 
turned two,  that  the  two  last  sheets  of  the  work  might  be 
reprinted,  of  which  he  had,  in  his  absence,  intrusted  the 
correction  to  a  friend,  who  was  too  indolent  to  perform  it 
with  accuracy. 

A  superstitious  regard  to  the  correction  of  his  sheets  was 

k2 
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one  of  Mr.  Savage's  peculiarities:  he  often  altered,  nevised, 
recurred  to  his  first  reading  or  punctuation,  and  again 
adopted  the  alteration ;  he  was  dubious  and  irresolute  with- 
out end,  as  on  a  question  of  the  last  importance,  and  at 
last  was  seldom  satisfied :  the  intrusion  or  omission  of  a 
comma  was  sufficient  to  discompose  him,  and  he  would 
lament  an  errour  of  a  single  letter  as  a  heavy  calamity. 
In  one  of  his  letters  relating  to  an  impression  of  some 
verses,  he  remarks,  that  he  had,  with  regard  to  the  correc- 
tion of  the  proof,  **  a  spell  upon  him ;"  and  indeed  the 
anxiety,  with  which  he  dwelt  upon  the  minutest  and  most 
trifling  niceties,  deserved  no  other  name  than  that  of  fasci- 
nation.    ' 

That  he  sold  so  valuable  a  performance  for  so  small  a 
price,  was  not  to  be  imputed  either  to  necessity,  by  which 
the  learned  and  ingenious  are  often  obliged  to  submit  to 
very  hard  conditions;  or  to  avarice,  by  which  the  book- 
sellers are  frequently  incited  to  oppress  that  genius  by 
which  they  are  supported ;  but  to  that  intemperate  desire 
of  pleasure,  and  habitual  slavery  to  his  passions,  which  in- 
volved him  in  many  perplexities.  He  happened,  at  that 
time,  to  be  engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  some  trifling  gpratifi- 
cation,  and,  being  without  money  for  the  present  occasion, 
sold  his  poem  to  the  first  bidder,  and,  perhaps,  for  the  first 
price  that  was  proposed ;  and  would,  probably,  have  been 
content  with  less,  if  less  had  been  offered  him. 

This  poem  was  addressed  to  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  not 
only  in  the  first  lines,  but  in  a  formal  dedication,  filled 
with  the  highest,  strains  of  panegyrick,  and  the  wannest 
professions  of  gratitude,  but  by  no  means  remarkable  for 
delicacy  of  connexion  or  elegance  of  style. 

These  praises,  in  a  short  time,  he  found  himself  inclined 
to  retract,  being  discarded  by  the  man  on  whom  he  had 
bestowed  them,  and  whom  heathen  immediately  disco- 
vered not  to  have  deserved  thein.  Of  this  quarrel,  which 
every  day  made  more  bitter,  lord  Tyrconnel  and  Mr,  Sa- 
vage assigned  very  different  reasons,  which  might,  per* 
haps,  all  in  reality  concur,  though  they  were  not  all  con- 
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Tenient  to  be  alleged  by  either  party.  Lord  Tyrconnel 
affirmed,  that  it  was  the  constant  practice  of  Mr.  Savage 
to  enter  a  tavern  with  any  company  that  proposed  it, 
drink  the  most  expensive  wines  with  great  profusion,  and, 
when  the  reckoning  was  demanded,  to  be  without  money : 
if,  as  it  often  happened,  his  company  were  willing  to  de- 
fray his  part,  the  affair  ended  without  any  ill  consequences ; 
but  if  they  were  refractory,  and  expected  that  the  wine 
should  be  paid  for  by  him  that  drank  it,  his  method  of 
composition  was,  to  take  them  with  him  to  his  own  apart- 
ment, assume  the  government  of  the  house,  and  order  the 
bntler,  in  an  imperious  manner,  to  set  the  best  wine  in  the 
cellar  before  his  company,  who  often  drank  till  they  forgot 
the  respect  due  to  the  house  in  which  they  were  enter* 
toined,  indulged  themselves  in  the  utmost  extravagance 
of  merriment,  practised  the  most  licentious  frolicks,  and 
committed  all  the  outrages  of  drunkenness. 

Nor  was  this  the  only  charge  which  lord  Tyrconnel 
brought  against  him.  Having  given  him  a  collection  of 
Tahmble  books,  stamped  with  his  own  arms,  he  had  the 
mortification  to  see  them,  in  a  short  time,  exposed  to  sale 
upon  the  stalls,  it  being  usual  with  llr.  Savage,  when  he 
wanted  a  small  sum,  to  teke  his  books  to  the  pawnbroker. 

Whoeyer  was  acquainted  with  Mr.  Savage  easily  cre- 
dited both  these  accusations;  for  having  been  obliged, 
from  his  -first  entrance  into  the  world,  to  subsist  upon  ex- 
pedients, affluence  was  not  able  to  exalt  him  ab^ve  them ; 
and  so  much  was  he  delighted  with  wine  and  conversa- 
tion, and  so  long  had  he  been  accustomed  to  live  by  chance, 
that  he  would,  at  any  time,  go  to  the  tevem  without  scru- 
ple, and  trust  for  the  reckoning  to  the  liberality  of  his 
company,  and  frequently  of  company  to  whom  he  was 
very  little  known.  This  conduct,  indeed,  very  seldom 
drew  upon  him  those  inconveniencies  that  might  be  feared 
by  any  other  person ;  for  his  conversation  was  so  enter- 
taining, and  his  address  so  pleasing,  that  few  thought  the 
pleasure  which  they  received  from  him  dearly  purchased, 
by  paying  for  his  wine.     It  was  his  peculiar  happiness, 
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that  he  scarcely  ever  fonod  a  stranger,  whom  he  did  not 
leave  a  friend ;  but  it  must  likewise  be  added,  that  he  had 
not  often  a  friend  long,  without  obliging  him  to  become  a 
stranger. 

Mr.  Savage,  on  the  other  hand,  declared,  that  lord  Tyr- 
conneP  quarrelled  with  him,  because  he  would  not  subtract 
from  his  own  luxury  and  extravagance  what  he  had  pro- 
mised to  allow  him,  and  that  his  resentment  was  only  a 
plea  for  the  violation  of  his  promise.  He  asserted,  that 
he  had  done  nothing  that  ought  to  exclude  him  from  that 
subsistence  which  he  thought  not  so  much  a  favour,  as  a 
debt,  since  it  was  offered  him  upon  conditions  which  he 
had  never  broken ;  and  that  his  only  fault  was,  that  he 
could  not  be  supported  with  nothing. 

He  acknowledged,  that  lord  Tyrconnet  often  exhorted 
him  to  regulate  his  method  of  life,  and  not  to  spend  all  his 
nights  in  taverns,  and  that  he  appeared  very  desirous  that 
he  would  pass  those  hours  with  him,  which  he  so  freely  be- 
stowed upon  others.  This  demand  Mr.  Savage  considered 
as  a  censure  of  his  conduct,  which  he  could  never  patiently 
bear,  and  which,  in  the  latter  and  cooler  part  of  his  life, 
was  so  offensive  to  him,  that  he  declared  it  as  his  resolution, 
*'  to  spurn  that  friend  who  should  presume  to  dictate  to 
him ;"  and  it  is  not  likely,  that,  in  his  earlier  years,  he  re- 
ceived admonitions  with  more  calmness. 

He  was, 'likewise,  inclined  to  resent  such  expectations,  as 
tending  to  infringe  his  liberty,  of  which  he  was  very  jea- 
lous, when  it  was  necessary  to  the  gratification  of  his  pas- 
sions ;  and  declared,  that  the  request  Was  still  more  unrea- 
sonable, as  the  company  to  which  he  was  to  have  been 
confined,  was  insupportably  disagreeable.  This  assertion 
affords  another  instance  of  that  inconsistency  of  his  writings 
with  his  conversation,  which  was  so  often  to  be  observed* 
He  forgot  how  lavishly  he  had,  in  his  dedication  to  the 
Wanderer,  extolled  the  delicacy  and  penetration,  the  hu- 

*  His  expression,  in  one  of  his  letters,  was,"  that  lord  Tyrconnel  had  involved 
his  estate,  and,  therefore,  poorly  sought  an  occasion  to  quarrel  with  him." 
Dr.  J. 
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inanity  and  generosity,  the  candour  and  politeness  of  the 
nan»  whom,  when  he  no  longer  loved  him,  he  declared  to 
be  a  wretch  without  understanding,  without  good-nature, 
and  without  justice ;  of  whose  name  he  thought  himself 
obliged  to  leave  no  trace  in  any  future  edition  of  his  writ- 
ings ;  and,  accordingly,  blotted  it  out  of  that  copy  of  the 
Wanderer  which  was  in  his  hands. 

During  his  continuance  with  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  he 
wrote  the  Triumph  of  Health  and  Mirth,  on  the  recovery 
of  lady  Tyrconnel  from  a  languishing  illness.  This  per- 
formance is  remarkable,  not  only  for  the  gaiety  of  the  ideas, 
and  the  melody  of  the  numbers,  but  for  the  agreeable  fic- 
tion upon  which  it  is  formed.  Mirth,  overwhelmed  with 
sorrow  for  the  sickness  of  her  favourite,  taikes  a  flight  in 
quest  of  her  sister  health,  whom  she  finds  reclined  upon 
the  brow  of  a  lofty  mountain,  amidst  the  fragrance  of  per- 
petual spring,  with  the  breezes  of  the  morning  sporting 
about  her.  Being  solicited  by  her  sister  mirth,  she  readily 
promises  her  assistance,  flies  away  in  a  cloud,  and  impreg« 
nates  the  waters  of  Bath  with  new  virtues,  by  which  the 
sickness  of  Belinda  is  relieved.  * 

As  the  reputation  of  his  abilities,  the  particular  circum- 
stances of  his  birth  and  life,  the  splendour  of  his  appear- 
ance, and  the  distinction  which  was,  for  some  time,  paid  him 
by  lord  Tyrconnel,  entitled  him  to  familiarity  with  persons 
of  higher  rank  than  those  to  whose  conversation  he  had 
been  before  admitted ;  he  did  not  fail  to  gratify  that  curi- 
osity, which  induced  him  to  take  a  nearer  view  of  those 
whom  their  birth,  their  employments,  or  their  fortunes, 
necessarily  place  at  a  distance  from  the  greatest  part  of 
mankind,  and  to  examine  whether  their  merit  was  magni- 
fied or  diminished  by  the  medium  through  which  it  was 
contemplated ;  whether  the  splendour  with  ^which  they 
dazzled  their  admirers  was  inherent  in  themselves,  or  only 
reflected  on  them  by  the  objects  that  surrounded  them ; 
and  whether  great  men  were  selected  for  high  stations,  or 
high  stations  made  great  men. 

For  this  purpose  he  took  all  opportunities  of  conversing 
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fiuniliaily  with  those  who  were  most  conspicuous  at  thai 
time  for  their  power  (nt  their  influence ;  he  watched  their 
looser  moments,  and  examined  their  domestick  behaviour, 
with  that  acuteness  which  nature  had  given  him,  and  which 
the  uncommon  variety  of  his  life  had  contributed  to  lit* 
crease,  and  that  inquisitiveness  which  must  always  be  pro- 
duced in  a  vigorous  mind,  by  an  absolute  freedom  from  all 
pressing  or  domestick  engagements. 

His  discernment  was  quick,  and,  therefore,  he  soon  found 
in  every  person,  and  in  every  affair,  something  that  de* 
served  attention ;  he  was  supported  by  others,  without  any 
care  for  himself,  and  was,  therefore,  at  leisure  to  pursue 
his  observations. 

More  circumstances  to  constitute  a  critick  on  human  life 
could  not  easily  concur;  nor  indeed  could  any  man,  who 
assumed  from  accidental  advantage  more  praise  than  he 
could  justly  claim  from  his  real  merit,  admit  an  Acquaint- 
ance more  dangerous  than  that  of  Savage ;  of  whom,  like- 
wise, it  must  be  confessed,  that  abilities  really  exalted 
above  the  common  level,  or  virtue  refined  from  passion,  or 
proof  against  corruption,  could  not  easily  find  an  abler 
}udg«>  or  a  warmer  advocate. 

What  was  the  result  of  Mr.  Savage's  inquiry,  though  he 
was  not  much  accustomed  to  conceal  his  discoveries,  it 
may  not  be  entirely  safe  to  relate,  because  the  persons 
whose  characters  he  criticised  are  powerful;  and  power 
and  resentment  are  seldom  strangers  ;  nor  would  it,  per- 
haps, be  wholly  just,  because  what  he  asserted  in  conversa- 
tion might,  though  true  in  general,  be  heightened  by  some 
momentary  ardour  of  imagination,  and,  as  it  can  be  de- 
livered only  from  memory,  may  be  imperfectly  represent- 
ed ;  so  that  the  picture  at  first  aggravated,  and  then  un- 
skilfully copied,  may  be  justly  suspected  to  retain  no  great 
resemblance  of  the  original. 

It  may,  however,  be  observed,  that  he  did  not  appear  to 
have  formed  very  elevated  ideas  of  those  to  whom  the  ad- 
ministration of  affairs,  or  the  conduct  of  parties,  has  been 
entrusted^  who  have  been  considered  as  the  advocates  of 
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die  cnmn^  or  die  goaidisiiB  of  the  people ;  and  who  have 
obtaiiied  the  moat  implicit  coafidenee,  and  the  loudest  ap- 
plaiues.  Of  one  particular  person,  who  has  been  at  one 
time  8o  popular  as  to  be  generally  esteemed,  and,  at  an- 
other, so  formidable  as  to  be  naiyersally  detested,  he  ob- 
served, that  his  acquisitions  had  been  small,  wc  that  his  ca- 
pacity was  narrow,  and  that  the  whole  range  of  his  mind 
was  from  obscenity  to  politicks,  and  from  politicks  to  ob- 
acenity. 

But  the  opportunity  of  indulging  bis  speculations  on 
great  characters  was  now  at  an  end.  He  was  banished 
from  the  table  of  lord  Tyrconnel,  and  turned  again  adrift 
upon  the  world,  without  prospect  of  finding  quickly  any 
other  harbour.  As  prudence  was  not  one  of  the  virtues 
by  which  he  was  distinguished,  he  had  made  no  provision 
against  a  misfortune  like  this.  And  though  it  is  not  to  be 
imagined  but  that  the  separation  must,  for  some  time,  have 
been  preceded  by  coldness,  peevishness,  or  neglect,  though 
it  was  undoubtedly  the  consequence  of  accumulated  pro- 
vocations on  both  sides ;  yet  every  one  that  knew  Savage 
will  readily  believe,  that  to  him  it  was  sudden  as  a  stroke 
of  thunder ;  that,  though  he  might  have  transiently  sus- 
pected it,  he  had  never  suffered  any  thought  so  unpleasing 
to  sink  into  his  mind,  but  that  he  had  driven  it  away  by 
amusements,  or  dreams  of  future  felicity  and  affluence, 
and  had  never  taken  any  measures  by  which  he  might 
prevent  a  precipitation  from  plenty  to  indigence. 

This  quarrel  and  separation,  and  the  difficulties  to  which 
Mr.  Savage  was  exposed  by  them,  were  soon  known  both 
to  his  friends  and  enemies ;  nor  was  it  long  before  he  per- 
ceived,*from  the  behaviour  of  both,  how  much  is  added  to 
the  lustre  of  genius  by  the  ornaments  of  wealth. 

His  condition  did  not  appear  to  excite  much  compas- 
sion ;  for  he  bad  not  always  been  careful  to  use  the  advan*- 
tages  he  enjoyed  with  that  moderation  which  ought  to  have 
been  with  more  than  usual  caution  preserved  by  him,  who 
knew,  if  he  had  reflected,  that  he  was  ooly  a  dependant 
on  the  bounty  of  another,  whom  he  could  expect  to  snp- 
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port  him  no  long^er  than  he  endeavoared  to  proserve  his 
fayour  by  complying  with  his  inclinationsy  and  whom  he, 
nevertheless^  set  at  defiance,  and  was  continually  irritating 
by  negligence  or  encroachments. 

Examples  need  not  be  sought  at  any  great  distance  to 
prove,  that  superiority  of  fortune  has  a  natural  tendency 
to  kindle  pride,  and  that  pride  seldom  fails  to  exert  itself 
in  contempt  and  insult ;  and  if  this  is  often  the  effect  of 
hereditary  wealth,  and  of  honours  enjoyed  only  by  the 
merit  of  others,  it  is  some  extenuation  of  any  indecent 
triumphs  to  which  this  unhappy  man  may  have  been  be- 
trayed, that  his  prosperity  was  heightened  by  the  force  of 
novelty,  and  made  more  intoxicating  by  a  sense  of  the 
misery  in  which  he  had  so  long  languished,  and,  perhaps,  of 
the  insults  which  he  had  formerly  borne,  and  which  he 
might  now  think  himself  entitled  to  revenge.  It  is  too 
common  for  those  who  have  unjustly  suffered  pain,  to 
inflict  it,  likewise,  in  their  turn,  with  the  same  injustice,  and 
to  imagine  that  they  have  a  right  to  treat  others  as  they 
have  themselves  been  treated. 

That  Mr.  Savage  was  too  much  elevated  by  any  good 
fortune,  is  generally  known ;  and  some  passages  of  his  in- 
troduction to  the  Author  to  be  let,  sufficientiv  show,  that  he 
did  not  wholly  refrain  from  such  satire,  as  he  afterwards 
thought  very  unjust  when  he  was  exposed  to  it  himself; 
for,  when  he  was  afterwards  ridiculed  in  the  character  of 
a  distressed  poet,  he  very  easily  discovered  that  distress 
was  not  a  proper  subject  for  merriment,  or  topick  of  invec- 
tive. He  was  then  able  to  discern,  that  if  misery  be  the 
effect  of  virtue,  it  ought  to  be  reverenced ;  if  of  ill  fortune, 
to  be  pitied ;  and  if  of  vice,  not  to  be  insulted,  because  it 
is,  perhaps,  itself  a  punishment  adequate  to  the  crime  by 
which  it  was  produced.  And  the  humanity  of  that  man 
can  deserve  no  panegyrick,  who  is  capable  of  reproaching 
a  criminal  in  the  hands  of  the  executioner. 

But  these  reflections,  though  they  readily  occurred  \o 
him  in  the  first  and  last  parts  of  his  life,  were,  I  am  afraid, 
for  a  long  time  forgotten ;  at  least  they  were,  like  many 
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odier  masknS)  treasaied  up  in  his  miod  rather  for  show 
than  use,  and  operated  very  little  upon  his  conduct,  how- 
ever elegantly  he  might  sometimes  explaioy  or  however 
forcibly  he  mig^t  inculcate  them. 

His  degradatiou,  therefore,  from  the  condition  which  he 
had  enjoyed  with  such  wanton  thoughtlessness,  was  con- 
sidered by  many  as  an  occasion  of  triumph.  Those  who 
had  before  paid  their  court  to  him  without  success,  soon 
returned  the  contempt  which  they  had  suffered ;  and  they 
who  had  received  favours  from  him,  for  of  such  favours  as 
he  could  bestow  he  was  very  liberal,  did  not  always  re^ 
member  them.  So  much  more  certain  are  the  effects  of 
resentment  than  of  gratitude :  it  is  not  only  to  many  more 
pleasing  to  recollect  those  faults  which  place  others  below 
them,  than  those  virtues  by  which  they  are  themselves 
comparatively  depressed ;  but  it  is,  likewise,  more  easy  to 
Delect,  than  to  recompense;  and  though  there  are  few 
who  will  practise  a  laborious  virtue,  there  will  never  be 
wanting  multitudes  that  will  indulge  an  easy  vice. 

Savage,  however,  was  very  little  disturbed  at  the  marks 
of  contempt  which  his  ill  fortune  brought  upon  him,  from 
those  whom  he  never  esteemed,  and  with  whom  he  never 
considered  himself  as  levelled  by  any  calamities;  and 
though  it  was  not  without  some  uneasiness  that  he  saw 
some,  whose  friendship  he  valued,  change  their  behaviour ; 
he  yet  observed  their  coldness  without  much  emotion,  con- 
sidered them  as  the  slaves  of  fortune  and  the  worshippers 
of  prosperity,  and  was  more  inclined  to  despise  them,  than 
to  lament  himself. 

It  does  not  appear  that,  after  this  return  of  his  wants,  he 
found  mankind  equally  favourable  to  him,  as  at  his  first 
appearance  in  the  world.  His  story,  though  in  reality  not 
less  melancholy,  was  less  affecting,  because  it  was  no  longer 
new ;  it,  therefore,  procured  him  no  new  friends ;  and  those 
that  had  formerly  relieved  him,  thought  they  might  now 
consign  him  to  others.  He  was  now,  likewise,  considered 
by  many  rather  as  criminal,  than  as  unhappy;  for  the 
friends  of  lord  Tyroonnel,  and  of  his  mother,  were  suiE- 
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mentij  indnstrious  to  publish  his  weaknesses,  which  were 
indeed  very  numerons;  and  nothing  was  foigotten  that 
might  make  him  either  hatefal  or  ridiculoas. 

It  cannot  but  be  imagined ,  that  such  representations  of 
his  faults  must  make  great  numbers  less  sensible  of  his 
distress ;  many,  who  had  only  an  opportunity  to  hear  one 
part,  made  no  scruple  to  propagate  the  account  which  they 
received ;  many  assisted  their  circulation  from  malice  or 
revenge ;  and,  perhaps,  many  pretended  to  credit  them, 
that  they  might,  with  a  better  g^ce,  withdraw  their  regard, 
or  withhold  their  assistance. 

Savage,  however,  was  not  one  of  those  who  suffered 
himself  to  be  iigured  without  resistance,  nor  was  less  dili- 
gent in  exposing  the  faults  of  lord  Tyrconnel ;  over  whom 
he  obtained  at  least  this  advantage,  that  he  drove  him  first 
to  the  practice  of  outrage  and  violence ;  for  he  was  so 
much  provoked  by  the  wit  and  virulence  of  Savage,  that 
he  came,  with  a  number  of  attendants,  that  did  no  honour 
to  his  courage,  to  beat  him  at  a  coffee-house*  But  it 
happened  that  he  had  left  the  place  a  few  minutes ;  and 
his  lordship  had,  without  danger,  the  pleasure  of  boasting 
how  he  would  have  treated  him.  Mr.  Savage  went  next 
day  to  repay  his  visit  at  his  own  house ;  but  was  prevailed 
on,  by  bis  domesticks,  to  retire  without  insisting  upon 
seeing  him. 

Lor^d  Tyrconnel  was  accused  by  Mr.  Savage  of  some 
actions,  which  scarcely  any  provocations  will  be  thought 
sufficient  to  justify ;  such  as  seizing  what  he  had  in  his 
lodgings,  and  other  instances  of  wanton  cruelty,  by  which 
he  increased  the  distress  of  Savage,  without  any  advantage 
to  himself. 

These  mutual  accusations  were  retorted  on  both  sides, 
for  many  years,  with  the  utmost  degree  of  virulence  and 
rage ;  and  time  seemed  rather  to  augment  than  diminish 
their  resentment.  That  the  anger  of  Mr.  Savage  should 
be  kept  alive,  is  not  strange,  because  he  felt  every  day 
the  consequences  of  the  quarrel ;  but  it  might  reasonably 
have  been  hoped,  that  lord  Tyrconnel  might  have  re- 
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lented,  and  at  length  haye  forgot  those  provocattons, 
whicfay  howerer  they  might  have  onee  inflamed  him,  had 
not,  in  reality,  much  hurt  him. 

The  spirit  of  Mr.  Savage,  indeed,  never  suffered  him  to 
solicit  a  reconciliation ;  he  returned  reproach  for  reproach, 
and  insult  for  insult ;  his  superiority  of  wit  supplied  the 
disadvantages  of  his  fortuae,  and  enabled  him  to  form  a 
party,  and  prejudice  great  numbers  in  his  favour.    - 

But,  though  this  might  be  some  gratification  of  his 
vanity,  it  afforded  very  little  relief  to  his  necessities  ;  and 
he  was  very  frequently  reduced  to  uncommon  hardships, 
of  which,  however,  he  never  made  any  mem  or  importu- 
nate  complaints,  being  formed  rather  to  bear  misery  wi& 
fortitude,  than  enjoy  prosperity  with  moderation. 

He  now  thought  himself  again  at  liberty  to  expose  the 
cmelty  of  his  mother;  and,  therefore,  I  believe,  about  this 
time,  published  the  Bastard,  a  poem  remarkable  for  the 
vivacious  sallies  of  thought  in  the  beginning,  where  he 
makes  a  pompons  enumeration  of  the  imag^inary  advan* 
tages  of  base  birth ;  and  the  pathetick  sentiments  at  the 
end,  where  he  recoonts  the  real  calamities  which  he  suf- 
fered by  the  crime  of  his  parents. 

The  vigour  and  spirit  of  the  verses,  the  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances of  the  author,  the  novelty  of  the  subject,  and 
the  notoriety  of  the  story  to  which  the  allusions  are  made^ 
procured  this  performance  a  very  favourable  reception; 
great  numbers  were  immediately  dispersed,  and  editions 
were  multiplied  with  unusual  rapidity. 

One  circumstance  attended  the  publication,  which  Sa- 
vage used  to  relate  with  g^eat  satisfaction:  his  mother, 
to  whom  the  poem  was  with  *'  due  reverence"  inscribed, 
happened  then  to  be  at  Bath,  where  she  could  not  con- 
veniently retire  from  censure,  or  conceal  herself  from 
observation;  and  no  sooner  did  the  reputation  of  the  poem 
begin  to  spread,  than  she  heard  it  repeated  in  all  places  of 
concourse;  nor  could  she  enter  the  assembly-rooms,  or 
cross  the  walks,  without  being  saluted  with  some  lines 
from  the  Bastard. 
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This  was,  perhaps,  the  first  time  that  she  ever  dis- 
covered a  sense  of  shame,  and  on  this  occasion  the  power 
of  wit  was  very  conspicaons;  the  wretch  who  had,  without 
scrapie,  proclaimed  herself  an  adulteress,  and  who  had 
first  endeavoared  to  starve  her  son,  then  to  transport  him, 
and  afterwards  to  hang  him,  was  not  able  to  bear  the  repre- 
sentation of  her  own  conduct ;  but  fled  from  reproach, 
though  she  felt  no  pain  from  guilt,  and  left  Bath  with 
the  utmost  haste,  to  shelter  herself  among  the  crowds  of 
London. 

Thus  Savage  had  the  satisfaction  of  finding,  that,  though 
he  could  not  reform  his  mother,  he  could  punish  her,  and 
that  he  did  not  always  sufier  alone. 

The  pleasure  which  he  received  from  this  increase  of 
his  poetical  reputation,  was  sufficient,  for  some  time,  to 
overbalance  the  miseries  of  want,  which  this  performance 
did  not  much  alleviate ;  for  it  was  sold  for  a  very  trivial 
sum  to  a  bookseller,  who,  though  the  success  was  so  un- 
common that  five  impressions  were  sold,  of  which  many 
were,  undoubtedly,  very  numerous,  had  not  generosity 
sufficient  to  admit  the  unhappy  writer  to  any  part  of  the 
profit. 

The  sale  of  this  poem  was  always  mentioned  by  Savage 
with  the  utmost  elevation  of  heart,  and  referred  to  by  him 
as  an  incontestable  proof  of  a  general  acknowledgment 
of  his  abilities.  It  was,  indeed,  the  only  production  of 
which  he  could  justly  boast  a  general  reception. 

But  though  he  did  not  lose  the  opportunity  which  suc- 
cess gave  'him,  of  setting  a  high  rate  on  his  abilities,  but 
paid  due  deference  to  the  sufiVages  of  mankind  when  they 
were  given  in  his  favour,  he  did  not  suffer  his  esteem  of 
himself  to  depend  upon  others,  nor  found  any  thing  sacred 
in  the  voice  of  the  people,  when  they  were  inclined  to 
censure  him ;  he  then  readily  showed  the  folly  of  ex* 
pecting  that  the  publick  should  judge  right,  observed  how 
slowly  poetical  merit  had  often  forced  its  way  into  the 
world ;  he  contented  himself  with  the  applause  of  men  of 
judgment,  and  was  somewhat  disposed  to  exclude  all  those 


SAVA6B.  143 

firom  the  cbaracter  of  men  of  judgment  who  did  not  ap- 
pbiiid  him. 

But  he  was  at  other  times  more  favourable  to  mankind 
than  to  think  them  blind  to  the  beauties  of  his  works,  and 
imputed  the  slowness  of  their  sale  to  other  causes ;  either 
they  were  published  at  a  time  when  the  town  was  empty, 
or  when  the  attention  of  the  publick  was  engrossed  by 
some  struggle  in  the  parliament,  or  some  other  object  of 
general  concern  ;  or  they  were,  by  the  neglect  of  the  pub- 
Ksher,  not  diligently  dispersed,  or  by  his  avarice  not  ad- 
Tertised  with  sufficient  frequency.  Address,  or  industry, 
or  liberality,  was  always  wanting ;  and  the  blame  was  laid 
rather  on  any  person  than  the  author. 

By  arts  like  these,  arts  which  every  man  practises  in 
some  degree,  and  to  which  too  much  of  the  little  tranquil- 
lity of  life  is  to  be  ascribed.  Savage  was  always  able  to 
live  at  peace  with  himself.  Had  he  ipdeed  only  made  use 
of  these  expedients  to  alleviate  the  loss  or  want  of  fortune 
or  reputation,  or  any  other  advantages  which  it  is  not  in 
man's  power  to  bestow  upon  himself,  they  might  have 
been  justly  mentioned  as  instances  of  a  philosophical  mind, 
and  very  properly  proposed  to  the  imitation  of  multitudes, 
who,  for  want  of  diverting  their  imaginations  with  the 
«ame  dexterity,  languish  under  afflictions  which  might  be 
easily  removed. 

It  were,  doubtless,  to  be  wished,  that  truth  and  reason 
were  universally  prevalent;  that  every  thing  were  es- 
teemed according  to  its  real  value ;  and  that  men  would 
secure  themselves  from  being  disappointed  in  their  endea- 
vours after  happiness,  by  placing  it  only  in  virtue,  which 
is  always  to  be  obtained ;  but,  if  adventitious  and  foreign 
pleasures  must  be  pursued,  it  would  be,  perhaps,  of  some 
benefit,  since  that  pursuit  must  frequently  be  fruitless,  if 
the  practice  of  Savage  could  be  taught,  that  folly  might 
be  an  totidote  to  foUy,  and  one  fallacy  be  obviated  by 
another. 

But  the  danger  of  this  pleasing  intoxication  must  not 
be  coneealed ;  nor  indeed  can  any  one,  after  having  ob- 
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aerved  the  life  of  Savage,  need  to  be  cautioned  agalnai  it. 
Hy  imputing  none  of  his  miseries  to  himself,  he  oontimied 
to  act  upon  the  same  principles,  and  to  follow  the  same 
path;  was  never  made  wiser  by  his  sufferings,  nor  prch 
served  by  one  misfortune  from  falling  into  another.  He 
proceeded,  throughout  his  life,  to  tread  the  same  steps  on 
the  same  circle ;  always  applauding  his  past  conduct,  or» 
at  least,  forgetting  it  to  amuse  himself  with  phantoms  of 
happiness,  which  were  dancing  before  him ;  and  wMiagly 
turned  his  eyes  from  the  light  of  reason,  when  it  would 
have  discovered  the  illusion,  and  shown  him,  what  lie 
never  wished  to  see,  his  real  state. 

He  is  even  accused,  after  having  lulled  his  imaginatioii 
with  those  ideal  opiates,  of  having  tried  the  same  experi- 
ment upon  his  conscience ;  and,  having  accustomed  hini-* 
self  to  impute  all  deviations  from  the  right  to  foreign 
causes,  it  is  certain  that  he  was,  upon  every  oecanon,  Icn) 
easily  reconciled  to  lumself,  and  that  he  appeared  very 
little  to  regret  those  practices  which  had  impaired  Ms  r»* 
putation.  The  reigning  errour  of  his  life  was,  that  he  mi»- 
took  the  love  for  the  practice  of  virtue,  and  was,  indeedi 
not  so  much  a  good  man  as  the  friend  of  goodnessb 

This,  at  least,  must  be  allowed  him,  that  he  always  pre* 
served  a  strolig  sense  of  the  dignity,  the  beauty,  and  the 
necessity  of  virtue ;  and  that  he  never  contributed  de^ 
liberately  to  spread  corruption  amongst  mankind.  His 
actions,  which  were  generally  precipitate,  were  often  blame- 
able;  but  his  writings,  being  the  productions  of  study, 
uniformly  tended  to  the  exaltation  of  the  mind,  and  the 
propagation  of  morality  and  piety. 

These  writings  may  improve  mankind,  when  his  failingB 
shall  be  forgotten ;  and,  Uierefore,  he  must  be  considerod, 
upon  the  whole,  as  a  benefactor  to  the  world ;  nor  can  his 
personal  example  do  any  hurt,  since  whoever  hears  of  his 
faults  will  hear  of  the  miseries  which  they  bron{^t  upon 
him,  and  which  would  deserve  less  pity,  had  not  his  coo* 
dition  been  such  as  made  his  faults  pardonable.  He  may 
be  considered  as  a  child  exposed  to  all  the  temptations  of 
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iadigenee,  at  an  age  when  resolutioii  was  not  jet  strength- 
ened  by  conviction,  nor  virtae  confinned  by  habit ;  a  cir- 
eiunstance  which,  in  his  Bastard,  he  Ifiments  in  a  very  af- 
fecting manner : 

•      No  mother's  care 
Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  pray'r : 
No  father's  gnardian  hand  my  youth  maintain'd, 
Call'd  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vice  restrain'd. 

The  Bastard,  however  it  might  provoke  or  mortify  his 
mother,  could  not  be  expected  to  melt  her  to  compassion, 
so  that  he  was  still  under  the  same  want  of  the  necessaries 
of  life;  and  he,  therefore,  exerted  all  the  interest  which  his 
wit,  or  his  birth,  or  his  misfortunes,  could  procure,  to  ob- 
tain, upon  the  death  of  Ensden,  the  place  of  poet  laureate, 
and  prosecuted  his  application  with  so  much  diligence,  that 
the  king  publickly  declared  it  his  intention  to  bestow  it 
upon  him ;  but  such  was  the  fate  of  Savage,  that  even  the 
king,  when  he  intended  his  advantage,  was  disappointed 
in  his  schemes ;  for  the  lord  chamberlain,  who  has  the  dis- 
posal of  the  laurel,  as  one  of  the  appendages  of  his  ofBce, 
either  did  not  know  the  king*s  design,  or  did  not  approve  it, 
or  thought  the  nomination  of  the  laureate  an  encroachment 
upon  his  rights,  and,  therefore,  bestowed  the  laurel  upon 
CoUey  Gibber. 

Mr.  Savage,  thus  disappointed,  took  a  resolution  of  ap- 
plying to  the  queen,  that,  having  once  given  him  life,  she 
would  enable  him  to  support  it,  and,  therefore,  published 
a  short  poem  on  her  birthday,  to  which  he  gave  the  odd 
title  of  Volunteer  Laureate.  The  event  of  this  essay  he 
has  himself  related,  in  the  following  letter,  which  he  pre- 
fixed to  the  poem,  when  he  afterwards  reprinted  it  in 
the  Crentleman*s  Magazine,  from  whence  I  have  copied 
it  entire,  as  this  was  one  of  the  few  attempts  in  which  Mr. 
Savage  succeeded. 

"  Mr.  Urban, — In  your  magazine  for  February  you 
published  the  last  Volunteer  Laureate,  written  on  a  very 

VOL.  VIU.  L 
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melancholy  occasion,  the  death  of  the  royal  patroness  of 
arts  and  literature  in  general,  and  of  the  atftfaor  of  that 
poem  in  particular;  I  now  send  you  the  first  that  Mr. 
Savage  wrote  under  that  title.  This  gentleman,  notwith- 
standing a  very  considerable  interest,^  being,  on  the  death 
of  Mr.  Eusden,  disappointed  of  the  laureate's  place,  wrote 
the  before-mentioned  poem;  which  was  no  sooner  pub- 
lished, but  the  late  queen  sent  to  a  bookseller  for  it  The 
author  had  not  at  that  time  a  friend  either  to  get  him  in- 
troduced, or  his  poem  presented  at  court ;  yet  such  was 
the  unspeakable  goodness  of  that  princess,  that,  notwith- 
standing this  act  of  ceremony  was  wanting,  in  a  few  days 
dfter  publication,  Mr.  Savage  received  a  bank  bill  of 
fifty  pounds,  and  a  gracious  message  from  her  majesty,  by 
the  lord  North  and  Guildford,  to  this  effect :  '  That  her 
majesty  was  highly  pleased  with  the  verses ;  that  she  took 
particularly  kind  his  lines  there  relating  to  the  king ;  that 
he  had  permission  to  write  annually  on  the  same  subject ; 
and  that  he  should  yearly  receive  the  like  present,  till 
something  better  (which  was  her  majesty's  intention)  could 
be  done  for  him.'  After  this,  he  was  permitted  to  present 
one  of  his  annual  poems  to  her  majesty,  had  the  honour  of 
kissing  her  hand,  and  met  with  the  most  gracious  reception. 

*•  Yours,  Stc." 

Such  was  the  performance  ^,  and  such  its  reception ;  a 
reception,  which,  though  by  no  means  unkind,  was  yet  not 
iki  the  highest  degree  generous :  to  chain  down  the  geiiius 
of  a  writer  to  an  annual  panegyrick,  showed  in  the  queen 
too  much  d^ire  of  hearing  her  own  praises,  and  a  greater 
regard  to  herself  than  to  him  on  whom  her  bounty  was  con- 
ferred. It  was  a  kind  of  avaricious  generosity,  by  which 
flattery  was  rather  purchased  than  genius  rewarded. 

Mrs.  Oldfield  had  formerly  given  him  the  same  allowance 
with  much  more  heroick  intention :  she  had  no  other  view 
than  to  enable  him  to  prosecute  his  studies,  and  to  set 

^  This  poem  is  inserted  in  the  late  collection. 
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Umself  aboye  the  want  of  assistance,  and  was  contented 
with  doing  good  without  stipulating  for  encomiums. 

Mr.  Savage,  however,  was  not  at  liberty  to  make  excep- 
6on8,  but  was  ravished  with  the  favours  which  he  had  re- 
ceived, and  probably  yet  more  with  those  which  he  was 
promised :  he  considered  himself  now  as  a  favourite  of  the 
queen,  and  did  not  doubt  but  a  few  annual  poems  would 
establish  him  in  some  profitable  employment. 

He,  therefore,  assumed  the  title  of  volunteer  laureate, 
not  without  some  reprehensions  from  Gibber,  who  informed 
Urn,  that  the  title  of  laureate  was  a  mark  of  honour 
conferred  by  the  king,  from  whom  all  honour  is  derived, 
and  which,  therefore,  no  man  has  a  right  to  bestow  upon 
himself;  and  added,  that  he  might  with  equar  propriety 
style  himself  a  volunteer  lord  or  volunteer  baronet.  It 
cannot  be  denied  that  the  remark  was  just;  but  Savage 
did  not  think  any  title,  which  was  eonferred  upon  Mr. 
Cibber,  so  honourable  as  that  the  usurpation  of  it  could  be 
imputed  to  him  as  an  instance  of  very  exorbitant  vanity, 
and,  therefore,  contmued  to  write  under  the  same  title,  and 
received  every  year  the  same  reward. 

He  did  not  appear  to  consider  Aese  encomiums  as  tests 
of  his  abilities,  or  as  any  thing  more  than  annual  hints  to 
the  queen  of  her  promise,  or  acts  of  ceremony,  by  the  per- 
formance of  which  he  was  entitled  to  his  pension,  and,  there- 
fore, did  not  labour  them  with  great  diligence,  or  print  more 
than  fifty  each  year,  except  that  for  some  of  the  last  years 
he  regularly  inserted  them  in  the  Gentleman's  Magassine, 
by  which  they  were  dispersed  over  the  kingdom. 

Of  some  of  them  he  had  himself  so  low  an  opinion,  that 
he  intended  to  omit  tfiem  in  the  collection  of  poems,  for 
which  he  printed  proposals,  and  solicited  subscriptions; 
nor  can  it  seem  strange,  that^  being  confined  to  the  same 
inbject,  he  shoold  be  at  some  times  iadolent,  and  at  others 
unsuceessful ;  that  he  should  sometimes  delay  a  disagree- 
able task  till  it  was  too  late  to  perform  it  well ;  or  that  he 
should  sometiiMs  repeat  the  same  sentiment  on  the  same 
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occasion,  or  at  others  be  misled  by  an  attempt  after  novelty 
to  forced  conceptions  and  far-fetched  images. 

He  wrote,  indeed,  with  a  double  intention,  which  supplied 
him  with  some  variety ;  for  his  business  was,  to  praise  the 
queen  for  the  favours  which  he  had  received,  and  to  com- 
plain to  her  of  the  delay  of  those  which  she  had  promised : 
in  some  of  his  pieces,  therefore,  gratitude  is  predominant, 
and  in  some  discontent ;  in  some,  he  represents  himself  as 
happy  in  her  patronage ;  and,  in  others,  as  disconsolate  to 
find  himself  neglected. 

Her  promise,  like  other  promises  made  to  this  unfortu- 
nate man,  was  never  performed,  though  he  took  sufficient 
care  that  it  should  not  be  forgotten.  The  publication  of 
his  Volunteer  Laureate  procured  him  no  other  reward  than 
a  regular  remittance  of  fifty  pounds. 

He  was  not  so  depressed  by  his  disappointments  as  to 
neglect  any  opportunity  that  was  offered  of  advancing  his 
interest.  When  the  princess  Anne  was  married,  he  wrote 
a  poem  upon  her  departure,  only,  as  he  declared,  **  be- 
cause it  was  expected  from  him,"  and  he  was  not  willing 
to  bar  his  own  prospects  by  any  appearance  of  neglect^ 

He  «ever  mentioned  any  advantage  gained  by  this  poem, 
or  any  regard  that  was  paid  to  it ;  and,  therefore,  it  is  likely 
that  it  was  considered  at  court  as  an  act  of  duty,  to  which 
he  was  obliged  by  his  dependence,  and  which  it  was,  there- 
fore, not  necessary  to  reward  by  any  new  favour :  or,  perhaps, 
the  queen  really  intended  his  advancement,  and,  therefore, 
thought  it  superfluous  to  lavish  presents  upon  a  man  whom 
she  intended  to  establish  for  life. 

About  this  time  not  only  his  hopes  were  in  danger  of 
being  frustrated,  but  his  pension  likewise  of  being  ob- 
.structed,  by  an  accidental  calumny.  The  writer  of  the 
Daily  Courant,  a  paper  then  published  under  the  direction 
of  the  ministry,  charged  him  with  a  crime,  which,  though 
not  very  great  in  itself,  would  have  been  remarkably  invi^ 

*  Printed  in  the  lale  coUectiou. 
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diouB  in  hkn,  and  might  very  justly  have  incensed  the 
queen  against  him.  He  was  accused  by  name  of  influenc- 
ing etectiotis  against  the  court,  by  appearing  at  the  head  of 
a  tory  mob ;  nor  did  the  accuser  fail  to  aggravate  his  crime, 
by  representing  it  as  the  effSect  of  the  most  atrocious  ingra- 
titude, and  a  kind  of  rebellion  against  the  queen,  who  had 
first  preserved  him  from  an  infamous  death,  and  afterwards 
distinguished  him  by  her  favour,  and  supported  him  by 
her  charity.  The  charge,  as  it  was  open  and  confident, 
was  likewise,  by  good  fortune,  very  particular.  The  place 
of  the  transaction  was  mentioned,  and  the  whole  series  of 
the  rioter's  conduct  related.  This  exactness  made  Mr. 
Savage's  vindication  easy ;  for  he  never  had  in  his  life  seen 
the  place  which  was  declared  to  be  the  scene  of  his  wicked- 
ness, nor  ever  had  been  present  in  any  town  when  its 
representatives  were  chosen.  This  answer  he,  therefore, 
made  haste  to  publish,  with  all  the  circumstances  necessary 
to  make  it  credible ;  and  very  reasonably  demanded,  that  the 
accusation  should  be  retracted  in  the  same  paper,  that  he 
might  no  longer  sufier  the  imputation  of  sedition  and  in- 
gratitude. This  demand  was  likewise  pressed  by  him  in 
a  private  letter  to  the  author  of  the  paper,  who,  either 
trusting  to  the  protection  of  those  whose  defence  h6  had 
undertaken,  or  having  entertained  some  personal  malice 
against  Mr.  Savage,  or  fearing  lest,  by  retracting  so  confi- 
dent an  assertion,  he  should  impair  the  credit  of  his  paper, 
refused  to  g^ve  him  that  satisfaction. 

Mr.  Savage,  therefore,  thought  it  necessary,  to  his  own 
vindication,  to  prosecute  him  in  the  King*s  Bench ;  but  as 
he  did  not  find  any  ill  effects  from  the  accusation,  having 
sufficiently  cleared  his  innocence,  he  thought  any  further 
procedure  would  have  the  appearance  of  revenge ;  and, 
therefore,  willingly  dropped  it. 

He  saw,  soon  afterwards,  a  process  commenced  in  the 
same  court  against  himself,  on  an  information  in  which 
he  was  accused  of  writing  and  publishing  an  obscene 
pamphlet 

It  was  always  Mr.  Savage's  desire  to  be  distinguished ; 
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and,  when  any  eonUovenj  became  popular,  he  never< 
wanted  some  reason  for  engaging  in  it  with  great  ardo^Tr 
and  appearing  at  the  head  of  the  party  whieh  he  had^ 
chosen.  As  he  was  never  celebrated  for  his  prudence,  he* 
had  no  sooner  taken  his  side,  and  informed  himself  of  the 
chief  topicks  of  the  dispute,  than  be  took  all  opportunitiea 
of  asserting  and  propagating  his  principles,  without  mack 
regard  to  his  own  interest,  or  any  other  visible  design  than, 
that  of  drawing  upon  himself  the  attention  of  mankind*     - 

The  dispute  between  the  bishop  of  London  and  the 
chancellor  is  well  known  to  have  been,  for  some  time,  the 
,  chief  topick  of  political  conversation ;  and,  therefore,  Mr. 
Savage,  in  pursuance  of  his  character,  endeavoured  to  be- 
come conspicuous  among  the  controvertists  with  which, 
every  coffee-house  was  filled  on  that  occasion.  He  was^ 
an  indefatigable  opposer  of  all  the  claims  of  ecclesiastical' 
power,  though  he  did  not  know  on  what  they  were  found- 
ed ;  and  was,  therefore,  no  friend  to  the  bishop  of  London. 
But  he  had  another  reason  for  appearing  as  a  warm  advo- 
cate for  Dr.  Rundle ;  for  he  was  the  friend  of  Mr.  Foster 
wd  Mr.  Thomson,  who  were  the  friends  of  Mr.  Savage. 

Thus  remote  was  his  interest  in  the  question,  which,  how- 
ever, as  he  imagined,  concerned  him  so  nearly,  that  it  was 
not  sufficient  to  harangue  and  dispute,  but  necessary  like- 
wise to  write  upon  it. 

He,  therefore,  engaged  with  great  ardour  in  a  new 
poem,  called  by  him,  the  Progress  of  a  Divine ;  in  which 
he  conducts  a  profligate  priest,  by  all  the  gradations  of 
wickedness,  from  a  poor  curacy  in  the  country  to  the  beh- 
est preferments  of  the  church ;  and  describes,  with  thai 
humour  which  was  natural  to  him,  and  that  knowledge 
which  was  extended  to  all  the  diversities  of  human  life, 
his  behaviour  in  every  station;  and  insinuates,  that  this 
priest,  thus  accomplished,  found  at  last  a  patron  in  the 
bishop  of  London. 

When  he  was  asked  by  one  of  his  friends,  on  what  pre- 
tence he  could  charge  the  bishop  with  such  an  action,  he 
had  no  more  to  say  than  that  he  had  only  inverted  the 


SAVAGB..  151 

aocimtioii ;  and  tint  he  thpagbt  it  reasonable  to  belie?e, 
that  he  who  obstnicted  the  rise  of  a  good  man  without  rea- 
son, wonld^  for  bad  reasons,  promote  the  exaltation  of  a 
villun. 

The  olergy  were  unirersally  provoked  by  this  satire; 
and  Savage,  who,  as  was  lus  constant  practice,  had  set  Us 
name  to  his  performance,  was  censured  in  the  Weekly 
Misoellany™  with  severity,  which  he  did  not  seem  inclined 
to  forget. 

*  AihortsatiB9wti»ttk*«iM»piU>UihtdiAth«iameptptfyUwhichwi^ 
foUowic^  lines: 

For  crael  auifder  doom'd  to  hen^a  death. 
Savage,  by  royal  grace,  proloog'd  his  breath. 
Well  might  yoo  think  he  spent  his  future  years 
In  pruyV,  and  fasting,  and  repentant  tean. 
—Bui,  O  Tain  hope  !~^the  truly  Savage  eiies, 
"Pkiaita.  aad  their  alayish  do^rines,  I  despise. 

ShaU  I > 

Who,  by  free-thinking  to  free  action  fir'd. 
In  midnight  brawls  a  deathless  name  acquir'd, 
Nov  sloop  to  Itam  of  eodesiMtic  men! — 
»  No,  arm'd  with  rhyme,  at  priests  I'll  take  my  aim« 

llioogh  prudence  bids  me  murder  but  their  fame." 

Weekly  Miscellany^ 


Aa  aaniw  wta  pvbtished  ia  the  Gantlemaa's  Magazine*  written  by  aa  na- 
koowa  haad»  £rom  which  the  following  lines  are  selected : 

Tkaasfonn'd  by  thoughlleM  ngt,  and  midaight  wine, 
Fnm  malice  free,  and  pnsh'd  without  design ; 
In  equal  brawl  if  Savage  lung'd  a  thrust. 
And  brought  the  youth  a  victim  to  the  dust ; 
So  strong  the  hand  of  accident  appears, 
The  royal  hand  from  guilt  and  vengeance  clears. 

Instead  of  wasting  **  all  thy  future  years. 
Savage,  in  pray'r  and  vain  repentant  tears," 
Exert  thy  pen  to  mend  a  vitious  age. 
To  curb  the  priest,  and  sink  his  high-church  rage ; 
To  show  what  frauds  the  holy  vestments  hide. 
The  nests  of  av'rice,  lust,  and  pedant  pride  : 
llien  change  the  scene,  let  merit  brightly  shine, 
And  round  the  patriot  twist  the  wreath  divine ; 
The  heav'nly  guide  deliver  down  to  fame ; , 
In  well-tun'd  li^  transmit  a  Foster's  name ; 
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But  a  retnni  of  invecti?e  was  not  thought  a  sufficient 
punishment.  The  court  of  King's  Bench  was,  therefore, 
moved  against  him ;  and  he  was  obliged  to  return  an  an- 
swer to  a  charge  of  obscenity.  It  was  urged  in  his  defence, 
that  obscenity  was  criminal  when  it  was  intended  to  pro- 
mote the  practice  of  vice ;  but  that  Mr.  Savage  had  only 
introduced  obscene  ideas,  with  the  view  of  exposing  Aem  to 
detestation,  and  of  amending  the  age,  by  showing  the  de- 
formity of  wickedness.  This  plea  was  admitted ;  and  sir 
Philip  Yorke,  who  then  presided  in  that  court,  dismissed 
the  information  with  encomiums  upon  the  purity  and  ex- 
cellence of  Mr.  Savage's  writings.  The  prosecution,  how- 
ever, answered  in  so|ne  measure  the  purpose  of  those  by 
whom  it  was  set  on  foot ;  for  Mr.  Savage  was  so  far  inti- 
midated by  it,  that,  when  the  edition  of  his  poem  was  sold, 
he  did  not  venture  to  reprint  it ;  so  that  it  was  in  a  short 
time  forgotten,  or  forgotten  by  aU  but  those  whom  it 
offended. 

It  is  said  that,  some  endeavours  were  used  to  incense 
the  queen  against  him :  but  he  found  advocates  to  obviate, 
at  least,  part  of  their  effect ;  for,  though  he  was  never  ad- 
vanced, he  still  continued  to  receive  his  pension. 

This  poem  drew  more  infamy  upon  him  than  any  incident 
of  his  life ;  and,  as  his  conduct  cannot  be  vindicated,  it  is 
proper  to  secure  his  memory  from  reproach,  by  informing 
those  whom  he  made  his  enemies,  that  he  never  intended 
to  repeat  the  provocation  ;  and  that,  though,  whenever  he 
thought  he  had  any  reason  to  complain  of  the  clergy,  he 
used  to  threaten  them  with  a  new  edition  of  the  Progress 

Touch  ev*ry  passion  with  harmonious  art, 
Exalt  the  genius,  and  correct  the  heart. 
Thus  future  times  shall  royal  grace  extol ; 
Tlius  polish'd  lines  thy  present  fame  enrol. 
'  But  gfant- 


-Maliciottsly  that  Savage  plung'd  the  steel. 
And  made  the  youth  its  shining  vengeance  feel ; 
My  soul  ahhors  the  act,  the  man  detests. 
But  more  the  bi'^otry  in  priestly  breasts." 

Gent]eman*s  Magazine,  May,  1735.    Dr.  J. 
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of  a  Divine,  it  was  his  calm  and  settled  resolution  to  sup- 
press it  for  ever. 

He  once  intended  to  have  made  a  better  reparation  for 
the  folly  or  injustice  with  which  he  might  be  charged,  by 
writing  another  poem,  called  the  Progress  of  a  Freethink- 
er, whom  he  intended  to  lead  through  all  the  stages  of  vice 
and  folly,  to  convert  him  from  virtue  to  wickedness,  and 
from  religion  to  infidelity,  by  all  the  modish  sophistry  used 
fbr  that  purpose;  and,  at  last,  to  dismiss  him  by  his  own 
hand  into  the  other  world. 

That  he  did  not  execute  this  design  is  a  real  loss  to 
mankind  ;  for  he  was  too  well  acquainted  with  all  the 
scenes  of  debauchery  to  have  failed  in  his  representations 
of  them,  and  too  zealous  for  virtue  not  to  have  represented 
them  in  such  a  manner  as  should  expose  them  either  to  ri- 
dicule or  detestation. 

But  this  plan  was,  like  others,  formed  and  laid  aside,  tilt 
the  vigour  of  his  imagination  was  spent,  and  the  efferves- 
cence of  invention  had  subsided ;  but  soon  gave  way  to 
some  other  design,  which  pleased  by  its  novelty  for  awhile, 
and  then  was  neglected  like  the  former. 

He  was  still  in  his  usual  exigencies,  having  no  certain 
support  but  the  pension  allowed  him  by  the  queen,  which, 
though  it  might  have  kept  an  exact  economist  from  want, 
was  very  far  from  being  sufficient  for  Mr.  Savage,  who 
had  never  been  accustomed  to  dismiss  any  of  his  appetites 
without  the  gratification  which  they  solicited,  and  whom 
nothing  but  want  of  money  withheld  from  partaking  of 
every  pleasure  that  fell  within  his  view. 

His  conduct,  with  reg^d  to  his  pension,  was  very  parti- 
cular. No  sooner  had  he  changed  the  bill,  than  he  vanish- 
ed from  the  sight  of  all  his  acquaintances,  and  lay,  for  some 
time,  out  of  the  reach  of  all  the  inquiries  that  friendship  or 
curiosity  could  make  after  him.  At  length  he  appeared 
again  penniless  as  before,  but  never  informed  even  those 
whom  he  seemed  to  reg^d  most,  where  he  had  been ;  nor 
was  his  retreat  ever  discovered. 

This  was  his  constant  practice  during  the  whole  time 
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that  he  received  the  pensioa  from  the  queen:  he  regularly 
disappeared  and  returned.  He,  indeed,  affirmed  that  ha 
retired  to  atttd;»  and  that  the  money  supported  him  in  soli- 
tude for  many  months ;  but  his  friends  deolared,  that  the 
short  time  in  which  it  was  spent  sufficiently  confuted  hia 
own  account  of  his  conduct 

His  politeness  and  hin  wit  stall  raised  him  fnends,  wha 
were  desiroua  of  setting  him  at  lei^h  free  firom  that  indi^ 
gence  by  which  he  had  been  hitherto  oppressed;  and,  ttiese^ 
fore,  solicited  sir  Robert  Walpole  in  Us  favour  with  sq 
much  earnestness,  that  they  obtained  a  promise  of  the  next 
place  that  should  become  vacant,  not  exceeding  two  hun^ 
dred  pounds  a  year*  This  promise  was  made  witb  an  ua% 
common  declaratioa,  "  that  it  was  not  the  promise  of  a 
minister  to  a  petitioner,  but  of  a  friend  to  his  friend." 

Mr.  Savage  now  concluded  himself  set  at  ease  ibr  evert 
and,  as  he  observes  in  a  poem  written  on  that  incidettt  of 
his  life,  trusted  and  was  trusted ;  but  soon  fisund  that  his 
confidence  was  ill-grounded,  and  this  friendly  promise  was 
not  inviolable.  He  spent  a  long  time  in  solieitatioiis,  aad^ 
at  last  despaired  and  desisted. 

He  did  not  indeed  deny,  that  he  had  given  the  minister 
some  reason  to  believe  tliat  he  should  not  strengthen  his 
own  interest  by  advancing  him,  for  ha  bad  taken  care  to 
distinguish  himself  in  coffee-houses  as  an  advocate  for  the 
ministry  of  the  last  years  of  queen  Anne»  and  was  alwaye 
ready  to  justify  the  conduct,  and  exalt  the  character  of 
lord  Bolingbroke,  whom  be  mentions  with  great  regard  ia 
an  Epistle  upon  Authors,  which  he  wrote  about  that  time^ 
but  was  too  wise  to  publish,  and  of  which  only  some  frag- 
ments have  appeared,  inserted  by  him  in  the  magaaiae 
after  his  retirement. 

To  despair  was  not,  however,  the  character  of  Savage; 
when  one  patronage  failed,  he  had  recourse  to  another. 
The  prince  was  now  extremely  popular,  and  had- very 
liberally  rewarded  the  merit  of  some  writers,  whom  Mix 
Savage  did  not  think  superiour  to  himself,  and,  therefore,  he 
resolved  to  address  a  poem  to  him. 
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For  this  piurpote  he  made  choice  of  a  gnbjact  which, 
could  regard  only  persona  of  Ae  highest  rank  and  greatest 
affliieDce»  and  which  was,  therefor^  proper  for  a  poem  in* 
tended  to  procure  the  patroaage  of  a  prince ;  and,  having 
retired,  tor  some  time,  to  Richmond,  that  he  might  prosecute 
Us  design  in  full  tranquillity,  without  the  temptations  of 
pleasare»  or  the  solicitations  of  creditors,  by  which^  his- 
meditations  were  in  equal  danger  of  being  dasceneeited, 
be  iNToduced  a  poem  on  Pablick  l^irit».  with  regprd  to 
Publick  Works. 

The  plan  of  this  poem  is  very  extensive,  and  comprises 
a  mnltitiide  of  topir.ka,  each  of  which  might  furnish  matter 
sufficient  for  a  long  performance,  and  of  which  some  have, 
already  employed  more  eminent  writers ;  but  as  he  was». 
perhaps*  not  fully  acquainted  with  the  whole  extent  of  hia 
own  design,  and  was  writing  to  obtain  a  supply  of  wants- 
too  pressing  to  admit  of  long  or  accurate  inquiries,  be 
passes  negligently  over  many  publick  works,  which,  #ven  in 
his  own  opinion,  deserved  to  be  more  elaborately  treated. 

Bat,  though  he  may  sometimes  disappoint  his  reader  by 
transient  touches  upon  these  subjects,  which  have  often 
been  considered,  and»  therefore,  naturally  raise  expecta- 
tions,  he  must  be  allowed  amply  to  compensate  hia  omisi- 
sions,  by  expatiating,  in  the  conclusion  of  his  work,  npoii 
a  kind  of  beneficence  not  yet  celebrated  by  any  eminent 
poet,  though  it  now  appears  more  susceptible  of  embelUsb- 
ments,  more  edited  to  exalt  the  ideas,  and  a&ct  the 
passions,  than  many  of  those  which  have  hitherto  been 
tboi^ht  most  worthy  of  the  ornaments  of  verse.  The  set- 
tlement of  colonies  in  uninhabited  countries,  the  establish- 
meat  of  those  in  security,  whose  misfortunes  have  made 
their  own  country  no  longer  pleasing  or  safe,  the  acquisi- 
tion of  property  without  iiyury  to  mj»  the  appropriation  of 
the  waste  and  luxuriant  bounties  of  nature,  and  the  enjoy* 
ment  of  those  gifts  which  heaven  has  scattered  upon  re- 
gions uncultivated  and  unoccupied,  cannot  be  considered 
without  giving  rise  to  a  great  number  of  pleasing  ideas, 
and  bewildering  the  imagination  in  delightful  prospects; 
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and,  therefore,  whatever  gpecnlations  they  may  produce 
in  those  who  have  confined  themselves  to  political  studies, 
naturally  fixed  the  attention,  and  excited  the  applause,  of 
a  poet.  The  politician,  when  he  considers  men  driven 
into  other  countries  for  shelter,  and  obliged  to  retire  to 
forests  and  deserts,  and  pass  their  lives,  and  fix  their 
posterity,  in  the  remotest  corners  of  the  world,  to  avoid 
those  hardships  which  they  suffer  or  fear  in  their  native 
place,  may  very  {>roperly  inquire,  why  the  legislature  does 
not  provide  a  remedy  for  these  miseries,  rather  than  en- 
courage an  escape  from  them.  He  may  conclude  that  the 
fiight  of  every  honest  man  is  a  loss  to  the  community ;  that 
tikose  who  are  unhappy  without  guilt  ought  to  be  relieved ; 
and  the  life,  which  is  overburdened  by  accidental  calami- 
ties, set  at  ease  by  the  care  of  the  publick;  and  that  those, 
who  have  by  misconduct  forfeited  their  claim  to  favour, 
ought  rather  to  be  made  useful  to  the  society  which  they 
have  injured,  than  driven  from  it.  But  the  poet  is  em- 
ployed in  a  more  pleasing  undertaking  than  that  of  propos- 
ing laws  which,  however  just  or  expedient,  will  never  be 
made;  or  endeavouring  to  reduce  to  rational  schemes  of 
government  societies  which  were  formed  by  chance,  and 
are  conducted  by  the  private  passions  of  those  who  preside 
in  them.  He  guides  the  unhappy  fugitive,  from  want  and 
persecution,  to  plenty,  quiet,  and  security,  and  seats  him 
in  scenes  of  peaceful  solitude,  and  undisturbed  repose. 

Savage  has  not  forgotten,  amidst  the  pleasing  sentiments 
which  this  prospect  of  retirement  suggested  to  him,  to 
censure  those  crimes  which  have  been  generally  committed 
by  the  discoverers  of  new  regions,  and  to  expose  the 
enormous  wickedness  of  making  war  upon  barbarous  na- 
tions because  they  cannot  resist,  and  of  invading  countries 
because  they  are  fruitful ;  of  extending  navigation  only  to 
propagate  vice,  and  of  visiting  distant  land^  only  to  lay 
them  waste.  He  has  asserted  the  natural  equality  of 
mankind,  and  endeavoured  to  suppress  that  pride  which 
inclines  men  to  imagine  that  right  is  the  consequence  of 
power. 
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His  description  of  the  varioas  miseries  which  force  men 
to  seek  for  refiige  in  distant  countries,  affords  another  in->. 
stance  of  his  proficiency  in  the  important  and  extensive 
study  of  human  life ;  and  the  tenderness  with  which  he  re*, 
counts  them,  another  proof  of  his  humanity  and  benevo* 
lence. 

It  is  obsenrable,  that  the  close  of  this  poem  discovers  a 
change  which  experience  had  made  in  Mr.  Savage's  opi* 
nions.  In  a  poem  written  by  him  in  his  youth,  and  pub- 
lished in  his  Miscellanies,  he  declares  his  contempt  of  the 
contracted  views  and  narrow  prospects  of  the  middle  state 
of  life,  and  declares  his  resolution  either  to  tower  like  the 
cedar,  or  be  trampled  like  the  shrub ;  but  in  this  poem, 
though  addressed  to  a  prince,  he  mentions  this  state  of  life 
as  comprising  those  who  ought  most  to  attract  reward^ 
those  who  merit  most  the  confidence  of  power,  and  the 
familiarity  of  greatness ;  and,  accidentally  mentioning  this 
passage  to  one  of  his  friends,  declared,  that,  in  his  opinion, 
all  the  virtue  of  mankind  was  comprehended  in  that  state. 

In  describing  villas  and  gardens,  he  did  not  omit  to  con- 
demn that  absurd  custom  which  prevails  among  the  Eng- 
lish, of  permitting  servants  to  receive  money  from  stran- 
gers for  the  entertainment  that  they  receive,  and,  therefore, 
inserted  in  his  poem  these  lines : 

But  what  the  flow'ring  pride  of  gardens  rare. 

However  royal,  or  however  fair. 

If  gates,  which  to  access  should  still  give  way. 

Ope  but,  like  Peter's  paradise,  for  pay  ? 

If  perquisited  varlets  frequent  stand. 

And  each  new  walk  must  a  new  tax  demand? 

What  foreign  eye  but  with  contempt  surveys  ? 

What  muse  shall  from  oblivion  snatch  their  praise  ? 

But  before  the  publication  of  his  performance  he  recol- 
lected, that  the  queen  allowed  her  garden  and  cave  at 
Richmond  to  be  shown  for  money ;  and  that  she  so  openly 
countenanced  the  practice,  that  she  had  bestowed  the  pri- 
vil^e  of  showing  them  as  a  place  of  profit  on  a  mani 
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irhoBO  merit  she  yalned  berself  upon  rewaiding,  though 
she  gave  him  only  the  libertj  of  disgpracing  his  country. 

He,  therefore,  tiionghty  with  more  pradence  than  was 
often  exerted  by  him,  that  the  publication  of  Aese  lines 
might  be  officiously  represented  as  an  insult  upon  the 
queen,  to  whom  he  owed  his  life  and  his  subsistence :  and 
that  the  propriety  of  his  observation  would  be  no  security 
against  the  censures  which  the  unseasonableness  of  it 
might  draw  upon  him ;  he,  therefore,  suppressed  the  pas- 
sage in  the  first  edition,  but  after  the  queen's  death 
thought  the  same  caution  no  longer  necessary,  and  re- 
iitored  it  to  the  proper  place. 

•  The  poem  was,  therefore,  published  without  any  politi- 
cal ftiults,  and  inscribed  to  the  prince :  but  Mr.  Savage, 
having  no  friend  upon  whom  he  could  prevail  to  present  it 
to  him,  had  no  other  method  of  attracting  his  observation 
flum  the  publication  of  frequent  advertisements,  and,  there- 
fore, received  no  reward  from  his  patron,  however  ge- 
nerous on  other  occasions. 

This  disappointment  he  never  mentioned  without  indig- 
nation, being,  by  some  means  or  other,  confident  that  the 
prince  was  not  ignorant  of  his  address  to  him ;  and  insi- 
nuated, duit  if  any  advances  in  popularity  could  have  been 
made  by  distinguishing  him,  he  had  not  written  without 
notice,  or  without  reward. 

He  was  once  inclined  to  have  presented  his  poem  in 
person,  and  sent  to  Ae  printer  for  a  copy  with  that  design ; 
but  either  his  opinion  changed,  or  his  lesoliitioa  deserted 
him,  and  he  continved  to  resent  negleot  withont  attempt- 
iog  to  force  kunself  into  regard. 

Nor  was  the  publiek  much  more  favourable  timn  his  pa- 
tron ;  for  only  seventy-two  were  sold,  though  the  perform- 
ance was  much  commended  by  some  whose  judgment  in 
that  kind  of  writing  is  generaUy  allowed.  But  Savage 
easily  reconciled  himself  to  mankind,  without  imputing 
any  defect  to  his  work,  by  observing,  that  his  poem  was 
unluckily  published  two  days  after  the  prorogation  of  the 
pariiament,  and,  by  consequence,  at  a  time  when  all  those 
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frfao  could  be  expected  to  regard  it  were  iti  the  hurry  of 
preparing  for  their  departure,  or  engaged  in  taking  leave  of 
others  upon  their  dismission  from  publick  aflRurs. 

It  must  he,  however,  allowed,  in  justification  of  the  pub- 
lick,  that  this  performance  is  not  the  most  excellent  of 
Mr.  Savage's  woriis ;  and  that,  though  it  cannot  be  denied 
to  contain  many  striking  sentiments,  majestick  lines,  and 
just  observations,  it  is,  in  general,  not  sufficiently  polished 
in  the  language,  or  enlivened  in  the  imagery,  or  digested 
in  tbe  plan. 

Thus  hb  poem  contributed  nothing  to  the  alleviation  of 
his  poverty,  which  was  such  as  very  few  could  have  sup- 
ported with  equal  patience ;  but  to  which,  it  must  likewise 
be  confessed,  that  few  would  have  been  exposed,  who  re- 
ceived punctually  fifty  pounds  a  year;  a  salary  which, 
though  by  no  means  equal  to  the  demands  of  vanity  and 
luxury,  is  yet  found  sufficient  to  support  families  above 
want,  and  was,  undoubtedly,  more  than  the  necessities  of 
life  require. 

But  no  sooner  had  he  received  his  pension,  than  he 
withdrew  to  his  darling  privacy,  from  which  he  returned, 
in  a  short  time,  to  his  former  distress,  and,  for  some  part  of 
the  year,  generally  lived  by  chance,  eating  only  when  he 
was  invited  to  the  tables  of  his  acquaintances,  from  which 
the  meanness  of  his  dress  often  excluded  him,  when  the 
politeness  and  variety  of  his  conversation  would  have  been 
(bought  a  sufficient  recompense  for  his  entertainmeni. 

He  lodged  as  much  by  accident  as  he  dined,  and  passed 
Ae  night  sometimes  in  mean  houses,  which  are  set  open  at 
night  to  any  casual  wanderers,  sometimes  in  cellars,  among 
the  riot  and  filth  of  the  meanest  and  most  profligate  of  the 
rabble ;  and  sometimes,  when  he  had  not  money  to  support 
even  the  expenses  of  these  reoeptacles,  walked  about  the 
Streets  tUl  he  was  weary,  and  lay  down  in  the  summer 
upon  a  bulk,  or  in  the  winter,  with  his  associates  in  po- 
verty, among  the  ashes  of  a  glass-house. 

In  this  manner  were  passed  those  days  and  those  nights 
Which  nature  had  enabled  him  to  have  employed  in  ele- 
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Tgted  speculationsy  useful  studies,  or  pleasing  conversa- 
tion. On  a  bulk,  in  a  cellar,  or  in  a  glass-house,  among 
thieves  and  beggars,  was  to  be  found  the  author  of  the 
Wanderer;  the  man  of  exalted  sentiments,  extensive  views, 
and  curious  observations ;  the  man  whose  remarks  on  life 
might  have  assisted  the  statesman,  whose  ideas  of  virtue 
might  have  enlightened  the  moralist,  whose  eloquence 
might  have  influenced  senates,  and  whose  delicacy  might 
have  polished  courts. 

It  cannot  but  be  imagined  that  such  necessities  mi^ht 
sometimes  force  him  upon  disreputable  practices ;  and  it  is 
probable  that  these  lines  in  the  Wanderer  were  occasioned 
by  his  reflections  on  his  own  conduct : 

Though  misery  leads  to  happiness^  and  truth. 

Unequal  to  the  load,  this  languid  youth, 

(O,  let  none  censure,  if,  untried  by  grief. 

If,  amidst  woe,  untempted  by  relief,) 

He  stoop'd  reluctant  to  low  arts  of  shame. 

Which  then,  e'en  then,  he  soom'd  and  blush'd  to  name. 

« 
Whoever  was  acquainted  with  him  was  certain  to  be  so^ 

licited  for  small  sums,  which  the  frequency  of  the  request 
made  in  time  considerable ;  and  he  was,  therefore,  quickly 
shunned  by  those  who  were  become  familiar  enough  to  be 
trusted  with  his  necessities ;  but  his  rambling  manner  of 
life,  and  constant  appearance  at  houses  of  publick  resort, 
always  procured  him  a  new  succession  of  friends,  whose 
kindness  had  not  been  exhausted  by  repeated  requests ;  so 
that  he  was  seldom  absolutely  without  resources,  but  had 
in  his  utmost  exigencies  this  comfort,  that  he  always  ima- 
gined himself  sure  of  speedy  relief. 

It  was  observed,  that  he  always  asked  favours  of  this 
kind  without  the  least  subnyssion  or  apparent  consciousness 
of  dependence,  and  that  he  did  not  seem  to  look  upon  a 
compliance  with  his  requst,  as  an  obligation  that  deserved 
any  extraordinary  acknowledgments;  but  a  refusal  waa 
resented  by  him  as  an  afiront,  or  complained  of  as  an 
injury ;  nor  did  he  readily  reconcile  himself  to  those  who 
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either  domed  to  lend,  or  gave  him  afterwards  anj  intutta- 
tion  diat  they  expected  to  be  repaid. 

He  was  sometimes  so  far  compassionated  by  those  who 
knew  both  his  merit  and  distresses,  that  they  received  him 
into  their  families ;  but  they  soon  discovered  him  to  be  a 
YOTy  incommodious  inmate ;  for,  being  always  acciistomed 
to  an  irregular  manner  of  life,  he  could  not  confine  himself 
to  any  stated  hours,  or  pay  any  regard  to  the  rules  of  a 
family,  but  would  prolong  his  conversation  till  midnight, 
without  considering  that  business  might  require  his  friend's 
application  in  the  morning ;  and,  when  he  had  persuaded 
himiself  to  retire  to  bed»  was  not,  without  equal  difficulty, 
called  up  to  dinner ;  it  was,  therefore,  impossible  to  pay 
him  any  distinction  without  the  entire  subversion  of  all 
economy,  a  kind  of  establishment  which,  wherever  he 
went,  he  always  appeared  ambitious  to  overthrow. 

It  must,  therefore,  be  acknowledged,  in  justification  of 
mankind,  that  it  was  not  always  by  the  negligence  or  cold- 
ness of  his  friends  that  Savage  was  distressed,  but  because 
it  was  in  reality  very  difficult  to  preserve  him  long  in  a 
state  of  ease.  To  supply  him  with  money  was  a  hopeless 
attempt ;  for  no  sooner  did  he  see  himself  master  of  a  sum 
sufficient  to  set  him  free  from  care  for  a  day,  than  he  be- 
came profuse  and  luxurious.  When  once  he  had  entered 
a  tavern,  or  engaged  in  a  scheme  of  pleasure,  he  never  re- 
tired till  want  of  money  obliged  him  to  some  new  ex- 
pedient. If  he  was  Entertained  in  a  family,  nothing  was 
any  longer  to  be  regaxded  there  but  amusements  and  jol- 
lity ;  wherever  Savage  entered,  he  immediately  expected 
that  order  and  business  should  fly  before  him,  that  all  should 
thenceforward  be  left  to  hazard,  and  that  no  dull  principle 
of  domestick  management  should  be  opposed  to  his  incli- 
nation, or  intrude  iipon  his  gaiety. 

His  distresses,  however  afflictive,  never  dejected  him ; 
in  his  lowest  state  he  wanted  not  spirit  to  assert  the  natu- 
ral dignity  of  wit,  and  was  always  ready  to  repress  that  in- 
solence which  superiority  of  fortune  incited,  and  to  trample 
on  that  reputation  which  rose  upon  any  other  basis  than 
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tbat  of  merit:  be  never  admitted  my  gross  famifiaritieSt 
or  submitted  to  be  treated  otherwise  tliaa  as  aa  eqnaL 
Once,  when  he  was  without  lodging,  meat,  oc  ckihes*  one 
of  his  friends,  a  man  not  indeed  remarkable  for  moderation 
in  his  prosperity,  left  a  message,  that  he  desired  to  see  him 
about  nine  in  the  morning.  Savage  knew  that  his  intention 
was  to  asfflst  him ;  but  was  very  much  disgusted  that  he 
should  presume  to  prescribe  the.  houx  of  his  attendance^ 
and,  I  believe,  refused  to  visit  him»  and  rejected  his  kind* 
ness. 

The  same  invincible  temper,  whether  firmness  or  obfti* 
nacy,  appeared  in  his  conduct  to  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  from 
whom  he  very  frequently  demanded,  that  the  allowance 
which  was  once  paid  him  should  be  restored ;  bnt  with 
whom  he  never  appeared  to  entertain,  for  a  moment,  the 
thought  of  soliciting  a  reconciliation,  and  whom  he  treated) 
at  once,  with  all  the  haughtinesa- of  superiority,  and  all  the 
bitterness  of  resentment.  He  wrote  to  him,  not  in  a  a^de 
of  supplication  or  respect,  but  of  reproach,  menace,  and 
contempt ;  and  appeared  determined^  if  he  ever  regained 
his  allowance,  to  hold  it  only  by  the  right  of  conquest. 

As  many  more  can  discover  that  a  man  is  richer,  than 
tbat  he  is  wiserthan  themselves^  superiority  of  undcntandn 
ing  is  not  so  readily  acknowledged  as  that  of  foitiine ;  bop 
is  that  haughtiness,  which  the  consciousness  of  great  aihili» 
ties  incites,  borne  with  the  same  submission  a&  the  tfranoy. 
of  affluence ;  and,  therefore.  Savage,  by  asserting  hift.olaii^ 
to  deference  and  regard,  and  by  treating  those  widi  con*, 
tempt  whom  better  fortune  animated  to  rebel  against  him, 
did  not  fail  to  raise  a  great  number  of  enemies  in  the  dif- 
ferent classes  of  mankind.  Those  who  thought  themseboa 
raised  above  him  by  the  advantages  of  riches,  hated  .himy 
because  they  found  no  protection  from  the  petulance  of  iwa 
wit.  Those  who  were  esteemed  for  their  writings,  feared 
him  as  a  critick,  and  maligned  him  as  a  rival,  and  almost 
all  the  smaller  wits  were  his  professed  enemies. 

Among  these  Mr.  Miller  so  far  indulged  his  resentmenfe 
as  to  introduce  him  in  a  farce,  and  direct  him  to  be.  pe»* 
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sonated  on  the  stage,  lA  a  dresi^  like  tbat  which  he  then 
wore';  a  mean  insult,  whieh  only  insinuated  tW  Savagtf 
bad  but  one  coat,  and  which  was,  therefore,  despised  by  him 
ratber  than  resented :  for,  though  be'  wrote  a  larafpobn 
against  Mifler,  he  never  printed  it ;  and  as  no  other  persoff 
ought  to  prosecute  that  revenge  from  which  the  person 
who  was  injured  desisted,  I  shall  not  preserve  wh&t  Mr. 
Savage  suppressed ;  of  which  the  publication  would  indeed 
barve  been  a  punisbmetif  too  severe  for  s6  impotent  aii 
assault. 

The  great  kirdsliips  of  poverty  Were  to  lavage  not  the 
#atit  of  lodgH^g  or  of  food,  but  th6  neglect  and  cciikfetitpX 
wMcb  It  drew  upon  bim.  He  colfaf^Iairted  that,  a^  hifif 
aifffirs  grew  desp^ate,  be  found  bis  reputation  f6r  ca{)acity 
▼faibly  decline ;  that  bis  o)»ink>ii  iii  qtfeafibhs  of  critlbidih' 
#a8  no  longer  regarded.  When  his  coiat  was  out  oif  fasbibii ; 
and  that  those  who,  id  the  interval  of  bis  pi^spetity,  vTere* 
always  encouraging  biia  to  gireat  und^rtaUii^s,  by'eifdi^- 
miums  on  bis  genius  and  assili-anbes  of  success,  ndW^  re- 
ceived aiiy  mention  of  his  dealigiis  with  cbltlness,  tbbti^hr 
flint  the  subjects  on  wUch  he  proposed  to  writfe  wefre  very 
difficult,  and  were  ready  to  idforfti  bim,  th^t  tbb  eVent 
df  a  poein  was  uncertain,  that  an  acftlior  bii^ht  to  eifipAoy 
mucHtime  in  the  consideration  of  his  plat),  and  not  pte- 
snme  to  sit  dowir  to  Write  in  confidence  of  a  fbw  cursory- 
ideas,  and  a  superficial  knowledge ;  difficulties  Were  siarti^ 
on  all  sides,  and  he  was  no  longer  qualified'  for  any  per- 
formance but  the  Volunteer  Laureate. 

Yet  even  this  kind  of  contempt  never  depressed  hinf ;' 
for  be  always  preserved  a  stbady  confidence  in  his  own 
capacity,  and  believed  nothing  above  bis  reach,  which  be^ 
Aould  at  any  time  earnestly  endeavour  to  attain.  He 
formed  schemes  of  the  same  kind  with  regard  to  know- 
ledge and  to  fortune,  and  flattered  himself  with  advances 
to  be  made  in  science,  a^  with  riches,  to  be  enjoyed  itf 
ffome  (fistant  period  of  his  Itfo.  For  the  acquisition  of 
knowledge  be  was,  indeed,  far  betteFqualifibd  than  for  that* 
df  riches;  foir  he  was  naturalTy  inqulsltire,  and  desirowV 
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of  tbe  comwenaHam  of  those  fioM  wham  maj  infoniiatioD 
w»  to  be  obtaioed,  bat  bj  bo  BKaas  aoHcitoiis  to  improTe 
tbose  opportimities  tbat  vcie  MBetoMs  oieied  of  raising 
hk  Ibrtmie ;  and  he  vas  reanrkaUj  retentiTe  of  his  ideas, 
whieh,  when  onee  be  was  in  possession  of  them,  rarely 
forsook  him;  a  qnaCty  vUch  conld  noTer  be  commani- 
cated  to  his  money. 

While  he  was  thos  wearing  oat  his  life  in  expectation 
that  the  qneen  woold  wame  time  recoOect  her  promise,  he 
had  reconrse  to  the  nsnal  practice  of  writers,  and  pnb- 
lished  proposab  for  printing  hb  worlis  by  sahscription,  to 
which  he  was  encooraged  by  the  success  of  many  who  had 
not  a  better  right  to  the  favonr  of  the  pnblick;  bnt,  what- 
ever was  the  reason,  he  did  not  find  the  world  equally 
inclined  to  fsTonr  him;  and  he  obaerred,  with  some  dis- 
content, that  though  he  offered  his  works  at  half^-gninea, 
he  was  able  to  procure  bnt  a  small  number  in  comparison 
with  those  who  snbscribed  twice  as  much  to  Duck. 

Nor  was  it  without  indignation  that  he  saw  his  proposals 
neglected  by  the  queen,  who  patronised  Mr.  Duck's  with 
uncommon  ardour,  and  incited  a  competition  among  those 
who  attended  the  court,  who  should  most  promote  his 
interest,  and  who  should  first  offer  a  subscription.  This 
was  a  distinction  to  which  Mr.  Savage  made  no  scruple  of 
asserting,  that  his  birth,  his  misfortunes,  and  his  genius, 
gave  him  a  fairer  title,  than  could  be  pleaded  by  him  on 
whom  it  was  conferred. 

Savage's  applications  were,  however,  not  universally 
unsuccessful ;  for  some  of  the  nobility  countenanced  his 
design,  encouraged  his  proposals,  and  subscribed  with 
great  liberality.  He  related  of  the  duke  of  Chandos  par- 
ticularly, that,  upon  receiving  hiB  proposals,  he  sent  him 
ten  guineas. 

But  the  money  which  bis  subscriptions  afforded  him  was 
not  less  volatile  than  that  which  he  received  from  his  other 
schemes ;  whenever  a  subscription  was  paid  him,  he  went 
to  a  tavern ;  and,  as  money  so  collected  is  necessarily  re- 
ceived in  small  sums^  he  never  was  able  to  send  his  poems 
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to  the  press,  but,  for  many  years,  continued  his  solicitation, 
and  squandered  whatever  he  obtained. 

The  project  of  printing  his  works  was  frequently  re- 
vived ;  and,  as  his  proposals  grew  obsolete,  new  ones  were 
printed  with  fresher  dates.  To  form  schemes  for  the  pub- 
lication, was  one  of  his  favourite  amusements ;  nor  was  he 
ever  more  at  ease  than  when,  with  any  friend  who  readily 
fell  in  with  his  schemes,  he  was  adjusting  the  print,  forming 
the  advertisements,  and  regulating  the  dispersion  of  his 
new  edition,  which  he  really  intended,  some  time,  to  pub- 
lish; and  which,  as  long  experience  had  shown  him  the 
impossibility  of  printing  the  volume  together,  he,  at  last, 
determined  to  divide  into  weekly  or  monthly  numbers, 
that  the^profits  of  the  first  might  supply  the  expenses  of 
the  next. 

Thus  he  spent  his  time  in  mean  expedients  and  tor- 
menting suspense,  living,  for  the  greatest  part,  in  the  fear 
of  prosecutions  from  his  creditors,  and,  consequently,  skulk- 
ing in  obscure  parts  of  the  town,  of  which  he  was  no 
stranger  to  the  remotest  comers.  But,  wherever  he  came, 
his  address  secured  him  friends,  whom  his  necessities  isoon 
alienated ;  so  that  he  had,  perhaps,  a  more  numerous  ac- 
quaintance .than  any  man  ever  before  attained,  there  being 
scarcely  any  person  eminent  on  any  account  to  whom  he 
was  not  known,  or  whose  character  he  was  not,  in  some 
degree,  able  to  delineate. 

To  the  acquisition  of  this  extensive  acquaintance  every 
circumstance  of  his  life  contributed.  He  excelled  in  the 
arts  of  conversation,  and,  therefore,  willingly  practised 
them.  He  had  seldom  any  home,  or  even  a  lodging,  in 
which  he  could  be  private ;  and,  therefore,  was  driven  into 
pnbiick-houses  for  the  common  conveniencies  of  life  and 
supports  of  nature.  He  was  always  ready  to  comply  with 
every  invitation,  having  no  employment  to  withhold  him, 
and  often  no  money  to  provide  for  himself;  and,  by  dining 
with  one  company,  he  never  failed  of , obtaining  an  intro- 
duction into  another. 
.  Thus  dissipated  was  hitf  life,  and  thus  casual  his  sub* 
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ristence ;  yet  did  not  the  distract|pQ  of  his  vieva  hinder 
him  from  reflection,  nor  the  uncertainty  of  his  condition 
depress  his  gaiety.  When  he  had  wandered  about  without 
any  fortunate  adventure  by  which  he  ^as  le4  into  a  tayern» 
be  sometimes  Retired  into  the  fields,  apd  was  able  to  em* 
ploy  Ifls  mind  in  study,  or  amuse  it  with  pleasing  imagi- 
nations ;  and  seldom  appeared  to  be  melancholy,  but  when 
some  sudden  misfortune  bad  just  fallen  upon  him,  and  e?eii 
then,  in  a  few  moments,  he  would  disentangle  himself  from 
his  perplexity,  adopt  the  subject  of  conversation,  and  ftpply 
his  ipifid  wholly  to  the  objects  that  others  presented  to  it. 

This  life,  unhappy  as  it  may  be  already  imagined,  was 
y^t  imbittered,  in  1738,  with  new  calamities.  The  death 
of  the  queen  deprived  him  of  all  the  prospects  of  prefejr* 
ment,  with  which  he  so  long  entertained  his  imagina^o^ ; 
and,  as  sir  Robert  Walpole  had  before  given  hipi  reason 
to  believe  that  he  never  intended  the  performance  of  bis 
promise,  he  was  no^  abandoned  again  to  fortune. 

I(e  was,  however,  at  that  time,  supported  by  a  fiiend ; 
ai^  as  it  was  not  his  custom  to,  look  out  for  distant  calamities, 
Qr  tq  feel  any  otheyp  pain  than  that  whiich  forced  itself  \gp90q 
his  senses,  he  was  not  much  afflicted  ^\  his  Iq;ss,  and,  per- 
haps, comforted  himself  that  hjs  pension  would  b^  now 
continued  without  the  awiual  tribute  of  a  panegyrick. 

Another  expectation  contributed  likei^ise  to  support  him : 
he  had  taken  a  resolution  to  write  a  second  tragedy  upon 
the  story  of  sir  Thomas  Overbury,  in  which  he  preserved 
a  few  lines  of  his  former  pUy,  but  made  a  total  alteration 
of  the  plan,  added  n^w  incidents,  and  introduced  qiew, 
^aracters ;  so  that  it  was  a  ne^  tragedy,  not  a  revival  of 
the  former. 

Many  of  his  friends  blamed  him  for  not  n[iaking  choice  of 
another  subject ;  but,  in  vindication  of  himself,  he  asserted, 
that  it  was  not  ea^  to  find  a  better ;  and  that  he  tfaooght 
it  his  interest  to  es^tingoish  the  memory  of  the  first  tragedy* 
whi<?h  he  could  only  do  by  writing  one  less  defective  upon 
the  same  story;  by  which  he  should  entireJiy  defei^t  the. 
artifice  of  the  booksellers,  vriio,  after  M^e  death  of  any 
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avthor  of  repuUitibD,  are  always  indngtiioiis  to  swell  his 
Irorfcs,  by  imitiiig  his  worst  productions  with  his  best. 

Id  the  execution  of  this  scheme^  howeyer^  he  proceeded 
but  slowly,  and  probably  only  employed  himself  upon  it 
wh^n  he  eonid  find  no  other  amusement ;  but  he  pleased 
himself  with  counting  the  profits,  and  perhaps  imagined, 
that  the  theiitriclil  re()utiition  which  he  was  about  to  acquire 
would  be  eqliivalent  to  aH  that  he  had  lost  by  the  death  of 
ins  palfoness. 

He  did  not,  in  confidence  of  his  approaching  riches, 
neglect  the  measures  proper  to  secure  the  continuance  of 
his  pension,  though  tome  of  his  farourers  thought  him  cul- 
pable for  omitting  to  write  on  her  death ;  but,  on  her  birth- 
day, next  year,  he  gave  a  proof  of  the  solidity  of  his  judg- 
IMnt^  and  the  power  of  his  genius.  He  knew  that  the 
track  of  elegy  had  been  so  long  beaten,  that  it  was  impos- 
sible to  tiayel  in  it  without  treading  in  the  footsteps  of 
those  who  had  gone  before  him ;  and  that,  therefore,  it  was 
iecessary,  that  he  might  distinguish  himself  from  the  herd 
ot  encomiasts,  to  find  out  some  new  walk  of  funeral  pa- 
aegyrick. 

This  difllcttlt  task  be  performed  in  such  a  manner  that 
his  poem  may  be  justly  ranked  among  the  best  pieces  that 
the  death  of  princes  has  produced.  By  transferring  the 
metitien  of  her  d^atb  to  her  birthday,  be  has  formed  a 
happy  combination  of  topicks,  which  any  other  man  would 
kuTO  thought  it  very  difficult  to  connect  in  one  view,  but 
which  he  hiis  united  in  such  a  manner,  that  the  relation 
between  tfaete  appears  natural ;  aAd  it  may  be  justly  said, 
that  what  no  other  man. would  have  thought  on,  it  now 
appears  scarcely  possible  for  any  man  to  miss. 

The  beauty  of  this  pecnliar  combination  of  images  is  so 
mttiterly,  thi^  it  is  sufficient  to^  set  this  poem  above  cen* 
sure ;  and,  therefore,  it  is  not  necessary  to  mention  many 
other  ddicate  touches  which  may  be  found  in  it,  and  which 
would  deservedly  be  admired  in  any  other  performance. 

To  these  piooft  of  his  genius  may  be  added,  from  the 
saBie  poem,  an  instance  of  his  prudence^  an  excellence  for 
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which  he  was  not  so  often  dbtingiiished ;  he  does  not  for-^ 
get  to  remind  the  king,  in  the  most  delicate  and  artful 
manner,  of  continuing  his  pension. 

With  regard  to  the  success  of  this  address,  he  was,  for 
some  time,  in  suspense,  but  was  in  no  great  degree  solici- 
tous about  it ;  and  continued  his  labour  upon  his  new  tra- 
gedy with  great  tranquillity,  till  the  friend,  who  had  for  a 
considerable  time  supported  him,  removing  his  family  to 
another  place,  took  occasion  to  dismiss  him.  It  then  be- 
came necessary  to  inquire  more  diligently  what  was  deter- 
mined in  his  affair,  having  reason  to  suspect  that  no  great 
favour  was  intended  him,  because  he  had  not  received  his 
pension  at  the  usual  time. 

It  is  said,  that  he  did  not  take  those  methods  of  retriey- 
ing  his  interest,  which  were  most  likely  to  succeed ;  and 
some  of  those  who  were  employed  in  the  exchequer  cau- 
tioned him  against  too  much  violence  in  his  proceedings  r 
but  Mr.  Savage,  who  seldom  regelated  his  conduct  by  the 
advice  of  others,  gave  way  to  his  passion,  and  demanded 
of  sir  Robert  Walpole,  at  his  levee,  the  reason  of  the  dis- 
tinction that  was  made  between  him  and  the  other  pen- 
sioners of  the  queen,  with  a  degree  of  roughness,  which, 
perhaps,  determined  him  to  withdraw  what  had  been  only 
delayed. 

Whatever  was  the  crime  of  which  he  was  accused  or 
suspected,  and  whatever  influence  was  employed  against 
him,  he  received,  soon  after,  an  account  that  took  from  him 
all  hopes  of  regaining  his  pension ;  and  he  had  now  no 
prospect  of  subsistence  but  from  his  play,  and  he  knew  no 
way  of  living  for  the  time  required  to  finish  it. 

So  peculiar  were  the  misfortunes  of  this  man,  depriyed 
of  an  estate  and  title  by  a  particular  law,  exposed  and 
abandoned  by  a  mother,  defrauded  by  a  mother  of  a  for- 
tune which  his  father  had  allotted  him,  he  entered  the 
world  without  a  friend;  and  though  his  abilities  forced 
themselves  into  esteem  and  reputation,  he  was  never  able 
to  obtain  any  real  advantage,  and  whatever  prospects  arose, 
w^re  always  intercepted  as  he  began  to  approach  them. 
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The  king's  intentions  in  his  favonr  were  frustrated ;  his 
dedication  to  the  prince,  whose  generosity  on  every  other 
occasion  was  eminent,  procured  him  no  reward ;  sir  Robert 
Walpole,  who  valued  himself  upon  keeping  his  promise  to 
others,  broke  it  to  him  without  regret ;  and  the  bounty  of 
the  queen  was,  after  her  death,  withdrawn  from  him,  and 
from  him  only. 

Such  were  his  misfortunes,  which  yet  he  bore,  not  only 
with  decency,  but  with  cheerfulness;  nor  was  his  gaiety, 
clouded  even  by  his  last  disappointments,  though  he  was, 
in  a  short  time,  reduced  to  the  lowest  degree  of  distress, 
and  often  wanted  both  lodging  and  food.  At  this  time  he 
gave  another  instance  of  the  insurmountable  obstinacy  of 
his  spirit:  his  clothes  were  worn  out;  and  he  received 
notice,  that  at  a  coiFee-house  some  clothes  and  linen  were 
left  for  him :  the  person  who  sent  them  did  not,  I  believe, 
inform  him  to  whom  he  was  to  be  obliged,  that  he  might 
spare  the  perplexity  of  acknowledging  the  benefit;  but 
though  the  offer  was  so  far  generous,  it  was  made  with 
some  neglect  of  ceremonies,  which  Mr.  Savage  so  much 
resented,  that  he  refused  the  present,  and  declined  to 
enter  the  house  till  the  clothes  that  had  been  designed  for 
him  were  taken  away. 

His  distress  was  no^  publickly  known,  and  his  friends, 
therefore,  thought  it  proper  to  concert  some  measures  for 
his  relief;  and  one  of  them  wrote  a  letter  to  him,  in  which 
he  expressed  his  concern  **  for  the  miserable  withdrawing 
of  his  pension  ;**  and  gave  him  hopes,  that,  in  a  short  time, 
he  should  find  himself  supplied  with  a  competence,  "  with- 
out any  dependence  on  those  little  creatures  which  we  are 
pleased  to  call  the  great." 

The  scheme  proposed  for  this  happy  and  independent 
subsistence  was,  that  he  should  retire  into  Wales,  and  re- 
ceive an  allowance  of  fifty  pounds  a  year,  to  be  raised  by< 
a  subscription,  on  which  he  was  to  live  privately  in  a  cheap 
place,  without  aspiring  any  more  to  affluence,  or  having 
any  further  care  of  reputation. 

This  offer  Mr.  Savage  gladly  accepted,  though  with  in- 
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toBtioDs  very  difibreot  firom  those  of  his  friends ;  for  they 
proposed  that  he  sfaovU  ooatimie  an  exile  from  London  for 
ever,  and  spend  ail  the  remaining  part  of  his  Itfe  at  Swan- 
sea ;  but  he  designed  only  to  take  the  opportnnity,  which 
their  scheme  offered  him,  of  retreating  for  a  short  time, 
that  he  might  prepare  his  play  for  the  stage,  and  his  other 
works  for  the  press,  and  then  to  return  to  London  to  exr 
Ubit  his  tragedy,  and  live  npon  the  profits  of  his  own 
labonr. 

With  regard  to  his  works,  he  proposed  very  great  im- 
provements, which  wonld  have  required  much  time,  or 
great  application ;  and,  when  he  had  finished  them,  he  de- 
sig^ned  to  do  justice  to  his  subscribers,  by  publishing  them 
according  to  his  proposals. 

As  he  was  ready  to  entertain  himself  with  future  plea* 
sures,  he  had  planned  out  a  scheme  of  life  for  the  country, 
of  which  he  had  no  knowledge  but  from  pastorals  and 
songs.  He  imagined  that  he  should  be  transported  to 
scenes  of  fiowery  felicity,  like  those  which  one  poet  has  ru- 
fieeted  to  another ;  and  had  projected  a  perpetual  round  of 
innocent  pleasures,  of  which  he  suspected  no  intemlptioii 
from  pride,  or  ignorance,  or  brntality. 

With  these  expectations  he  was  so  enehanted,  that  wham 
be  was  once  gently  reproached  by  a  friend  for  subnatting 
to  live  upon  a  subscription,  and  advised  rather  by  a  reso- 
late  exertion  of  his  abilities  to  support  hinmelf,  he  could 
not  bear  to  debar  himself  from  the  happiness  which  was  to 
be  fonml  in  the  calm  of  a  cottage,  or  lose  the  opportunify 
of  listening,  without  intormission,  to  the  melody  of  tk 
nightingale,  which  he  believed  was  to  be  heard  fr<Mn  eveiy 
bramble,  and  which  he  did  not  ftul  to  mention  as  a  very 
important  part  of  the  happiness  of  a  country  Ufe. 

While  this  scheme  was  ripening,  his  friends  directed 
him  to  take  a  lodging  in  the  liberties  of  the  Fleet,  that  he 
might  he  secure  from  his  creditors,  and  sent  him,  every 
Monday,,  a  guinea,  which  he  commonly  speni  before  the 
next  morning,  and  trusted,  after  his  usual  manner,  the  re- 
matning  part  sJl  the  week  to  the  bonntv  of  fortune. 
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'  He  DOW  began  very  seoubly  U>  feel  the  oaiieries  of  de* 
peadeiice.  Those  by  whom  be  was  to  be  supported  began 
to  preaeribe  to  him  with  ab  air  of  autbority,  which  he  knew 
upt  how  decently  to  resent^  Bor  patiently  to  bear ;  and  he 
aoon  dispoyered,  from  the  coi|duct  of  most  of  his  subscri^ 
beis,  that  be  was  yet  in  the  bands  of ''  little  creatures." 

Of  the  insoleniBe  that  be  was  obliged  to  suffer,  he  gave 
numy  instances,  of  which  none  appeared  to  raise  his  indig*' 
nation  to  a  greater  height  than  the  method  which  was  taken 
of  ft|n\ish}ng  him  with  clothes.  Instead  of  consulting  him» 
and  allowing  biqi  to  send  a  tailor  his  orders  for  what  they 
thought  proper  to  allow  him,  they  proposed  to  send  for  a 
ti||l^  to  take  his  meaaure*  and  then  to  consult  how  tbey 
should  equip  him. 

TI^s  treatmeilt  was  not  very  delicate,  nor  was  it  such  as 
Savage's  humanity  would  have  suggested  to  him  on  a  like 
occasion ;  but  it  had  scarcely  deserved  mention,  had  it  mot, 
by  affecting  him  in  an  uuoommen  degree,  shown  the  pecn* 
iiari^  of  his  character.  Upon  hearing  the  design  that  was 
formed,  he  came  to  the  lodging  of  a  friend  with  the  most 
yiolent  agonies  ef  rage ;  and,  being  asked  what  it  ceidd  be 
that  g%ve  him  such  disturb^ce,  he  replied,  with  the  utmost 
vehemence^f  indignation*  "  that  they  had  sent  for  a  tailor 
to  measure  him.** 

How  the  aflREiir  ended  was  never  inquired,  for  fear  ef  re^ 
lowing  his  uneasiness.  It  is  probable  that,  upon  recollee^ 
tietn,  he  submitted  with  a  good  grace  to  what  he  could  not 
avoids  and  that  he  discovered  no  resentment  where  he  had 
iH>  power. 

He  was,  ho:iirever,  not  humbled  to  implicit  and  universal 
compliance  i  for  when  the  gentleman,  who  had  firat  in- 
formed him  of  the  design  to  duppert  him  by  a  subscription* 
AMWf^ted  to.proGure  a  recoAoiliation  with  the  lord  Tyroon^^ 
neU  he  could  by  no  means  be  prevailed  upon  to  comply 
ndtb  the  measures  that  were  proposed. 

A  btter  was:  written^  for  him'*  to  six  William  JjuKktm,  ta 
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prevail  upon  him  to  interpose  his  good  offices  with  lord 
Tyrconnel,  in  which  he  solicited  sir  William*s  assistance 
**  for  a  man  who  really  needed  it  as  much  as  any  man  could 
well  do;**  and  informed  him,  that  he  was  retiring^ "for  ever 
to  a  place  where  he  should  no  more  trouble  his  relations, 
friends,  or  enemies  ;*'  he  confessed,  that  his  passion  had 
betrayed  him  to  some  conduct,  with  regard  to  lord  Tyrcon- 
nel,  for  which  he  could  not  but  heartily  ask  his  pardon ; 
and  as  he  imagined  lord  Tyrconnel's  passion  might  be  yet 
so  high  that  he  would  not  **  receive  a  letter  from  him," 
begged  that  sir  William  would  endeavour  to  soften  him ; 
and  expressed  his  hopes  that  he  would  comply  with  bis  re* 
quest,  and  that  "  so  small  a  relation  would  not  harden  his 
heart  against  him.*' 

That  any  man  should  presume  to  dictate  a  letter  to  him, 
was  not  very  agreeable  to  Mr.  Savage ;  and,  therefore,  he 
was,  before  he  had  opened  it,  not  much  inclined  to  approve 
it.  But  when  he  read  it,*  he  found  it  contained  sentiments 
entirely  opposite  to  his  own,  and,  as  he  asserted,  to  the 
truth,  and,  therefore,  instead  of  copying  it,  wrote  his  friend 
a  letter  full  of  masculine  resentment  and  warm  expostula- 
tions. He  very  justly  observed,  that  the  style  wad  too  sup- 
plicatory, and  the  representation  too  abject,  and  that  he 
ought,  at  least,  to  have  made  him  complain  with  **  the  dig* 
nity  of  a  gentleman  in  distress.''  He  declared  that  he  would 
not  write  the  paragraph  in  which  he  was  to  ask  lord  Tyr- 
conneVs  pardon ;  for  "  he  despised  his  pardon,  and,  there- 
fore, could  not  heartily,  and  would  not  hypocritically,  ask 
it."  He  remarked,  that  his  friend  made  a  very  unreason- 
able distinction  between  himself  and  him;  for,  says  he,  when 
you  mention  men  of  high  rank  **  in  your  own  character," 
they  are,  "  those  little  creatures  whom  we  are  pleased  to 
call  the  great  ;'*  but  when  you  address  them  "  in  mine," 
no  servility  is  sufficiently  humble.  He  then,  with  great 
propriety,  explained  the  ill  consequences  which  might  be 
expected  from  such  a  letter,  which  his  relations  would  print 
in  their  own  defence,  and  which  would  for  ever  be  pro- 
duced as  a  full  answer  to  all  that  he  should  allege  against 
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them ;  for  be  always  intended  to  publish  a  minnte  account 
of  the  treatment  which  he  bad  received.  It  is  to  be  re- 
membered, to  the  honour  of  the  gentleman  by  whom  thift 
letter  was  drawn  up,  that  he  yielded  to  Mr.  Savage's  rea- 
sons, and  agreed  that  it  ought  to  be  suppressed. 

After  many  alterations  and  delays,  a  subscription  was  at 
length  raised,  which  did  not  amount  to  fifty  pounds  a  year, 
though  twenty  were  paid  by  one  gentleman®;  such  was 
the  generosity  of  mankind,  that  what  had  been  done  by  a 
player  without  solicitation,  could  not  now  be  effected  by 
application  and  interest ;  and  Savage  had  a  great  number 
to  court  and  to  obey  for  a  pension  less  than  that  which 
Mrs.  Oldfield  paid  him  without  exacting  any  servilities. 

Mr.  Savage,  however,  was  satisfied,  and  willing  to  re- 
tire, and  was  convinced  that  the  allowance,  though  scanty, 
would  be  more  than  sufficient  for  him,  being  now  deter- 
mined to  commence  a  rigid  economist,  and  to  live  accord- 
ing to  the  exactest  rules  of  frugality ;  for  nothing  was,  in 
his  opinion^  more  contemptible,  than  a  man,  who,  when  he 
knew  his  income,  exceeded  it ;  and  yet  he  confessed  that 
instances  of  such  folly  were  too  common,  and  lamented  that 
some  men  were  not  to  be  trusted  with  their  own  money. 

Full  of  these  salutary  resolutions,  he  left  London  in  July, 
1739,  having  taken  leave,  with  great  tenderness,  of  his 
friends,  and  parted  from  the  author  of  this  narrative  with 
tears  in  his  eyes.  He  was  furnished  vrith  fifteen  guineas, 
and  informed  that  they  would  be  sufficient,  not  only  for 
the  expense  of  his  journey,  but  for  his  support  in  Wales 
for  some  time ;  and  that  there  remained  but  little  more  of 
the  first  collection.  He  promised  a  strict  adherence  to  his 
maxims  of  parsimony,  and  went  away  in  the  stagecoach ; 
nor  did  his  friends  expect  to  hear  from  him  till  he  informed 
them  of  his  arrival  at  Swansea. 

But,  when  they  least  expected,  arrived  a  letter  dated 
the  fourteenth  day  after  his  departure,  in  which  he  sent 
them  word,  that  he  was  yet  upon  the  road  and  without 
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at  least,  the  resentment  it  might  provoke  ought  to  have 
been  generons  and  manlj ;  epithets  which  his  conduct  will 
hardlj  deserve,  that  starves  the  man  whom  he  has  per- 
suaded to  put  himself  into  his  power. 

It  might  have  been  reasonably  demanded  by  Savage, 
that  they  should,  before  they  had  taken  away  what  they 
promised,  have  replaced  him  in  his  former  state;  that  they 
should  have  taken  no  advantages  from  the  situation  to 
which  the  appearance  of  their  kindness  had  reduced  him, 
and  that  he  should  have  been  recalled  to  London  before 
he  was  abandoned.  He  might  justly  represent,  that  he 
ought  to  have  been  considered  as  a  lion  in  the  toils,  and 
demand  to  be  released  before  the  dogs  should  be  loosed 
upon  him. 

'  He  endeavoured,  indeed,  to  release  himself,  and,  with 
an  intent  to  return  to  London,  went  to  Bristol,  where  a 
repetition  of  the  kindness  which  he  had  formerly  found  in* 
vited  him  to  stay.  He  was  not  only  caressed  and  treated, 
but  had  a  collection  made  for  him  of  about  thirty  pounds, 
with  which  it  had  been  happy  if  he  had  immediately  de- 
parted for  London ;  but  his  negligence  did  not  suffer  him 
to  consider,  that  such  proofs  of  kindness  were  not  often  to 
be  expected,  and  that  this  ardour  of  benevolence  was,  in  a 
great  degree,  the  effect  of  novelty,  and  might,  probably,  be 
every  day  less ;  and,  therefore,  he  took  no  care  to  improve 
the  happy  time,  but  was  encouraged  by  one  favour  to  hope 
for  another,  till,  at  length,  generosity  was  exhausted,  and 
officiousness  wearied. 

Another  part  of  his  misconduct  was  the  practice  of  pro- 
longing his  visits  to  unseasonable  hours,  and  disconcerting 
all  the  families  into  which  he  was  admitted.  This  was  an 
errour  in  a  place  of  commerce,  which  all  the  charms  of  his 
conversation  could  not  compensate ;  for  what  trader  would 
purchase  such  airy  satisfaction  by  the  loss  of  solid  gain, 
which  must  be  the  consequence  of  midnight  merriment,  as 
those  hours  which  were  gained  at  night  were  generally 
lost  in  the  morning? 

Thus  Mr.  Savage,  after  the  curiosity  of  the  inhabitants 
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Was  gratified,  foand  the  number  of  his  friends  daily  de« 
creasing,  perhaps,  without  suspecting  for  what  reason  their 
conduct  was  altered ;  for  he  still  continued  to  harass,  with 
his  nocturnal  intrusions,  those  that  yet  countenanced  him, 
and  admitted  him  to  their  houses. 

But  he  did  not  spend  ail  the  time  of  his  residence  at 
Bristol,  in  visits  or  at  taverns ;  for  he  sometimes  returned 
to  his  studies,  and  began  several  considerable  designs. 
When  he  felt  an  inclination  to  write,  he  always  retired 
ficom  the  knowledge  of  his  friends,  and  lay  hid  in  an  ob- 
scure part  of  the  suburbs,  till  he  found  himself  again  de- 
sirous of  company,  to  which  it  is  likely  that  intervals  of 
absence  made  him  more  welcome. 

He  was  always  full  of  his  design  of  returning  to  London, 
to  bring  his  tragedy  upon  the  stage ;  but,  having  neglected 
to  depart  with  the  money  that  was  raised  for  him,  he  could 
not  afterwards  procure  a  sum  sufficient  to  defray  the  ex** 
penses  of  his  journey ;  nor,  perhaps,  would  a  fresh  supply 
have  had  any  other  effect  than  by  putting  immediate  plea^ 
sures  in  his  power,  to  have  driven  the  thoughts  of  his  jour- 
ney out  <^  his  mind. 

While  he  was  thus  spending  the  day  in  contriving  a 
scheme  for  the  morrow,  distress  stole  upon  him  by  imper- 
ceptible degrees.  His  conduct  had  already  wearied  some 
of  those,  who  were  at  first  enamoured  of  his  conversation ; 
but  he  might,  perhaps,  still  have  devolved  to  others,  whom 
he  might  have  entertained  with  equal  success,  had  not  the 
decay  of  his  clothes  made  it  no  longer  consistent  with  their 
vanity  to  admit  him  to  their  tables,  or  to  associate  with  him 
in  publick  piaees.  He  now  began  to  find  every  man  from 
borne  at  whose  house  he  called;  and  was,  therefore,  no 
longer  able  to  procure  the  necessaries  of  life,  but  wandered 
about' the  town,  slighted  and  neglected,  in  quest  of  a  din«> 
ner,  which  he  did  not  always  obtain. 

To  complete  his  misery,  be  was  pursued  by  the  officers, 
for  small  debts  which  he  bad  contracted ;  and  was,  there- 
fore, obliged  to  withdraw  from  the  small  number  of  friends 
from  whom  he  had  still  reason  to  hope  for  favours.     His 
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custom  was  to  lie  in  bed  the  greatest  part  of  the  day»  and 
to  go  out  in  the  dark  with  the  utmost  privacy,  and  after 
having  paid  his  visit,  return  again  before  morning  to  his 
lodging,  which  was  in  the  garret  of  an  obscurf^  inn. 

Being  thus  excluded  on  one  hand,  and  confined  on  the 
other,  he  suffered  the  utmost  extremities  of  poverty,  and 
often  fasted  so  long,  that  he  was  seized  with  faintness,  and 
had  lost  his  appetite,  not  being  able  to  bear  the  smell  of 
meat,  till  the  action  of  his  stomach  was  restored  by  a  cordial. 

In  this  distress,  he  received  a  remittance  of  five  pounds 
from  London,  with  which  he  provided  himself  a  decent 
coat,  and  determined  to  go  to  London,  but  unhappily  spent 
his  money  at  a  favourite  tavern.  Thus  was  he  again  con^ 
fined  to  Bristol,  where  he  was  every  day  hunted  by  bailiffs. 
^  In  this  exigence  he  once  more  found  a  friend,  who  shel^ 
tered  him  in  his  house,  though  at  the  usual  inconveniencies 
with  which  his  company  was  attended ;  for  he  could  neither 
be  persuaded  to  go  to  bed  in  the  night,  nor  to  rise  in  the 
day. 

It  is  observable,  that  in  these  various  scenes  of  misery, 
he  was  always  disengaged  and  cheerful :  he  at  some  times 
pursued  his  studies,  and  at  others  continued  or  enlarged 
his  epistolary  correspondence ;  nor  was  he  ever  so  far  de^ 
jected  as  to  endeavour  to  procure  an  increase  of  his  al- 
lowance by  any  other  methods  than  accusations  and  re* 
preaches. 

He  had  now  no  longer  any  hopes  of  assistance  from  his 
friends  at  Bristol,  who,  as  merchants,  and  by  consequence 
sufiiciently  studious  of  profit,  cannot  be  supposed  to  have 
looked  with  much  compassion  upon  negligence  and  extras 
vaganoe,  or  to  think  any  excellence  equivalent  to  a  fault 
of  such  consequence,  as  neglect  of  economy.  It  is  natu- 
ral to  imagine,  that  many  of  those,  who  would  have  relieved 
his  real  wants,  were  discouraged  from  the  exertion  of  their 
benevolence,  by  observation  of  the  use  which  was  made  of 
their  favours,  and  conviction  that  relief  would  only  be 
momentary,  and  that  the  same  necessity  would  quickly 
return. 
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At  last  he  quitted  the  honse  of  his  friend,  and  retnnied 
to  his  lodging  at  the  inn,  still  intending  to  set  out  in  a  few 
days  for  London ;  bnt  on  the  10th  of  January,  1742-3, 
having  been  at  snpper  with  two  of  ins  friends,  he  was,  at 
hisretam  to  his  lodgings,  arrested  for  a  debt  of  abont  eight 
pounds,  which  he  owed  at  a  coffee-house,  and  conducted 
to  the  house  of  a  sheriff's  officer.  The  account  which  he 
gives  of  this  misfortnpe,  in.  a  letter  to  one  of  the  gentle- 
men, with  whom  he  had  supped,  is  too  remarkable  to  be 
omitted. 

**  It  was  not  a  little  unfortunate  for  me,  that  I  spent 
yesterday's  evening  with  you ;  because  the  hour  hindered 
me  from  entering  on  my  new*  lodging ;  however,  I  have 
now  got  one,  but  such  an  one  as  I  believe  nobody  would 
choose. 

"  I  was  arrested  at  th^  suit  of  Mrs.  Read,  just  as  I  was 
going  up  stairs  to  bed,  at  Mr.  Bowyer's ;  but  taken  in  so 
private  a  mannw,  that  I  believe  nobody  at  the  White  Lion 
is  apprised  of  it;  though  I  let  the  officers  know  the  strength, 
or  rather  weakness,  of  my  pocket,  yet  they  treated  me  with 
the  utmost  civility;  and  even  when  they  conducted  me  to 
.confinement,  it  was  in  such  a  manner,  that  I  verily  believe 
I  could  have  escaped,  which  I  would  rather  be  ruined  than 
have  done,  notwithstanding  the  whole  amount  of  my  fi- 
nances was  but  threepence  halfpenny. 

**  In  the  first  place,  I  must  insist,  that  you  will  indus- 
triously conceal  this  from  Mrs.  S s,  because  I  would 

not  have  her  good-nature  suffer  that  pain  which,  I  know, 
ahe  would  be  apt  to  feel  on  this  occasion.. 

"  Next,  I  conjure  you,  dear  sir,  by  all  the  ties  of  friend- 
ship, by  no  means  to  have  one  uneasy  thought  on  my  ac- 
count ;  but  to  have  the  same  pleasantry  4>f  countenance, 
and  unruffled  serenity  of  mind,  which  (God  be  praised !)  I 
have  in  this,  and  have  had  in  a  much  severer  calamity. 
Furthermore,  I  charge  you,  if  you  value  my  friendship  as 
truly  as  I  do  yours,  not  to  utter,  or  even  harbour,  the  least 
resentment  against  Mrs.  Seadl  I  believe  she  has  mined 
me,  bnt  I  freely  forgave  her;  and  (though  I  will  never 
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more  have  any  intimacy  witli  her)  I  would,  at  a  diie  dis- 
tance, rather  do  her  an  act  of  good,  than  ill  will*  Lastly, 
(pardon  the  expression,)  I  absolutely  command  you  net  to 
offer  me  any  pecuniary  assistance,  nor  to  attempt  getting 
me  any  from  any  one  of  your  friends.  At  another  time,  or 
on  any  other  occasion,  you  may,  dear  friend,  be  well  as> 
sured,  I  would  rather  write  to  you  in  the  submissive  style 
of  a  request,  than  that  of  a  peremptory  conunand. 

**  However,  that  my  truly  valuable  friend  may  not  think 
I  am  too  proud  to  ask  a  favour,  let  me  intreat  you  to  let 
me  have  your  boy  to  attend  me  for  this  day,  not  only  for 
the  sake  of  saving  me  the  expense  of  porters,  but  for  the 
delivery  of  some  letters  to  people  whose  names  I  would 
not  have  known  to  strangers, 

''The  civil  treatment  I  have  thus  far  met  from  those 
whose  prisoner  I  am,  makes  ine  thankful  to  the  Almighty, 
that,  though  he  has  thought  fit  to  visit  me  (on  my  birth* 
.night)  with  affliction,  yet  (such  is  his  great  goodness !)  my 
affliction  is  not  without  alleviating  circumstances.  I  mur- 
miur  not ;  but  am  all  resignation  to  the  divine  will.  As  to 
the  world,  I  hope  that  I  shall  be  endued  by  heaven  with 
that  presence  of  mind,  that  serene  dignity  in  misfortune, 
that  constitutes  the  character  of  a  true  nobleman ;  a  dignity 
far  beyond  that  of  coronets ;  a  nobility  arising  from  the 
just  principles  of  philosophy,  refined  and  exalted  by  those 
of  Christianity  .'* 

He  continued  five  days  at  the  pfficer's,  in  hopes  that  he 
should  be  able  to  procure  bail  and  avoid  the  necessity  of 
going  to  prison.  The  state  in  which  he  passed  his  time, 
and  the  treatment  which  he  received,  are  very  justly  ex- 
pressed by  him  in  a  letter  which  he  wrote  to  a  friend : 
''  The  whole  day,*'  says  he,  "  has  been  employed  in  vari- 
ous people's  filling  my  head  with  their  foolish  chimerioal 
systems,  which  has  obliged  me  coolly  (as  far  as  nature 
will  admit)  to  digest,  and  accommodate  myself  to,  every 
different  person's  way  of  thinking;  hurried  from  one  wild 
system  to  another,  jtill  it  has  quite  made  a  chaos  of  my 
imagination,  and  nothing  done — ^promised — disappointed 
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to  send,  every  hour,  from  one  part  of  the  town 
to  the  other." 

•  When  his  friends,  who  had  hitherto  caressed  and  ap- 
plaodedy  found  that  to  give  bail  and  pay  the  debt  was  the 
same,  they  all  refused  to  preserve  him  from  a  prison  at  the 
expense  of  eight  pounds ;  and,  therefore,  after  having 
been  for  some  time  at  the  officer's  house,  "  at  an  immense 
expense,"  as  he  observes  in  his  letter,  he  was  at  length 
removed  to  Newgate.  ^ 

This  expense  he  was  enabled  to  support  by  the  ge- 
nerosity of  Mr.  Nash,  at  Bath,  who,  upon  receiving  from 
bfan  an  account  of  his  condition,  immediately  sent  him  five 
guineas,  and  promised  to  promote  his  subscription  at  Bath 
widi  all  his  interest 

By  his  removal  to  Newgate,  he  obtained  at  least  a 
freedom  from  suspense,  and  rest  from  the  disturbing  vi- 
cissitudes of  hope  and  disappointment;  he  now  found 
that  his  friends  were  only  companions,  who  were  willing 
to  share  his  gaiety,  but  not  to  partake  of  his  misfortunes ; 
mod,  therefore,  he  no  longer  expected  any  assistance  from 
them. 

It  must^  however,  be  observed  of  one  gentleman,  that 
be  offered  to  release  him  by  paying  the  debt;  but  that 
Mr.  Savage  would  not  consent,  I  suppose,  because  he 
thought  he  had  before  been  too  burdensome  to  him. 

He  was  offered  by  some  of  his  friends  that  a  collection 
should  be  made  for  his  enlargement;  but  he  **  treated  the 
proposaU"  and  declared''  "  he  should  again  treat  it,  with 
disdain.  As  to  writing  any  mendicant  letters,  he  had  too 
high  a  spirit,  and  determined  only  to  write  to  some  mi- 
nisters of  state,  to  try  to  regain  his  pension." 

He  continued  to  complain'  of  those  that  had  sent  Urn 
into  the  country,  and  objected  to  them,  that  he  had  "  lost 
the  profits  of  his  play,  which  had  been  finished  three 
years;"  and  in  another  letter  declares  his  resolution  to 
publish  a  paniphlet,  that  the  world  might  know  how  **  he 
had  been  used." 

4  tn  a  letter  after  his  confineneiit.    Dr.  J.  '  Letter,  Jan.  15. 
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Tbifl  pamphlet  was  never  written;  for  he,  id  a  Tery 
ihort  time,  recovered  his  usual  tranquillity,  and  cheerfally 
applied  himself  to  more  inoffensive  studies.  He,  indeed, 
steadily  declared,  that  he  was  promised  a  yearly  allowance 
of  fifty  pounds,  and  never  received  half  the  sum ;  but  he 
seemed  to  resign  himself  to  that  as  well  as  to  other  mis- 
fortunes, and  lose  the  remembrance  of  it  in  his  amuse- 
ments and  employments. 

The  cheerfulness  with  which  he  bore  his  confinement 
appears  from  the  following  letter,  which  he  wrote,  January 
the  80th,  to  one  of  his  friends  in  London. 

"  I  now  write  to  you  from  my  confinement  in  Newgate, 
where  I  have  been  ever  since  Monday  last  was  se*nnight, 
and  where  I  enjoy  myself  with  much  more  tranquillity  than 
I  have  known  for  upwards  of  a  twelvemonth  past ;  having 
a  room  entirely  to  myself,  and  pursuing  the  amusement 
of  my  poetical  studies,  uninterrupted,  and  agreeable  to  my 
mind.  I  thank  the  Almighty,  I  am  now  all  collected  in 
myself;  and,  though  my  person  is  in  confinement,  my  mind 
can  expatiate  on  ample  and  useful  subjects  with  all  the 
freedom  imaginable.  I  am  now  more  conversant  with 
the  Nine  than  ever,  and  if,  instead  of  a  Newgate-bbrd,  I 
may  be  allowed  to  be  a  bird  of  the  muses,  I  assure  you^ 
Mr,  I  sing  very  fredy  in  my  cage ;  sometimes,  indeed,  ia 
the  plaintive  notes  of  the  nightingale ;  but  at  others  in  the 
cheerful  strains  of  the  lark.** 

In  another  letter  he  observes,  that  he  ranges  from  one. 
subject  to  another,  without  confining  himself  to  any  par- 
ticular task ;  and  that  he  was  employed  one  week  upon  one 
attempt,  and  the  nejLt  upon  another. 

Surely  the  Ibrtitttde  of  this  man  deserves,  at  least,  to  b^ 
mentioaed  with  applanse ;  and,  whatever  faults  may  be 
iasputed  to  him«  the  virtue  of  sufiering  well  cannot  be 
denied  him«  The  two  powers  whidi,  in  the  opinion  of 
Epictetus,  constituted  a  wise  man,  are  those  of  bearing  and 
forbeari^^;  which  cannot  indeed  be  affirmed  to  have  been 
equally  possessed  by  Savage ;  and,  indeed,  the  want  of 
o:ie  obliged  him  very  frequently  to  practise  the  other. 
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,  He  Nvas  treated  by  Mr.  Dagge»  the  keeper  of  the  prisoni 
with  great  hnmanity ;  was  supported  by  him  at  his  own 
table,  without  any  certainty  of  recompense ;  had  a  room 
to  himself,  to  which  he  coiild  at  any  time  retire  from  all 
disturbance ;  was  allowed  to  stand  at  the  door  of  the 
prison,  and  sometimes  taken  out  into  the  fields  * ;  so  that 
he, suffered  fewer  hardships  in  prison  than  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  undergo  in  the  greatest-part  of  his  life. 

The  keeper  did  not  confine  his  benevolence  to  a  gentle 
execution  of  his  office,  but  made  some  overtures  to  the 
creditor  for  his  release,  though  without  effect;  and  con- 
tinued, during  the  whole  time  of  his  imprisonment,  to  treat 
him  with  the  utmost  tenderness  and  civility. 

Virtue  is  undoubtedly  most  laudable  in  that  state  which 
makes  it  most  difficult ;  and,  therefore,  the  humanity  of  a 
gaoler  certainly  deserves  this  publick  attestation;  and 
the  man,  whose  heart  has  not  been  hardened  by  such  an 
employment,  may  be  justly  proposed  as  a  pattern  of  be- 
nevolence. If  an  inscription  was  once  engraved,  "  to  the 
honest  toll-gatheter,''  less  honours  ought  not  to  be  paid 
*'  to  the  tender  gaoler." 

Mr.  Savage  very  frequently  received  visits,  and  some- 
times presents,  from  his  acquaintances ;  but  they  did  not 
amount  to  a  subsistence,  for  the  greater  part  of  which  he 
was  indebted  to  the  generosity  of  this  keeper ;  but  these 
favours,  however  they  might  endear  to  him  the  particular 
persons  from  whom  he  received  them,  were  very  far  from 
impi^ssing  npon  his  mind  any  advantageous  ideas  of  the 
people  of  Bristol,  and,  therefore,  he  thought  he  could  not 
more  properly  employ  himself  in  prison,  than  in  writing  a 
poem,  called  London  and  Bristol  delineated  ^ 

When  he  had  brought  this  poem  to  its  present  state, 
which,  without  considering  the  chasm,  is  not  perfect,  he 
wrote  to  London  an  account  of  his  design,  and  informed 
his  friend  ",  that  he  was  determined  to  print  it  with  his 

"  See  this  ponfirmed,  Gent.  Mag.  vol.  Ivii.  1140.    N. 
<  The  author  preferred  this  title  to  that  of  London  and  Bristol  compared  ; 
which,  when  he  began  the  piece,  he  intended  to  prefix  to  it.    Dr.  J. 
*  This  friend  was  Mr.  Cave,  the  printer.    N. 
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name ;  but  enjoined  biin  not  to  communicate  his  intention 
to  his  Bristol  acquaintance.  The  gentleman*  surprised  at 
his  resolution,  endeavoured  to  dissuade  him  from  publish'- 
ing  ity  at  least  from  prefixing  his  name ;  and  declared^  that 
he  could  not  reconcile  the  injunction  of  secrecy  with  his 
resolution  to  own  it  at  its  first  appearance*  To  this  Mr. 
Savage  returned  an  answer  agreeable  to  his  character,  in 
the  following  terms : 

"  I  received  yours  this  morning ;  and  not  without  a 
little  surprise  at  the  contents.  To  answer  a  questimi  with 
a  question,  you  ask  me  concerning  London  and  Bristol^ 
Why  will  I  add  delineated?  Why  did  Mr.  WoUaston  add 
the  same  word  to  his  Religion  of  Nature?  I  suppose 
that  it  was  his  will  and  pleasure  to  add  it  in  his  case ;  and 
it  is  mine  to  do  so  in  my  own.  You  are  pleased  to  tdi 
me,  that  you  understand  not  why  secrecy  is  enjoined,  and 
yet  I  intend  to  set  my  name  to  it.  My  answer  is — ^I  have 
my  private  reasons,  which  I  am  not  obliged  to  explain  to 

any  one.     You  doubt  my  friend  Mr.  S 'would  not 

approve  of  it — ^And  what  is  it  to  me  whether  he  does  or 
not?  Do  you  imagine  that  Mr.  S  ■  *  is  to  dictate  to  me? 
If  any  man  who  calls  himself  my  friend  should  assume  such 
an  air,  I  would  spurn  at  his  friendship  with  contempt.  You 
say,  I  seem  to  think  so  by  not  letting  him  know  it.-^And 
suppose  I  do,  what  then  ?  Perhaps  I  can  give  reasons  for 
that  disapprobation,  very  foreign  from  what  you  wouU 
imagine.  You  go  on  in  saying,  suppose  I  should  not  put  my 
name  to  it — My  finswer  is,  that  I  will  not  suppose*  any 
such  thing,  being  determined  to  the  contrary :  neither,  sir, 
would  I  have  you  suppose,  that  I  applied  to  you  for  want 
of  another  press :  nor  would  I  have  you  imagine,  that  I 
owe  Mr.  S obligations  which  I  do  not." 

Such  was  his  imprudence,  and  such  his  obstinate  ad- 
herence to  his  own  resolutions,  however  absurd  !  A  pri- 
soner! supported  by  charity!  and,  whatever  insults  he 
might  have  received  during  the  latter  part  of  bis  stay  in 
Bristol,  once  caressed,  esteemed,  and  presented  with  a 

'  Mr.  StroofT,  of  the  post-office.    N. 
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liberal  collectioii,  he  could  forget^  on  a  sadden^  Us  danger 
and  his  obKgations,  to  gratify  tlie  petnlanee  of  las  wit,  of 
the  eagerness  of  his  resentment,  and^  publish  a  satire,  by 
which  he  might  reasonably  expect  that  he  should  alienate 
those  who  then  supported  him,  and  provoke  those  whom 
be  could  neither  resist  nor  escape. 

This  resolution,  from  the  execution  of  which  it  is  pro* 
bable  that  only  his  death  could  have  hindered  him,  is  saffi- 
cient  to  show  how  much  he  disregarded  all  considerations 
that  opposed  his  present  passions,  and  how  readily  he  ha* 
zarded  all  future  advantages  for  any  immediate  gratifica* 
tioni.  Whatevw  was  his  predominant  inclination,  neither 
hope  nor  fear  hindered  him  from  complying  with  it ;  nor 
had  opposition  any  other  effect  than  to  heighten  his  ardour, 
and  irritate  his  vehemence. 

This  performance  was,  however,  laid  aside,  while  he  was 
employed  in  soliciting  assistance  from  several  great  per- 
sons ;  and  one  interruption  succeeding  another  hindered 
him  from  supplying,  the  chasm,  and,  perhaps,  from  re- 
touching the  other  parts,  which  he  can  hardly  be  ima- 
g^ed  to  have  finished  in  his  own  opinion :  for  it  is  very 
unequal,  and  some  of  the  lines  are  rather  inserted  to 
rhyme  to  others,  than  to  support  or  improve  the  sense; 
but  the  first  and  last  parts  are  worked  up  with  great  spirit 
and  elegance. 

His  time  was  spent  in  the  prison,  for  the  most  part, 
in  study,  or  in  receiving  visits ;  but  sometimes  he  de- 
scended to  loww  amusements,  and  diverted  himself  in  the 
kitchen  with  the  conversation  of  the  criminals :  for  it  was* 
not  pleasing  to  him  to  be  much  without  company ;  and, 
tliongb  he  was  very  capable  of  a  judicious  choice,  he  was 
often  contented  with  the  first  that  offered:  for  this  he 
was  sometimes  reproved  by  his  friends,  who  found  him 
sorronnded  with  felons;  but  the  reproof  was  on  that,  as 
on  other  occasions,  thrown  away ;  he  continued  to  gratify 
himself,  and  to  set  very  little  value  on  the  opinion  of 
others. 

But  here,  as  in  every  other  scene  of  his  life,  be  made 
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use  of  soch  opportunities  as  occurred  of  benefiting  those 
who  were  more  miserable  than  himself,  and  was  always 
ready  to  perform  any  office  of  humanity  to  his  feliow*pri- 
soners. 

He  had  now  ceased  from  corresponding  with  any  of  his 
subscribers  except  one,  who  yet  continued  to  remit  him 
the  twenty  pounds  a  year  which  he  had  promised  him,  and 
by  whom  it  was  expected  that  he  would  have  been  in  a 
very  short  time  enlarged,  because  he  had  directed  the 
keeper  to  inquire  after  the  slate  of  his  debts. 

However,  he  took  care  to  enter  his  name  according 
to  the  forms  of  the  court',  that  the  creditor  might  be 
obliged  to  make  him  some  allowance,  if  he  was  continued 
9  prisoner,  and,  when  on  that  occasion  he  appeared  in  the 
hall,  was  treated  with  very  unusual  respect.  . 

But  the  resentment  of  the  city  was  afterwards  i'aisedby 
some  accounts  that  had  been  spread  of  the  satire  ;  and  he 
was  informed  that  some  of  the  merchants  intended  to  pay 
the  allowance  which  the  law  required,  and  to  detain  him  a 
prisoner  at  their  own  expense.  This  he  treated  as  an 
empty  menace;  and,  perhaps,  might  have  hastened  the 
publication,  only  to  show .  how  much  he  was.  superiour  to 
their  insults,  had  not  all  his  schemes  been  suddenly  de» 
stroyed. 

When  he  had  been  six  months  in  prison^  he  received 
(rom  one  of  his  friends  *,  in  whose  kindness  he  had  the 
greatest  confidence,  and  on  whose  assistance  he  chiefly 
depended,  a  letter,  that  contained  a  charge  of  very  atro- 
cious ingratitude,  drawn  up  in  such  terms  as  sudden  re- 
sentment dictated.  Henley,  in  one  of  his  advertisements, 
had  mentioned  "  Pope's  treatment  of  Savage."  This  was 
supposed,  by  Pope,  to  be  the  consequence  of  a  complaint 
made  by  Savage  to  Henley,  and  was,  therefore,  mentioned 
by  him  with  much  resentment.  Mr.  Savage  returned  a 
very  solemn  protestation  of  his  innocence,  but,  however^ 

y  See  Gent.  Mag.  vol.  Ivii.  1040.     N. 

*  Mr.  Pope.    See  some  extracts  of  letters  from  thai  gentleman  to  Knd  con- 
cerning Mr.  Savage,  in  Ruffhead't  life  of  Pope,  p.  602*    R. 
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^ppearod  mtidi  diatorbed  at  the  accusation.  Some  days 
afterwards  he  was  seized  with  a  pain  in  his  back  and  side, 
wUchy  as  it  was  not  violent,  was  not  suspected  to  be  dan- 
gerous; but,  gprowing  daily  more  languid  and  dejected,  on 
the  SSth  of  July  he  confined  himself  to  his  room,  and  a 
fever  seized  his  spirits.  The  symptoms  grew  every  day. 
more  formidable*  but  his  condition  did  not  enable  him  to 
procure  any  assistance.  The  last  time  that  the  keeper  saw 
him  was  on  July  the  31st,  1743;  when  Savage,  seeing  him 
at  his  bedside,  said,  with  an  uncommon  earnestness,  "  I 
have  something. to  say  to  you,  sir;"  but,  after  a  pause, 
moved  his  hand  in  a  melancholy  manner;  and,  finding 
liimself  unable  to  recollect  what  he  was  going  to  commu- 
nicate, said,  **  'Tis  gone!"  The  keeper  soon  after  left 
him;  and  the  next  morning  he  died.  He  was  buried 
in  the  ehurch-yard  of  St.  Peter,  at  the  expense  of  the 
keeper. 

Such  were  the  life  and  death  of  Richard  Savage,  a  man 
equally  distinguished  by  his  virtues  and  vices ;  and  at  once 
remarkable  for  his  weaknesses  and  abilities. 

He  was  of  a  middle  stature,  of  a  thin  habit  of  body,  a 
long  visage,  coarse  features,  md  melancholy  aspect ;  of  a 
grave  and  manly  deportment,  a  solemn  dignity  of  mien, 
but  which,  upon  a  nearer  acquaintance,  softened  into  an 
engaging  easiness  of  manners.  His  walk  was  slow,  and 
his  voice  tremulous  and  mournful.  He  was  easily  excited 
to  smiles,  but  very  seldom  provoked  to  laughter. 

His  mind  was.  in  an  uncommon  degree  vigorous  and 
active.  His  judgment  was  accurate,  his  apprehension 
quick,  and  his  memory  so  tenacious,  that  he  was  frequently 
observed  to  know  what  he  had  learned  from  others,  in  a 
short  time,  better  than  those  by  whom  he  was  informed ; 
and  could  frequently  recollect  incidents,  with  all  their  com? 
bination  of  circumstances,  which  few  would  have  regarded 
at  the  present  time,  but  which  the  quickness  of  his  appre- 
hension impressed  upon  him.  He  had  the  peculiar  felicity, 
that  his  attention  never  deserted  him ;  he  was  present  to 
every  object,  and  regardful  of  the  most  trifling  occurrences. 
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He  had  the  art  of  escaping  from  his  own  reflections,  and 
accommodating  himself  to  every  new  scene. 
'  To  this  quality  is  to  be  imputed  the  extent  of  his  know- 
ledge, compared  with  the  small  time  which  he  spent  in 
visible  endeavours  to  acquire  it.  He  mingled  in  cursory 
conversation  with  the  same  steadiness  of  attention  as  others 
apply  to  a  lecture;  and,  amidst  the  appearance  of  thought* 
less  gaiety,  lost  no  new  idea  that  was  started,  nor  any  hint 
that  could  be  improved*  He  had,  therefore,  made  in  coflbe« 
houses  the  same  proficiency  as  others  in  their  closets :  and 
it  is  remarkable,  that  the  writings  of  a  m^n  of  little  educa* 
tion  and-  little  reading  have  an  air  of  learning  scarcely  to 
be  found  in  any  other  performances,  but  which,  perhaps, 
as  often  obscures  as  embellishes  them. 

His  judgment  was  eminently  exact,  both  with  regard 
to  writings  and  to  men.  The  knowledge  of  life  was  indeed 
his  chief  attainment;  and  it  is  not  without  some  satisfec- 
tion  that  I  can  produce  the  suflrage  of  Savage  in  favour 
of  human  nature,  of  which  he  never  appeared  to  entartaitt 
such  odious  ideas  as  some,  who,  perhaps,  had  neither  his 
judgment  nor  experience,  have  published,  either  in  osten- 
tation of  their  sagacity,  vindication  of  their  crimes,  or  grati<* 
fication  of  their  malice. 

His  method  of  life  particularly  qualified  him  for  conver* 
sation,  of  which  he  knew  how  to  practise  all  the  graces. 
He  was  never  vehement  or  loud,  but  at  once  modest  and 
easy,  open  and  respectful ;  his  language  was  vivacious  and 
elegant,  and-  equally  happy  upon  gmve  or  humorous  sub- 
jects. He  was  generally  censured  for  not  knowing  when 
to  retire ;  but  that  was  not  the  defect  of  his  judgment,  but 
of  his  fortune:  when  he  left  his  company,  he  was  frequently 
to  spend  the  remaining  part  of  the  night  in  the  street,  or 
tft  least  was  abandoned  to  gloomy  reflections,  which  it  is 
not  strange  that  he  delayed  as  long  as  he  could;  and  some* 
times  forgot  that  he  gave  others  pain  to  avoid  it  himself.  ^ 

It  cannot  be  said,  that  he  made  use  of  his  abilities  for 
the  direction  of  his  own  conduct :  an  irregular  and  dissi* 
pated  manner  of  life  had  made  him  the  slave  of  every  pas* 
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sioa  that  happened  to  be  excited  by  the  presence  of  its 
object,  and  that  slavery  to  his  passions  reciprocally  pro« 
dnced  a  tife  irregnlar  and  dissipated.  He  was  not  master 
of  his  own  motions,  nor  could  promise  any  thing  for  the 
next  day. 

With  regard  to  his  economy,  noAing  can  be  added  to 
the  relation  of  his  life.  He  appeared  to  think  himself  bom 
to  be  supported  by  others,  and  dispensed  from  all  neces^ 
mty  of  providing  for  himself;  he  therefore  never  [M'osecuted 
aay  scheme  of  advantage,  nor  endeavoured  even  to  secure 
the  profits  whioh  his  writings  might  have  afforded  him* 
His  temper  was,  in  consequence  of  the  dominion  of  his 
passions,  uncertain  and  capricious ;  he  was  easily  engaged) 
and  easily  disgusted ;  but  he  is  accused  of  retaining  his 
hatred  more  tenaciously  than  his  benevolence. 

He  was  compassionate  both  by  nature  and  principle,  and 
alwiTfs  ready  to  perform  offices  of  humanity ;  but  when  he 
was  provoked  (and  very  small  offences  were  sufficient  to 
^^voke  him)  he  would  prosecute. his  revenge  with  the  ut* 
most  acrimony  till  his  passion- had  subsided. 
-  His  friendship  was,  therefore,  of  little  value ;  for,  though 
he  was  zealous  in  the  support  or  vindication  of  those  whom 
he  loved,  yet  it  was  always  dangerous  to  trust  him,  because 
he  considered  himself  as  discharged,  by  the  first  quarrel, 
from  all  ties  of  honour  or  gratitude ;  and  would  betray 
those  secrets  which,  in  the  warmth  of  confidence,  had  been 
imparted  to  him.  This  practice  drew  upmi  him  an  univer- 
sal accusation  of  ingratitude :  nor  can  it  be  denied  that  he 
was  very  ready  to  set  himself  free  from  the  loadof  an  ob- 
ligation; for  he  could  not  bear  to  conceive  himself  in  a 
state  of  dependence,  his  pride  being  equally  powerfol  with 
his  other  passions,  and  appearing  in  the  form  of  insolence  at 
one  time,  and  of  vanity  at  another.  Vamty,  the  most  in* 
nocent  species  of  pride,  was  most  frequently  predominant  i 
he  could  not  easfly  leave  off,  ^hen  he  had  once  begun  to 
mention  himself  or  his  works ;  nor  ever  read  his  verses 
without  stealing  his  eyes  from  the  page,  to  dbcover,  in  the 
hees  of  his  audience,  how  they  were  affected  with  any  fa- 
vourite passage. 
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A  kinder  name  than  that  of  vanity  ought  to  be  given  to 
the  delicacy  ^ith  which  he  was  always  careful  to  separate 
his  own  merit  from  every  other  man's,  and  to  reject  that 
praise  to  which  he  had  no  claim.  He  did  not  forget,  in 
mentioning  his  performances,  to  mark  every  line  that  had 
been  suggested  or  amended ;  and  was  so  accurate,  as  to 
relate  that  he  owed  three  words  in  the  Wanderer  to  the 
advice  of  his  friends. 

His  veracity  was  questioned,  but  with  little  reason ;  his 
accounts,  though  not  indeed  always  the  same,  were  gene^ 
rally  consistent.  When  he  loved  any  man,  he  suppressed 
all  his  faults;  and,  when  he  had  been  offended  by  him» 
concealed  all  his  virtues;  but  his  characters  were  gene- 
rally true,  so  far  as  he  proceeded;  though  it  cannot  be 
denied,  that  his  partiality  might  have  sometimes  the  effect 
of  falsehood. 

In  cases  indifferent,  he  was  zealous  for  virtue,  truths 
and  justice ;  he  knew  very  well  the  necessity  of  goodness 
to  the  present  and  future  happiness  of  mankind ;  nor  is 
there,  perhaps,  any  writer,  who  has  less  endeavoured  to 
please  by  flattering  the  appetites,  or  perverting  the  judg- 
ment. 

As  an  author,  therefore,  and  he  now  ceases  to  influence 
mankind  in  any  other  character,  if  one  piece  which  he  had 
resolved  to  suppress  be  excepted,  be  has  very  little  to  fear 
from  the  strictest  moral  or  religious  censure.  And  though 
he  may  not  be  altogether  secure  against  the  objections  of 
the  critick,  it  must,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  his 
works  are  the  productions  of  a  genius  truly -poetical;  and, 
what  many  writers  who  have  been  more  lavishly  applauded 
cannot  boast,  that  they  have  an  original  air,  which  has  no 
resemblance  of  any  foregoing  writer,  that  the  versification 
and  sentiments  have  a  cast  peculiar  to  themselves,  which 
no  man  can  imitate  with  success,  because  what  was  nature 
in  Savage  would  in  another  be  affectation.  It  must  be 
confessed  that  his  descriptions  are  striking,  his  images  ani- 
mated, his  fictions  justly  imagined,  and  his  allegories  art- 
fully pursued;  that  his  diction  is  elevated,  though  some- 
times forced,  and  his  numbers  sonorous  and  majestick, 
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though  freqaently  sluggish  and  encumbered.  Of  his  style, 
the  general  fault  is  harshness,  and  its  general  excellence 
is  dignity :  of  his  sentiments^  the  pfrevailing  beauty  is  sim- 
plicity, and  uniformity  the  prevailing  defect. 
>  For  his  life,  or  for  his  writings,  none,  who  candidly  coit- 
sider  Us  fortune,  will  think  an  upciogy  either  necessary  or 
difficult.  If  he  was  not  always  sufficiently  instructed  in 
his  subject,  his  knowledge  was,  at  least,  greater  than  could 
luiTe  been  attained  by  others  in  the  same  state.  If  his 
works  were  sometimes  unfinished,  accuracy  cannot  reason- 
ably be  expected  from  a  man  oppressed  with  want,  which 
he  has  no  hope  of  relieving  but  by  a  speedy  publication. 
The  insolence  and  resentment  of  which  he  is  accused  were 
not  easily  to  be  avoided  by  a  great  mind,  irritated  by  per- 
-petual  hardships,  and  constrained  hourly  to  return  the 
spurns  of  contempt,  and  repress  the  insolence  of  prosperity; 
and  vanity  may  surely  be  readily  pardoned  in  him^  to  whom 
life  afforded  no  other  comforts  than  barren  praises,  and  the 
consciousness  of  deserving  them. 

Those  are  no  proper  judges  of  his  conduct,  who  have 
slumbered  away  their  time  on  the  down  of  plenty;  nor 
will  any  wise  man  presume  to  say,  **  Had  I  been  in  Sa- 
vage's condition,  I  should  have  lived  or  written  better 
than  Savage." 

This  relation  will  not  be  wholly  without  its  use,  if  those, 
who  lang^sh  under  any  part  of  his  sufferings,  shall  be  en- 
abled  to  fortify  their  patience,  by  reflecting  that  they  feel 
only  those  afflictions  from  which  the  abilities  of  Savage  did 
not  exempt  him ;  or  if  those,  who,  in  confidence  of  supe* 
riour  capacities  or  attainments,  disregard  the  common  max- 
ims of  life,  shall  be  reminded,  that  nothing  will  supply  the 
.want  of  prudence,  and  that  negligence  and  irregularity,  long 
continued,  will  make  knowledge  useless,  wit  ridiculous, 
and  genius  contemptible. 


SWIFT. 

An  account  of  Dr.  Swift  has  been  already  collected,  with 
great  diligence  and  acuteness,  by  Dr.  Hawkesworth,  ac* 
cording  to  a  scheme  which  I  laid  before  him  in  the  intimacy 
of  oor  friendship.  I  cannot,  therefore,  be  expected  to  say 
mach  of  a  life,  concerning  which  I  had  long  since  com- 
municated my  thoughts  to  a  man  capable  of  dignifying  his 
narrations  with  so  much  elegance  of  language  and  fotce  of 
sentiment. 

Jonathan  Swift  was,  according  to  an  account  said  to  be 
written  by  himself  %  the  son  of  Jonathan  Swift,  an  attorney, 
and  was  born  at  Dublin,  on  St.  Andrew's  day,  1867 :  ac- 
cording to  his  own  report,  as  delivered  by  Pope  to  Spence, 
he  was  bom  at  Leicester,  the  son  of  a  clergyman,  who  was 
minister  of  a  parish  in  Herefordshire  ^  During  his  life  the 
place  of  his  birth  was  undetermined.  He  was  contented 
to  be  called  an  Irishman  by  the  Irish ;  but  would  occasion- 
ally call  himself  an  Englishman.  The  question  may,  with- 
out much  regret,  be  left  in  the  obscurity  in  which  he  de^ 
lighted  to  inyolye  it 

Whatever  was  his  birth,  his  education  was  Irish.  He 
was  sent,  at  the  age  of  six,  to  the  school  at  Kilkenny,  and 
in  his  fifteenth  year,  1682,  wad  admitted  into  the  university 
of  Dublin. 

In  his  academical  studies  he  was  either  not  diligent  or 
not  happy.  It  must  disappoint  every  reader's  expectation, 
that,  when  at  the  usual  time  he  claimed  the  bachelorship 
of  arts,  be  was  found  by  the  examiners  too  conspicuously 
deficient  for  regular  admission,  and  obtained  his  degree,  at 
last,  by  special  faewmr ;  a  term  used  in  that  university  to 
denote  want  of  merit. 

*  Mr.  Sheridan,  in  his  life  of  Swift,  observes,  that  this  account  was  realljr 
written  by  the  dean,  and  now  exists  in  his  own  handwriting  in  the  libraiy  of 
Dublin  college.     R. 

^  Spence's  Anecdotes,  toI.  ii.  p.  273. 
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Of  tUs  disgrace  it  nmy  easily  be  supposed  that  he  was 
much  ashamed,  and  shame  had  its  proper  effeot  in  pro- 
dudni^  reformatioD.  He  resohred,  from  that  time,  to  stady 
e%ht  hours  a  day,  and  contiaued  his  industry  for  seren 
years,  with  what  improvement  is  sufficiently  known.  This 
part  of  his  story  well  deserves  to  be  remembered;  it  may 
a&rd  useful  admonition  and  powerful  encouragement  to 
men  whose  4d>ilities  have  been  made  for  a  time  useless  by 
their  passions  or  pleasures,  and  who,  having  lost  one  part 
of  life  in  idleness,  are  tempted  to  throw  away  the  remain- 
der in  despair. 

In  this  course  of  daily  application  he  continued  three 
years  longer  at  Dublin ;  and  in  this  time,  if  the  observation 
and  memory  of  an  old  companion  may  be  trusted,  he  drew 
the  first  sketch  of  his  Tale  of  a  Tub. 

When  he  was  about  oae-aad-twenty,  1688,  being,  by  the 
death  of  Godwin  Swift,  his  uncle,  who  had  supported  biro, 
left  without  subsistence,  he  went  to  consult  his  mother, 
who  then  lived  at  Leicester,  about  the  future  course  of  his 
life ;  and  by  her  direction  solicited  the  advice  and  patron- 
age of  sir  William  Temple,  who  had  married  one  of  Mrs. 
Swift's  relations,  and  whose  father,  sir  John  Temple, 
master  of  the  Rolls  in  Ireland,  had  lived  in  great  fami- 
liarity of  friendship  with  Godwin  Swift,  by  whom  Jonathan 
had  been  to  that  time  maintained. 

Temple  received  with  sufficient  kindness  the  nephew  of 
his  father's  friend,  with  whom  he  was,  when  they  con- 
versed together,  so  much  pleased,  that  he  detained  him 
two  years  in  hb  house.  Here  he  became  known  to  king 
WiHiam,  who  sometimes  visited  Temple  when  he  was  dis- 
abled by  the  gout,  and,  being  attended  by  Swift  in  the 
garden,  showed  him  how  to  cut  asparagus  in  the  Dutch 
way. 

King  William's  notions  were  all  military ;  and  he  ex* 
pressed  his  kindness  to  Swift  by  offering  to  make  him  a 
captain  of  horse. 

When  Temple  removed  to  Moor-park,  he  took  Swift 
with  him ;  and  when  he  was  consulted  by  the  earl  of  Port- 
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land  aboat  the  expedience  of  complying  with  a  bill  then 
depending  for  making  parliaments  triennial,  against  which 
king  William  was  strongly  prejudiced,  after  having  in  yain 
tried  to  show  the  earl  that  the  proposal  involved  nothing 
dangerous  to  royal  power,  he  sent  Swift  for  the  same  pur- 
pose to  the  kiu^.  Swift,  who  probably  was  proud  of  his 
employment,  and  went  with  all  the  confidence  of  a  young 
man,  found  his  arguments,  and  his  art  of  displaying  them, 
made  totally  inefiectual  by  the  predetermination  of  the 
king ;  and  used  to  mention  this  disappointment  as  his  first 
antidote  against  vanity.  ^ 

Before  he  left  Ireland  he  contracted  a  disorder,  as  he 
thought,  by  eating  too  much  fruit.  The  or^nal  of  dis- 
eases is  commonly  obscure.  Almost  every  boy  eats  as 
much  fruit  as  he  can  get,  without  any  great  inconvenience. 
The  disease  of  Swift  was  giddiness  with  deafness,  which 
attacked  him  from  time  to  time,  began  very  early,  pursued 
Jiim  through  life,  and,  at  last,  sent  him  to  the  grave,  de- 
prived of  reason. 

Being  much  oppressed  at  Moor-park  by  this  grievous 
malady,  he  was  advised  to  try  his  native  air,  and  went  to 
Ireland ;  but,  finding  no  benefit,  returned  to  sir  William, 
at  whose  house  he  continued  his  studies,  and  is  known  to 
have  read,  among  other  books,  Cyprian  and  Irenasus.  He 
thought  exercise  of  great  necessity,  and  used  to  run  half  a 
mile  up  and  down  a  hill  every  two  hours. 

It  is  easy  to  imagine  that  the  mode  in  which  his  first  de- 
gree was  conferred,  left  him  no  great  fondness  for  the  uni- 
versity of  Dublin,  and,  therefore,  he  resolved  to  become  a 
master  of  arts  at  Oxford.  In  the  testimonial  which  he 
produced,  the  words  of  disgrace  were  omitted  ^ ;  and  he 
took  his  master  s  degree  July  5, 1692,  with  such  reception 
and  regard  as  fully  contented  him. 

While  he  lived  with  Temple,  he  used  to  pay  his  mother, 

c  The  words  sptcxaix  gratia,  or  per  ^ecialem  gratiam,  were  used  ia  the  record 
of  his  degree  in  the  college  of  Dublin ;  but  were  never  entered  in  any  testimo- 
nium,  which  merely  states  the  fact  of  a  degree  having  been  taken,  and,  there* 
fore,  the  account  that  they  were  omitted  as  a  favour  to  Swift  .is  inconect. 
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at  Leicester,  a  yearly  yisit  He  travelled  od  foot,  unless 
some  violence  of  veather  drove  him  into  a  wagon ;  and 
at  night  he  wonld  go  to  a  penny  lodging,  where  he  pur- 
chased clean  sheets  for  sixpence.  This  practice  lord  Or- 
rery imputes  to  his  innate  love  of  grossness  and  vulgarity: 
some  may  ascribe  it  to  his  desire  of  surveying  human  life 
through  all  its  varieties ;  and  others,  perhaps,  with  equal 
probability,  to  a  passion  which  seems  to  have  been  deeply 
fixed  in  his  heart,  the  love  of  a  shilling. 

In  time  he  began  to  think  that  his  attendance  at  Moor- 
park  deserved  some  other  recompense  than  the  pleasure, 
however  mingled  with  improvement,  of  Temple's  conversa- 
tion ;  and  grew  so  impatient,  that,  1694,  he  went  away  in 
discontent. 

Temple,  conscious  of  having  g^ven  reason  for  complaint, 
is  said  to  have  made  him  deputy-master  of  the  rolls,  in 
Ireland;  which,  according  to  his  kinsman's  account,  was 
an  office  which  he  knew  him  not  able  to  discharge.  Swift, 
therefore,  resolved  to  enter  into  the  church,  in  which  he 
had  at  first  no  higher  hopes  than  of  the  chaplainship  to  the 
factory,  at  Lisbon ;  but  being  recommended  to  lord  Capel, 
he  obt^ed  the  prebend  of  Kilroot,  in  Connor,  of  about  a 
hundred  pounds  a  year. 

But  the  infirmities  of  Temple  made  a  companion  like 
Swift  so  necessary,  that  he  invited  him  back,  with  a  pro- 
mise to  procure  him  English  preferment  in  exchange  for 
the  prebend,  which  he  desired  him  to  resign^.  With  this 
request  Swift  complied,  having,  perhaps,  equally  repented 
their  separation,  and  they  lived  on  together  with  mutual 
satisfaction;  and,  in  the  four  years  that  passed  between 
his  return  and  Temple's  death,  it  is  probable  that  he  wrote 
the  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  the  Battle  of  the  Books. 

Swift  began  early  to  think,  or  to  hope,  that  he  was  a 
poet,  and  wrote  Pindarick  odes  to  Temple,  to  the  king, 
and  to  the  Athenian  society,  a  knot  of  obscure  men  *,  who 

^  The  affectiDg  and  amiable  circumstances  attending  this  resignation  are  not 
m?ntioned  by  Johnson,  but  may  be  seen  in  Sheridan's  Life  of  Swift,  p.  21,  22. 
*  The  publisher  of  this  collection  was  John  Dunton.    R. 
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published  a  periodical  pamphlet  of  answers  to  questions, 
sent,  or  supposed  to  be  sent,  by  letters.  I  have  been  told 
that  Dryden,  having  perused  these  verses,  said,  '*  Cousin 
Swift,  you  will  never  be  a  poet;"  and  that  this  denuncia- 
tion was  the  motive  of  Swift's  perpetual  malevolence  to 
Dryden. 

"  In  1699  Temple  died,  and  left  a  legacy  with  his  manu- 
scripts to  Swift,  for  whom  he  had  obtained,  from  king 
William,  a  promise  of  the  first  prebend  that  should  be  va- 
cant at  Westminster  or  Canterbury. 

That  this  promise  might  not  be  forgotten,  Swift  dedi- 
cated to  the  king  the  posthumous  works  with  which  he  was 
intrusted ;  but  neither  the  dedication,  nor  tenderness  for 
the  man  whom  he  once  had  treated  with  confidence  and 
fondness,  revived  in  king  William  the  remembrance  of 
his  promise.  Swift  awhile  attended  the  court;  but  soon 
found  his  solicitations  hopeless. 

He  was  then  invited  by  the  earl  of  Berkeley  to  accom- 
pany him  into  Ireland,  as  his  private  secretary ;  but,  after 
having  done  the  business  till  their  arrival  at  Dublin,  he 
then  found  that  one  Bush  had  persuaded  the  earl  that  a 
clergyman  was  not  a  proper  secretary,  and  had  obtained 
the  office  for  himself.  In  a  man  like  Swift,  such  circum- 
vention and  inconstancy  must  have  excited  violent  indig- 
nation. 

But  he  had  yet  more  to  sufier.  Lord  Berkeley  had  the 
disposal  of  the  deanery  of  Derry,  and  Swift  expected  to 
obtain  it;  but  by  the  secretary's  influence,  supposed  to 
have  been  secured  by  a  bribe,  it  was  bestowed  on  some- 
body else ;  and  Swift  was  dismissed  with  the  livings  of  La- 
racor  and  Rathbeggin,  in  the  diocese  of  Meath,  which  to- 
gether did  not  equal  half  the  value  of  the  deanery. 

At  Laracor  he  increased  the  parochial  duty  by  reading 
prayers  on  Wednesdays  and  Fridays,  0nd  performed  all 
the  offices  of  his  profession  with  great  decency  and  exact- 
ness. 

Soon  after  his  settlement  at  Laracor,  he  invited  to  Ire- 
land the  unfortunate  Stella ;  a  young  woman,  whose  name 
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was  Johnson,  the  daughter  of  the  steward  of  sir  William. 
Temple,  whQ»  in  consideration  of  her  father's  virtaes,  left 
her  a  thousand  pounds  ^  With  her  came  Mrs.  Dingley, 
whose  whole  fortune  was  twenty-Seven  pounds  a  year  for 
her  life.  With  these  ladies  he  passed  his  hours  of  relaxa- 
tion, and  to  them  he  opened  his  bosom ;  but  they  never 
resided  in  the  same  house,  nor  did  he  see  either  without  a 
witness.  They  lived  at  the  parsonage  when  Swift  was 
away ;  and,  when  he  returned,  removed  to  a  lodging,  or 
to  the  house  of  a  neighbouring  clergyman. 

Swift  was  not  one  of  those  minds  which  amaae  the 
world  with  early  pregnancy :  his  first  work,  except  his  few 
poetical  essays,  was  the  Dissensions  in  Athens  and  Rome, 
published,  1701,  in  his  thirty-fourth  year.  After  its  ap- 
pearance, paying  a  visit  to  some  bishop,  he  heard  mention 
inade  of  the  new  pamphlet  that  Burnet  had  written,  re- 
plete with  political  knowledge.  When  he  seemed  to  doubt 
Burnet's  right  to  the  work,  he  was  told,  by  the  bishop, 
that  he  was  "  a  young  man ;"  and,  still  persisting  to  doubt, 
that  he  was  '*  a  very  positive  young  man." 

Three  years  afterwards,  1704,  was  published  the  Tale 
of  a  Tub :  of  this  book  charity  may  be  persuaded  to  think, 
that  it  might  be  written  by  a  man  of  a  peculiar  character, 
without  ill  intention  ;  but  it  is  certainly  of  dangerous  exr 
ample.  That  Swift  was  its  author,  though  it  be  universally 
believed,  was  never  owned*  by  himself,  nor  very  well 
proved  by  any  evidence;  but  no  other  claimant  can  be 
produced,  and  he  did  not  deny  it  when  archbishop  Sharpe 
and  the  dutchess  of  Somerset,  by  showing  it  to  the  queen, 
debarred  him  from  a  bishoprick. 

When  this  wild  work  first  raised  the  attention  of  the 
publick,  Sacheverell,  meeting  Smalridge,  tried  to  flatter 
him,  by  seeming  to  think  him  the  author ;  but  Smalridge 

'  How  does  it  appear  that  Stella's  father  was  steward  to  sir  William  Tern- 
pie  ?  In  his  will  he  does  not  say  ooe  word  of  her  father's  services,  and  did  not 
leave  Esther  Johnson  a  thousand  pounds,  but  a  lease.  His  bequest  runs  thus : 
"  I  leave  the  lease  of  some  lands  I  have  in  Morris-town,  in  the  county  of  Wick- 
low,  in  Ireland,  to  Esther  Johnson,  iervant  to  my  sister  Gifford."    M. 
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answered,  with  indignation:  "  Not^U  that  you  and  I  have 
in  the  world,  nor  all  that  ever  we  shall  have,  should  hire 
me  to'  write  the  Tale  of  a  Tub." 

The  digressions  relating  to  Wotton  and  Bentley  ntust 
be  confessed  to  discover  want  of  knowledge,  or  want  of 
integrity ;  he  did  not  understand  the  two  controversies,  or 
he  willingly  misrepresented  them.  But  wit  can  stand  its 
ground  against  truth  only  a  little  while.  The  honours  due 
to  learning  have  been  justly  distributed  by  the  decision  of 
posterity. 

The  Battle  of  the  Books  is  so  like  the  Combat  des 
Livres,  which  the  same  question  concerning  the  ancients 
and  modems  had  produced  in  France,  that  the  improba- 
bility of  such  a  coincidence  of  thoughts,  without  communi- 
cation, is  not,  in  my  opinion,  balanced  by  the  anonymous 
protestation  prefixed,  in  which  all  knowledge  of  the  French 
book  is  peremptorily  disowned  '. 

For  some  time  after  Swift  was  probably  employed  in 
solitary  study,  gaining  the  qualifications  requisite  for  fu- 
ture eminence.  How  often  he  visited  England,  and  with 
what  diligence  he  attended  his  parishes,  I  know  not.  It 
was  not  till  about  four  years  afterwards  that  he  became  a 
professed  author ;  and  then,  one  year,  1706,  produced  the 
Sentiments  of  a  Church  of  England  Man ;  the  ridicule  of 
astrology,  under  the  name  of  Bickerstaff ;  the  Argument 
against  abolishing  Christianity,  and  the  Defence  of  the 
Sacramental  Test. 

The  Sentiments  of  a  Church  of  England  Man  is  written 
with  great  coolness,  moderation,  ease,  and  perspicuity. 
The  Argrument  against  abolishing  Christianity  is  a  very 
happy  and  judicious  irony.  One  passage  in  it  deserves  to 
be  selected. 

"  If  Christianity  were  once  abolished,  how  could  the 
freethinkers,  the  strong  reasoners,  and  the  men  of  pro- 
found learning,  be  able  to  find  another  subject  so  calcu- 


r  See  Sheridan's  Lire,  edit.  1784,  p.  525;  where  are  some  remarks  on  this 
passage.    R. 
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lated,  in  all  points*  whereon  to  display  their  abilities  f 
What  wonderful  productions  of  wit  should  we  be  deprived 
of  from  those,  whose  genius,  by  continual  practice,  hath 
been  wholly  turned  upon  raillery  and  invectives  against 
religion,  and  would,  therefore,  never  be  able  to  shine,  or 
distinguish  themselves,  upon  any  other  subject !  We  are 
daily  complaining  of  the  great  decline  of  wit  among  us, 
and  would  take  away  the  greatest,  perhaps  the  only,  topick 
we  have  left.  Who  would  ever  have  suspected  Asgill  for 
a  wit,  or  Toland  for  a  philosopher,  if  the  inexhaustible 
stock  of  Christianity  had  not  been  at  hand  to  provide  them 
with  materials?  What  other  subject,  through  all  art  or 
natiyre,  could  have  produced  Tindal  for  a  profound  au- 
thor, or  furnished  him  with  readers  ?  It  is  the  wise  choice 
of  the  subject  that  alone  adorns  and  distinguishes  the 
writer.  For,  had  an  hundred  such  pens  as  these  been 
employed  on  the  side  of  religion,  they  would  have  imme- 
diately sunk  into  silence  and  oblivion." 

The  reasonableness  of  a  test  is  not  hard  to  be  proved ; 
but,  perhaps,  it  must  be  allowed,  that  the  proper  test  has 
not  been  chosen. 

The  attention  paid  to  the  papers  published  under  the 
name  of  Bickerstaff,  induced  Steele,  when  he  projected 
the  Tatler,  'to  assume  an  appellation  which  had  already 
gained  possession  of  the  reader*s  notice. 

In  the  year  following  he  wrote  a  Project  for  the  Ad- 
vancement of  Religion,  addressed  to  lady  Berkeley ;  by 
whose  kindness  it  is  not  unlikely  that  be  was  advanced  to 
his  benefices. .  To  this  project,  which  is  formed  with  great 
purity  of  intention,  and  displayed  with  sprightliness  and 
elegance,  it  can  only  be  objected,  that,  like  many  pro- 
jects, it  is,  if  not  generally  impracticable,  yet  evidently 
hopeless,  as  it  supposes  more  zeal,  concord,  and  persever- 
ance, than  a  view  of  mankind  gives  reason  for  expecting. 

He  wrote,  likewise,  this  year,  a  Vindication  of  Bicker- 
staff;  and  an  explanation  of  an  ancient  Prophecy ;  part 
written  after  the  facts,  and  the  rest  never  completed,  but 
well  planned  to  excite  amazement. 
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Soon  after  began  the  busy  and  important  part  of  Swift's 
life.  He  was  employed,  1710»  by  the  primate  of  Ireland, 
to  solirit  the  queen  for  a  remission  of  the  first  flroits  and 
<f  twentieth  parts  to  the  Irish  clergy.  With  this  purpose  he 
had  recourse  to  Mr.  Harley,  to  whom  he  was  mentioned 
as  a  man  neglected  and  oppressed  by  the  last  ministry,  be- 
cause he  had  refused  to  cooperate  with  some  of  tfieir 
schemes.  What  he  had  refased  has  never  been  told; 
what  he  had  suffered  was,  I  suppose,  the  exclusion  from  a 
bishoprick  by  the  remonistranees  of  Sharpe,  whom  be  de- 
scribes as  **  the  harmless  tool  of  others*^  hate,*^  and  whom 
he  represents  as  afterwards  **  suing  for  pardon  ^^ 

Harley's  dengns  and  situation  were  such  as  made  him 
glad  of  an  auxiliary  so  well  qualified  for  his  service ;  he, 
therefore,  soon  admitted  him  to  familiarity,  whether  ever 
to  confidence,  some  have  made  a  doubt ;  but  it  would  have 
been  diflicult  to  excite  his  zeal,  without  persuading  him 
that  he  was  trusted,  and  not  very  easy  to  delude  him  by 
false  persuasions. 

He  was  certainly  admitted  to  those  meetings  in  which 
the  first  hints  and  original  plan  of  action  are  supposed  t# 
have  been  formed ;  and  was  one  of  the  sixteen  ministers, 
or  agents  of  the  ministry,  who  met  weekly  at  each  other*t 
houses,  and  were  united  by  the  name  of  brother. 

Being  not  immediately  considered  as  an  obdurate  tory, 
he  conversed  indiscriminately  with  all  the  wits,  and  was  * 
yet  the  friend  of  Steele ;  who,  in  the  Tatler,  which  be^ 
gan  in  April,  1709,  confesses  the  advantages  of  his  conver- 
sation, and  mentions  something  contributed  by  him  to  his 
paper.  But  he  was  now  immerg^ng  into  political  contro- 
versy; for  the  year  1710  produced  the  Examiner,  of 
which  Swift  wrote  thirty-three  papers.  In  argument  he 
may  be  allowed  to  have  the  advautage ;  for  where  a  wide 
system  of  conduct,  and  the  whole  of  a  publick  character, 

^  The  whole  story  of  this  bishoprick  is  a  very  blind  one.  That  it  was  ever 
intended  for  Swift,  or  that  Sharpe  and  the  dutchess  of  Somerset  ever  dissuaded 
queen  Anne  from  promoting  biro,  is  not  ascertained  by  any  satisfactory  evi- 
dence.   M. 
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open  to  inquiry,  the  accuser  having  the  choice  of 
facts,  must  be  very  unskilful  if  he  does  not  prevail ;  but» 
with  regard  to  wit,  I  am  afraid  none  of  Swift's  papers 
will  be  found  equal  to  those  by  which  Addison  opposed 
Urn'. 

He  wrote,  in  the  year  1711,  a  Letter  to  the  October 
Club,  a  number  of  tory  gentlemen  sent  from  the  country 
to  parliament,  who  formed  themselves  into  a  club,  to  the 
number  of  about  a  hundred,  and  met  to  animate  the  zeal 
and  raise  the  expectations  of  each  other.  They  thought, 
with  great  reason,  that  the  ministers  were  losing  opportu- 
nities; that  sufficient  use  was  not  made  of  the  ardour 
of  the  nation ;  they  called  loudly  for  more  changes,  and 
stronger  efforts;  aad  demanded  the  punishment  of  part, 
aad  the  dismission  of  the  rest,  of  those  whom  they  consi- 
dered as  publick  robbers. 

Their  eagerness  was  not  gpratified  by  the  queen,  or  by 
Harley.  The  queen  was  probably  slow  because  she  was 
afraid;  and  Harley  was  slow  because  he  was  doubtrul: 
he  was  a  tory  only  by  necessity,  or  for  convenience ;  and, 
when  he  had  power  in  his  hands,  had  no  settled  purpose 
for  which  he  should  employ  it ;  forced  to  gratify,  to  a  cer- 
tain degree,  the  tones  who  supported  him,  but  unwilling 
to  make  his  reconcilement  to  the  whig^  utterly  desperate, 
he  corresponded  at  once  with  the  two  expectants  of  the 
crown,  and  kept,  as  has  been  observed,  the  succession  un- 
determined. Not  knowing  what  to  do,  he  did  nothing ; 
and,  with  the  fate  of  a  double-dealer,  at  last  he  lost  his 
power,  but  kept  his  enemies. 

Swift  seems  to  have  concurred  in  opinion  with  the  Oc- 
tober Club ;  but  it  was  not  in  his  power  to  quicken  the 
tardiness  of  Harley,  whom  he  stimulated  as  much  as  he 
could,  but  with  little  effect.  He  that  knows  not  whither 
to  go,  is  in  no  haste  to  move.  Harley,  who  was  perhaps 
not  quick  by  nature,  became  yet  more  slow  by  irresolution; 

*  Mr.  Sheridan,  however,  says,  that  AddisoD's  last  Whig  Examiner  was  pub- 
lished  October  12,  1711 ;  and  Swift's  first  Exanuner,  on  the  10th  of  the  follow- 
ing November.    R. 
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and  was  content  to  hear  that  dilatoriness  lamented  as  na- 
tural, which  he  applauded  in  himself  as  politick. 

Without  the  tories,  however,  nothing  could  be  done; 
and,  as  they  were  not  to  be  gratified,  they  must  be  ap- 
peased ;  and  the  conduct  of  the  minister,  if  it  could  not  be 
vindicated,  was  to  be  plausibly  excused. 

Early  in  the  next  year  he  published  a  Proposal  for  cor- 
recting, improving,  and  ascertaining  the  English  Tongue, 
in  a  letter  to  the  earl  of  Oxford ;  written  without  much 
knowledge  of  the  general  nature  of  language,  and  mthout 
any  accurate  inquiry  into  the  history  of  other  tongpes. 
The  certainty  and  stability  which,  contrary  to  all  experi- 
ence, he  thinks  attainable,  he  proposes  to  secure  by  insti- 
tuting an  academy ;  the  decrees  of  which  every  man  would 
have  been  willing,  and  many  would  have  been  proud  to 
disobey,  and  which,  being  renewed  by  successive  elec- 
tions, would,  in  a  short  time,  have  differed  from  itself. 

Swift  now  attained  the  zenith  of  his  political  importance : 
he  published,  1712,  the  Conduct  of  the  Allies,  ten  days 
before  the  parliament  assembled.  The  purpose  was  to 
persuade  the  nation  to  a  peace ;  and  never  had  any  writer 
more  success.  The  people,  who  had  been  amused  with 
bonfires  and  triumphal  processions,  and  looked  with  ido- 
latry on  the  general  and  his  friends,  who,  as  they  thought, 
had  made  England  the  arbitress  of  nations,  were  con- 
founded between  shame  and  rage,  when  they  found  that 
*'  mines  had  been  exhausted,  and  millions  destroyed,"  to 
secure  the  Dutch,  or  aggrandize  the  emperour,  without  any 
advantage  to  ourselves;  that  we  had  been  bribing  our 
neighbours  to  fight  their  own  quarrel ;  and  that  amongst 
our  enemies,  we  might  number  our  allies. 

That  is  now  no  longer  doubted,  of  which  the  nation  was 
then^rst  informed,  that  the  war  was  unnecessarily  pro- 
tracted to  fill  the  pockets  of  Marlborough;  and  that  it 
would  have  been  continued  without  end,  if  he  could  have 
continued  his  annual  plunder.  But  Swift,  I  suppose,  did 
not  yet  know  what  he  has  since  written,  that  a  commission 
was  drawn  which  would  have  appointed  him  general  for 
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life,  had  it  not  become  ineffectual  by  the  resolution  of  lord 
Cowper,  who  refused  the  seal* 

*•  Whatever  is  received,"  say  the  schools,  "  is  received 
in  proportion  to  the  recipient."  The  power  of  a  political 
treatise  depends  much  upon  the  disposition  of  the  people  ; 
the  nation  was  then*  combustible,  and  a  spark  set  it  on  fire. 
It  is  boasted,  that  between  November  and  January  eleven 
thousand  were  sold ;  a  great  number  at  that  time,  when  we 
were  not  yet  a  nation  of  readers.  To  its  propagation  cer- 
tainly no  agency  of  power  or  influence  was  wanting.  It 
furnished  arguments  for  conversation,  speeches  for  debate, 
and  materials  for  parliamentary  resolutions. 

Yet,  surely,  whoever  surveys  this  wonder-working  pam- 
phlet with  cool  perusal,  will  confess  that  its  efficacy  was 
supplied  by  the  passions  of  its  readers ;  that  it  operates  by 
the  mere,  weight  of  facts,  with  very  little  assistance  from 
the  hand  that  produced  them. 

This  year,  1712,  he  published  bis  Reflections  on  the 
Barrier  Treaty,  which  carries  on  the  design  of  his  Conduct 
of  the  Allies,  and  shows  how  little  regard  in  that  negotia- 
tion had  been  shown  to  the  interest  of  England,  and  how 
much  of  the  conquered  country  had  been  demanded  by  the 
Dutch. 

This  was  followed  by  Remarks  on  the  Bishop  of  Samm*s 
Introduction  to  his  third  yolume  of  the  History  of  the  Re- 
fortnation ;  a  pamphlet  which  Burnet  published  as  an  alarm, 
to  warn  the  nation  of  the  approach  of  popery.  Swift,  who 
seems  to  have  disliked  the  bishop  with  something  more 
than  political  aversion,  treats  him  like  one  whom  he  is  glad 
of  an  opportunity  to  insult. 

Swift,  being  now  the  declared  favourite  and  supposed 
confidant  of  the  tory  ministry,  was  treated  by  all  that  de- 
pended on  the  court  with  the  respect  which  dependants 
know  how  to  pay.  He  soon  began  to  feel  part  of  the 
misery  of  greatness ;  he  that  could  say  he  knew  him,  con- 
sidered himself  as  having  fortune  in  his  power.  Commis- 
sions, solicitations,  remonstrances  crowded  about  him ;  he 
was  expected  to  do  every  man's  business,  to  procure  em- 
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plojnnent  for  one,  and  to  retain  it  for  another.  In  assist- 
ing those  who  addressed  him,  he  represents  himself  as 
soflSciently  diligent;  and  desires  to  have  others  believe, 
what  he  probably  believed  himself,  that  by  his  interposition 
many  whigs  of  merit,  and  among  them  Addison  and  Con- 
greve,  were  continued  in  their  places.  But  every  man  of 
known  influence  has  so  many  petitions  which  be  cannot 
grant,  that  he  must  necessarily  offend  more  than  he  grati- 
fies, because  the  preference  g^ven  to  one  affords  all  the 
rest  a  reason  for  complaint.  ''  When  I  give  away  a  place,'' 
said  Lewis  the  fourteenth,  ''  I  make  a  hundred  discon- 
tented, and  one  ungrateful.'' 

Much  has  been  said  of  the  equality  and  independence 
which  he  preserved  in  his  conversation  witib  the  ministers, 
'  of  the  frankness  of  his  remonstrances,  and  the  familiarity  of 
his  friendship.  In  accounts  of  this  kind  a  few  single  inci- 
dents are  set  against  the  general  tenour  of  behaviour.  Ko 
man,  however,  can  pay  a  more  servile  tribute  to  the  great, 
than  by  suffering  his  liberty  in  their  presence  to  aggran- 
dize him  in  his  own  esteem.  Between  different  ranks  of 
the.  community  there  is  necessarily  some  distance ;  he  who 
is  called  by  his  superiour  to  pass  the  interval,  may  properly 
accept  the  invitation;  but  petulance  and  obtrusion  are 
rarely  produced  by  magnanimity;  nor  have  often  any 
nobler  cause  than  the  pride  of  importance,  and  the  malice 
of  inferiority.  He  who  knows  himself  necessary  may  set, 
while  that  necessity  lasts,  a  high  value  upon  himself;  as, 
in  a  lower  condition,  a  servant  eminently  skilful  may  be 
saucy ;  but  he  is  saucy  only  because  he  is  servile.  Swift 
appears  to  have  preserved  the  kindness  of  the  great  when 
they  wanted  him  no  longer;  and,  therefore,  it  must  be 
dlowed,  that  the  childish  freedom,  to  which  he  seems 
enough  inclined,  was  overpowered  by  his  better  qualities. 

His  disinterestedness  has  been  likewise  mentioned;  a 
strain  of  heroism,  which  would  have  been  in  his  condition 
romantick  and  superfluous.  Ecclesiastical  benefices,  when 
they  become  vacant,  must  be  given  away ;  and  the  friends 
of  power  may,  if  there  be  no  inherent  dbqualification,  rea- 
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sonably  expect  them.  Swift  accepted,  1713,  the  deanery 
of  St.  Patrick,  the  best  preferment  that  his  friends  could 
venture*"  to  give  him.  That  ministry  was,  in  a  great  degree, 
supported  by  the  clergy,  who  were  not  yet  reconciled  to 
the  author  of  the  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  would  not,  without 
much  discontent  and  indignation,  have  borne  to  see  him 
installed  in  an  English  cathedral. 

He  refused,  indeed,  fifty  pounds  from  lord  Oxford  ;  but 
he  accepted,  afterwards,  a  draught  of  a  thousand  upon  the 
exchequer,  which  was  intercepted  by  the  queen's  death, 
and  which  he  resigned,  as  he  says  himself,  **  multa  gemens," 
with  many  a  groan  ^ 

In  the  midst  of  his  power  and  his  politicks,  he  kept  a 
journal  of  his  visits,  his  walks,  his  interviews  with  minis- 
ters, and  quarrels  with  his  servant,  and  transmitted  it  to 
Mrs.  Johnson  and  Mrs.  Dingley,  to  whom  he  knew  that 
whatever  befell  him  was  interesting,  and  no  accounts  could 
be  too  minute.  Whether  these  diurnal  trifles  were  pro- 
perly exposed  to  eyes  which  had  never  received  any 
pleasure  from  the  presence  of  the  dean,  may  be  reasonably 
doubted :  they  have,  however,  some  odd  attraction ;  the 
reader  finding  fi'equent  mention  of  names  which  he  has 
been  used  to  consider  as  important,  goes  on  in  hope  of 
information ;  and,  as  there  is  nothing  to  fatigue  attention, 
if  he  is  disappointed  he  can  hardly  complain.  It  is  easy  to 
perceive,  from  every  page,  that  though  ambition  pressed 
Swift  into  a  life  of  bustle,  the  wish  for  a  life  of  ease  was 
always  returning. 

He  went  to  take  possession  of  his  deanery  as  soon  as  he 
had  obtained  it ;  but  he  was  not  sufiered  to  stay  in  Ireland 
more  than  a  fortnight,  before  he  was  recalled  to  England, 
that  he  might  reconcile  lord  Oxford  and  lord  Bolingbroke, 
who  began  to  look  on  one  another  with  malevolence,  which 
ever^  day  increased,  and  which  Bolingbroke  appeared  to 
retain  in  his  last  years. 

k  Tbis  emphatic  word  has  not  escaped  the  watchful  eye  of  Dr.  Warton,  who 
has  placed  a  nota  bene  at  it. 

*  See  this  aflfair  very  differently  represented  in  Swift's  Panegyrist,  Sheri- 
dan, p.  530. 
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session  of  Ins  mind,  when  he  first  waked,  for  many  yean 
togedier. 

He  opened  his  house  by  a  publiok  table  two  days  a  week, 
and  found  his  entertainments  gradually  frequented  by  more 
and  more  visitants  of  learning  among  the  men,  and  of  ele* 
gance  among  the  women.  Mrs.  Johnson  had  left  the 
eounU'y,  and  lived  in  lodgings  not  far  from  the  deanery. 
On  his  publick  days  she  regulated  the  table,  but  appeared 
at  it  as  a  mere  guest,  like  other  ladies. 

On  other  days  he  often  dined,  at  a  stated  price,  with 
Mr.  Worral,  a  clergyman  of  his  cathedral,  whose  house 
was  recommended  by  the  peculiar  neatness  and  pleasantry 
of  his  wife.  To  this  frugal  mode  of  living,  he  was  first 
disposed  by  care  to  pay  some  debts  which  he  had  contract- 
ed, and  he  continued  it  for  the  pleasure  of  accumulating 
money.  His  avarice,  however,  was  not  suffered  to  obstruct 
the  claims  of  his  dignity ;  he  was  served  in  plate,  and  used 
to  say,  that  he  was  the  poorest  gentleman  in  Ireland  that 
ate  upon  plate,  and  the  richest  that  lived  mthout  a  coach. 

How  he  spent  the  rest  of  his  time,  and  how  he  employ- 
ed his  hours  of  study,  has  been  inquired  with  hopeless  cu- 
riosity. For  who  can  give  an  account  of  another^s  studies? 
Swift  was  not  likely  to  admit  any  to  his  privacJes,  or  to  im- 
part a  minute  account  of  his  business  or  his  leisure. 

Soon  after,  1716,  in  his  forty-ninth  year,  he  was  privately 
married  to  Mrs.  Johnson,  by  Dr.  Ashe,  bishop  of  Ciogher» 
as  Dr.  Madden  told  me,  in  the  garden.  The  marriage  made 
no  change  in  their  mode  of  life ;  they  lived  in  different 
houses,  as  before ;  nor  did  she  ever  lodge  in  the  deanery 
but  when  Swift  was  seized  with  a  fit  of  giddiness.  **  It 
would  be  difficult,"  says  lord  Orrery,  "  to  prove  that  they 
were  ever  afterwards  together  without  a  third  person.*' 

The  dean  of  St.  Patrick's  lived  in  a  private  manner, 
known  and  regarded  only  by  his  friends ;  till,  about  the 
year  1720,  he,  by  a  pamphlet,  recommended  to  the  Irish 
the  use,  and,  consequently,  the  improvement  of  their  ma- 
nufacture. For  a  man  to  use  the  productions  of  his  own 
labour  is  surely  a  natural  right,  and  to  like  best  what  he 
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•makes  himself  it  a  natural  passion.  But  to  excite  this 
passion,  and  enforce  this  right,  appeared  so  criminal  to  those 
who  had  an  interest  in  the  English  trade,  that  the  printer 
was  imprisoned;  and,  .as  Hawkesworth  justly  obsetres, 
the  attention  of  the  publick  being,  by  this  outrageous  re- 
sentment, turned  upon  the  proposal,  the  autW  was  by 
consequence  made  popular. 

In  1733  died  Mrs.  Van  Homrigh,  a  woman  made  un- 
happy by  her  admiration  of  wit,  and  ignominionsly  distin- 
guished by  the  name  of  Vanessa,  whose  conduct  has  been 
already  sufficiently  discussed,  and  whose  history  is  too  well 
known  to  be  minutely  repeated.  She  was  a  young  woman 
fond  of  literature,  whom  Decanus,  the  dean,  called  Cade- 
nus  by  transposition  of  the  letters,  took  pleasure  in  direct- 
ing and  instructing;  till,  from  being  proud  of  his  praise, 
she  grew  fond  of  his  person.  Swift  was  then  about  forty^ 
seven,  at  an  age  when  vanity  is  strongly  excited  by  the 
amorous  attention  of  a  young  woman.  If  it  be  said  that 
Swift  should  have  checked  a  passion  which  he  never  meant 
to  gratify,  recourse  must  be  had  to  that  extenuation  which 
he  so  much  despised,  ''  men  are  but  men  :"  perhaps,  how- 
ever, he  did  not  at  first  know  his  own  mind,  and,  as  he  re- 
presents himself,  was  undetermined.  For  his  admission  of 
her  courtship,  and  his  indulgence  of  her  hopes,  after  his 
marriage  to  Stella,  no  other  honest  plea  can  be  fonnd 
than  that  he  delayed  a  disagreeable  discovery  from  time 
to  time,  dreading  the  immediate  bursts  of  distress,  and 
watching  for  a  favourable  moment.  She  thought  herself 
neglected,  and  died  of  disappointment ;  having  ordered, 
by  her  will,  the  poem  to  be  published,  in  which  Cadenus 
had  proclaimed  her  excellence,  and  confessed  his  love. 
The  effect  of  the  publication  upon  the  dean  and  Stella  is 
thus  related  by  Delany : 

'*  I  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  they  both  were 
greatly  shocked  and  distressed  (though  it  may  be  differ^- 
ently)  upon  this  occasion.  The  dean  made  a  tour  to  the 
south  of  Ireland,  for  about  two  mouths,  at  this  time^  to  dis- 
jsipate  his  thoughts,  and  give  place  to  obloquy.    And  Stella 
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tetired,  upon  the  earnest  invitation  of  tfie  owner,  to  the 
house  of  a  cheerfnl,  generous,  good-natured  friend  of  the 
dean's,  whom  she  also  much  loved  and  honoured.  There 
my  informer  often  saw  her ;  and,  I  have  reason  to  believe, 
used  his  utmost  endeavours  to  relieve,  support,  and  amuse 
her,  in  this  sad  situation. 

''  One  little  incident  he  told  me  of  on  that  occasion,  I 
think  I  shall  never  forget.  As  her  friend  was  an  hospita- 
hle,  open-hearted  man,  well-beloved  and  largely  acquainted, 
it  happened  one  day  that  some  gentlemen  dropped  in  to 
dinner,  who  were  strangers  to  Stella's  situation ;  and  as  the 
poem  of  Cad^nus  and  Vanessa  was  then  the  general  topick 
of  conversation,  one  of  them  said,  '  Surely  that  Vanessa 
must  be  an  extraordinary  woman,  that  could  inspire  the 
dean  to  write  so  finely  upon  her.'  Mrs.  Johnson  smiled, 
and  answered,  *  that  she  thought  that  point  not  quite  so 
clear ;  for  it  was  well  known  the  dean  could  write  finely 
upon  a  broomstick.'" 

The  great  acquisition  of  esteem  and  influence  was  made 
by  the  Drapier's  Letters,  in  1724.  One  Wood,  of  Wol- 
verhampton, in  Staffordshire,  a  man  enterprising  and  ra- 
pacious, had,  as  is  said,  by  a  present  to  the  dutchess  of 
Munster,  obtained  a  patent,  empowering  him  to  coin  one 
hundred  and  eighty  thousand  pounds  of  halfpence  and  far- 
things for  the  kingdom  of  Ireland,  in  which  there  was  a 
very  inconvenient  and  embarrassing  scarcity  of  copper 
coin ;  so  that  it  was  possible  to  run  in  debt  upon  the  credit 
of  a  piece  of  money ;  for  the  cook  or  keeper  of  an  ale- 
house could  not  refuse  to  supply  a  man  that  had  silver  in 
his  hand,  and  the  buyer  would  not  leave  his  money  without 
change. 

The  project  was  therefore  plausible.  The  scarcity,  which 
was  already  gpreat.  Wood  took  care  to  make  greater,  by 
agents  who  gathered  up  the  old  halfpence ;  and  was  about 
to  turn  his  brass  into  gold,  by  pouring  the  treasures  of  his 
new  mint  upon  Ireland;  when  Swift,  finding  that  the  metal 
was  debased  to  an  enormous  degree,  wrote  letters,  under 
the  name  of  M •  B.  Drapier,  to  show  the  folly  of  receiving. 
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and  the  mudiief  (hat  must  ensue  by  giviug  g^old  and  siU 
Ter  for  coin  worth,  perhaps,  not  a  third  part  of  its  nondnal 
▼alue. 

The  nation  was  alarmed ;  the  new  coin  was  universally 
refused ;  but  the  governors  of  Ireland  considered  resist- 
ance to  the  king's  patent  as  highly  criminal ;  and  one  Whit- 
shed,  then  chief  justice,  who  had  tried  the  printer  of  the 
former  pamphlet,  and  sent  out  the  jury  nine  times,  till,  by 
clamour  and  menaces,  they  were  frighted  into  a  special 
Terdict,  now  presented  the  Drapier,  but  could  not  prevail 
on  the  gprand  jury  to  find  the  bill. 

Lord  Carteret  and  the  privy  council  published  a  pro- 
clamation, offering  three  hundred  pounds  for  discovering 
the  author  of  the  fourth  letter.  Swift  had  concealed 
himself  from  his  printers,  and  trusted  only  his  butler,  who 
transcribed  the  paper.  The  man,  immediately  after  the 
appearance  of  the  proclamation,  strolled  from  the  house, 
and  staid  out  all  mght,  and  part  of  the  next  day.  There 
was  reason  enough  to  fear  that  he  had  betrayed  his  master 
for  the  reward  ;  but  he  came  home,  and  the  dean  ordered 
him  to  put  off  his  livery,  and  leave  the  house ;  **  for,''  says 
he,  '*  I  know  that  my  life  is  in  your  power,  and  I  will  not 
bear,  out  of  fear,  either  your  insolence  or  negligence." 
The  man  excused  his  fault  with  great  submission,  and 
begged  that  he  might  be  confined  in  the  house  while  it  was 
in  his  power  to  endanger  his  master ;  but  the  dean  reso- 
lutely turned  him  out,  without  taking  farther  notice  of  him, 
till  the  term  of  information  had  expired,  and  then  received 
him  again.  Soon  afterwards  he  ordered  him  and  the  rest 
of  the  servants  into  his  presence,  without  telling  his  in- 
tentions, and  bade  them  take  notice  that  their  fellow-ser- 
rant  was  no  longer  Robert  the  butler;  but  that  his  in- 
tegrity had  made  him  Mr.  Blakeney,  verger  of  St.  Pa- 
trick's ;  an  officer  whose  income  was  between  thirty  and 
Ibrty  pounds  a  year :  yet  he  still  continued,  for  some  years, 
to  serve  his  old  master  as  his  butler"'." 

■  An  Mcoiint  somewhat  dUTeient  from  this  ii  given  by  Mr*  ShericUn,  in 
LtflBof8irift»p.511.    R. 
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Swift  was  known,  from  this  time,  by  the  appellation 
of  ihe  dean.  He  was  honoured  by  the  populace  as  the 
champion,  patron,  and  instructer  of  Ireland ;  and  gained 
such  power  as,  considered  both  in  its  extent  and  duration, 
scarcely  any  man  has  ever  enjoyed  without  greater  wealth 
or  higher  station. 

He  was,  from  this  important  year,  the  oracle  of  the 
traders,  and  the  idol  of  the  rabble,  and  by  consequence 
was  feared  and  courted  by  all  to  whom  the  kindness  of  the 
traders  or  the  populace  was  necessary.  The  Drapier  was 
a  sign ;  the  Drapier  was  a  health ;  and  which  way  soever 
the  eye  or  the  ear  was  turned,  some  tokens  were  found  of 
the  nation's  gratitude  to  the  Drapier. 

The  benefit  was  indeed  great ;  he  had  rescued  Ireland 
from  a  very  oppressive  and  predatory  invasion;  and  the 
popularity  which  he  had  gained  he  was  diligent  to  keep, 
by  appearing  forward  and  zealous  on  every  occasion,  where 
the  publick  interest  was  supposed  to  be  involved.  Nor 
did  he  much  scruple  to  boast  his  influence ;  for  when,  upon 
some  attempts  to  regulate  the  coin,  archbishop  Boulter, 
then  one  of  the  justices,  accused  him  of  exasperating  the 
people,  he  exculpated  himself  by  saying,  "  If  I  had  lifted 
up  my  finger,  they  would  have  torn  you  to  pieces." 

But  the  pleasure  of  popularity  was  soon  interrupted  by 
domestick  misery.  Mrs.  Johnson,  whose  conversation  was 
to  him  the  great  softener  of  the  ills  of  life,  began  in  the 
year  of  the  Drapier*s  triumph  to  decline ;  and,  two  years 
afterwards,  was  so  wasted  with  sickness,  that  her  recovery 
was  considered  as  hopeless. 

Swift  was  then  in  England,  and  had  been  invited  by 
lord  Bolingbroke  to  pass  the  winter  with  him  in  France, 
but  this  call  of  calamity  hastened  him  to  Ireland ;  where, 
perhaps,  his  presence  contributed  to  restore  her  to  imper- 
fect and  tottering  health. 

He  was  now  so  much  at  ease,  that,  1727,  he  returned  to 
England ;  where  he  collected  three  volumes  of  Miscel- 
lanies, in  conjunction  with  Pope,  who  prefixed  a  querulous 
and  apologetical  preface. 
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This  important  year  sent  likewise  into  the  world,  Gul- 
liver's Travels ;  a  production  so  new  and  strange,  that  it 
filled  the  reader  with  a  mingled  emotion  of  merriment  and 
amazement.  It  was  received  with  such  avidity,  that  the 
price  of  the  first  edition  was  raised  before  the  second  could 
be  made ;  it  was  read  by  the  high  and  the  low,  the  learned 
and  illiterate.  Criticism  was  for  awhile  lost  in  wonder; 
no  rnles  of  judgment  were  applied  to  a  book  written  in 
open  defiance  of  truth  and  regularity.  But  when  distinc- 
tions came  to  be  made,  the  part  which  g^ave  the  least  plea* 
sure  was  that  which  describes  the  Flying  island,  and  that 
which  gave  most  disgust  must  be  the  history  of  the  Houy- 
hnhnms. 

While  Swift  was  enjoying  the  reputation  of  his  new 
work,  the  news  of  the  king's  death  arrived ;  and  he  kissed 
the  hands  of  the  new  king  and  queen  three  days  after 
their  accession. 

By  the  queen,  when  she  was  princess,  he  had  been 
treated  with  some  distinction,  and  was  well  received  by 
her  in  her  exaltation ;  but  whether  she  gave  hopes  which 
she  never  took  care  to  satisfy,  or  he  formed  expectations 
which  she  never  meant  to  raise,  the  event  was,  that  he 
always  afterwards  thought  on  her  with  malevolence,  and 
particularly  charged  her  with  breaking  her  promise  of  some 
medals  which  she  engaged  to  send, him. 

I  know  not  whether  she  had  not,  in  her  turn,  some  rea- 
son for  complaint.  A  letter  was  sent  her,  not  so  much  en- 
treating, as  requiring  her  patronage  of  Mrs.  Barber,  an 
ingenious  Irishwoman,  who  was  then  begging  subscriptions 
for  her  poems.  To  this  letter  was  subscribed  the  name  of 
Swift,  and  it  has  all  the  appearances  of  his  diction  and 
sentiments ;  but  it  was  not  written  in  his  hand,  and  had 
some  little  improprieties*  When  he  was  charged  with  thi& 
letter,  he  laid  hold  of  the  inaccuracies,  and  urged  the  imr 
probability  of  the  accusation;  but  never  denied  it;  he 
shuflles  between  cowardice  and  veracity,  and  talks  big 
when  he  says  nothing". 

■  It  is  but  justice  to  the  dean's  memory,  to  refer  to  Mr.  Sheridan's  defence 
of  him  from  this  charge #    See  the  Life  of  Swift,  p.  458.    R« 
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had  pecfonned  io  former 

like  those  of  otiier  wits,  ud- 

power,  or  had  no  am- 

Mi(  lamg  afterwards  by  a  fit  (rf*  giddinem, 
heard  of  the  ^^mmm^  Mid  danger  of  Mrs.  John- 
aos.  He  theo  left  the  hoaae  of  Pope,  as  it  seems,  with 
very  little  eeremoay,  fiadiBg  **  that  two  ack  fnends  eanaot 
Kve  together;**  aad  did  aot  write  to  him  till  he  fooad  him- 


He  turned  to  a  home  of  sorrow :  poor  Stella  was  sinkings 
islo  the  grate,  aad,  after  a  limgiiiBhiag  decay  of  abowt  two 
aMmths,  died  m  her  Ibrty-foarth  year,  on  January  28, 1728. 
How  much  he  wished  her  life,  his  papers  show;  nor  can  it 
he  doabted  that  he  dreaded  the  death  of  her  whom  he 
lored  most,  aggraTated  by  the  consciousness  that  himself 
had  hastened  it. 

Beaaty  and  the  power  of  pleasing,  the  greatest  external 
adrant^(es  that  woman  can  desire  or  possess,  were  fatal  io 
the  nnfortanate  Stella*  The  man  whom  she  had  the  mis* 
Ibrtnne  to  lore  was,  as  Delany  obserres,  fond  of  singula- 
rity, and  desiroos  to  make  a  mode  of  happiness  for  himself, 
different  from  the  general  coarse  of  things  and  order  of 
proridence.  From  the  time  of  her  arrival  in  Ireland  he 
seems  resolved  to  keep  her  in  his  power,  and,  therefore, 
hindered  a  match  sufficiently  advantageous,  by  acoumulat- 
ing  unreasonable  demands,  and  prescribing  conditions  that 
could  not  be  performed.  While  she  was  at  her  own  dis- 
posal he  did  not  consider  his  possession  as  secure ;  resent- 
ment, ambition,  or  caprice,  might  separate  them ;  he  was, 
therefore,  resolved  to  make  "  assurance  doubly  sure,'*  and 
to  appropriate  her  by  a  private  marriage,  to  which  he  had 
annexed  the  expectation  of  all  the  pleasures  of  perfect 
friendship,  without  the  uneasiness  of  conjngal  restraint. 
But  with  this  state  poor  Stella  was  not  satisfied ;  she  never 
was  treated  as  a  wife,  and  to  the  world  she  had  the  appear- 
ance of  a  mistress.    She  lived  sullenly  on,  in  hope  tlmt  in 
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time  he  would  own  and  receive  her ;  bat  (he  time  did  not 
come  till  tiie  change  of  his  manners  and  depravation  of  his 
mind  made  her  tell  him,  when  he  Offered  to  acknowledge 
her,  that  ^*  it  was  too  late."  She  then  gave  np  herself  to 
sorrowful. resentment,  and  died  under  tiie*  tyranny  of  him, 
by  whom  she  was  in  the  highest  degree  loved  and  ho- 
noured. 

What  were  her  claims  to  this  eccentrick  tenderness,  by 
which  the  laws  of  nature  were  violated  to  retain  her,  cu- 
riosity will  inquire ;  but  how  shall  it  be  gratified  ?  Swift 
was  a  lover;  his  testimony  may  be  suspected.  Delany 
and  the  Irish  saw  with  Swift's  eyes,  and,  therefore,  add 
littie  confirmation.  That  she  was  virtuous,  beautiful,  and 
elegant,  in  a  very  high  degree,  such  admiration  from  such 
a  lover  makes  it  very  probable :  but  she  had  not  much  Ht^ 
rature,  for  she  could  not  spell  her  own  language ;  and  of 
her  wit,  so  loudly  vaunted,  the  smart  sayings  which  Swift 
himself  has  collected  afford  no  splendid  specimen. 

The  reader  of  Swift's  Letter  to  a  Lady  on  her  Marriage, 
may  be  allowed  to  doubt  whether  his  opinion  of  female  ex- 
cellence ought  implicitly  to  be  admitted ;  for,  if  his  gene- 
ral thoughts  on  women  were  such  as  he  exhibits,  a  very 
little  sense  in  a  lady  would  enrapture,  and  a  very  littie 
virtue  would  astonish  him.  Stella's  supremacy,  there- 
fore, was,  perhaps,  only  local ;  she  was  great,  because  her 
associates  were  little. 

In  some  remarks  lately  published  on  the  Life  of  Swift, 
this  marriage  is  mentioned  as  fabulous,  or  doubtful ;  but, 
alas !  poor  Stella,  as  Dr.  Madden  told  me,  related  her  me- 
lanchbly  story  to  Dr.  Sheridan,  when  he  attended  her  as  a 
olergyman  to  prepare  her  for  death ;  and  Delany  mentions 
it  not  with  doubt,  but  only  with  regret.  Swift  never  men- 
tioned her  without  a  sigh.  The  rest  of  his  life  was  spent 
in  Ireland,  in  a  country  to  which  not  even  power  almost 
despotick,  nor  flattery  almost  idolatrous,  could  reconcile 
Um.  He  sometimes  wished  to  visit  England,  but  always 
found  some  reason  of  delay.  He  tells  Pope,  in  the  de- 
of  life,  that  he  hopes  once  more  to  see  him ;  **  but  if 
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Dott'*  gays  he,  **  we  must  part  as  all  human  beings  have 
parted.*. 

After  the  death  of  Stella,  his  benevolence  was  con- 
tracted, and  his  severity  exasperated;  he  drove  his  ac- 
quaintance from  his  table,  and  wondered  why  l^e  was  de- 
serted <  But  he  continued  his  attention  to  the  publick,  and 
wrote,  from  time  to  time,  such  directions,  admonitions,  or 
censures,  as  Ae  exigency  of  affairs,  in  his  opinion,  made 
proper;  and  nothing  fell  from  his  pen  in  vain« 

In  a  short  poem  on  the  presbyteriana,  whom  he  always 
regarded  with  detestation,  he  bestowed  one  stricture  upon 
Bettesworth,  a  lawyer  eminent  for  his  insolence  to  the 
clergy,  which,  from  very  considerable  reputation,  brought 
him  into  immediate  and  universal  contempt.  Bettesworth, 
enraged  at  his  disgrace  and  loss,  went  to  Swift,  and  de- 
manded whether  he  was  the  author  of  that  poem  ?  "  Mr. 
Bettesworth,"  answered  he,  *'  I  was  in  my  youth  acquainted 
with  great  lawyers,  who,  knowing  my  disposition  to  satire, 
advised  me,  that  if  any  scoundrel  or  blockhead  whom  I 
had  lampooned  should  ask,  '  Are  you  the  author  of  this 
paper  V  I  should  tell  him  that  I  was  not  the  author ;  and, 
therefore,  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Bettesworth,  that  I  am  not  the 
author  of  these  lines.** 

Bettesworth  was  so  little  satisfied  with  this  account,  that 
be  publickly  professed  his  resolution  of  a  violent  and  cor- 
poral revenge ;  but  the  inhabitants  of  St.  Patrick's  district 
embodied  themselves  in  the  dean's  defence.  Bettesworth 
declared  in  parliament,  that  Swift  had  deprived  him  of 
twelve  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

Swift  was  popular  awhile  by  another  mode  of  benefi- 
cence. He  set  aside  some  hundreds  to  be  lent  in  small 
sums  to  the  poor,  from  five  shillings,  I  think,  to  five  pounds. 
He  took  no  interest,  and  only  required  that,  at  repayment, 
a  small  fee  should  be  given  to  the  accomptant ;  but  he  re- 
quired that  the  day  of  promised  payment  should  be  exactly 
kept.  A  severe  and  punctilious  temper  is  ill  qualified  for 
transactions  with  the  poor :  the  day  was  often  broken,  and 
the  loan  was  not  repaid.     This  might  have  been  easily 
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foreseen ;  but  for  this  Swift  had  made  no  provision  of  pa- 
tience or  pity.  He  ordered  his  debtors  to  be  8u%d»  A 
severe  creditor  has  no  popular  character;  what  tl^n  was 
likely  to  be  said  of  him  who  employs  the  catchpoll  under 
the  appearance  of  charity  ?  The  clamour  against  him  wa& 
lond,  and  the  resentment  of  the  populace  outrageous ;  he 
was,  therefore,  forced  to  drop  his  scheme,  and  own  the 
folly  of  expecting  punctuality  from  the  poor  ^. 

His  asperity  continually  increasing,  condemned  him  to 
solitude ;  and  his  resentment  of  solitude  sharpened  his  as-^ 
perity.  He  was  not,  however,  totally  deserted ;  some  meii 
of  learning,  and  some  women  of  elegance,  often  visited 
him ;  and  he  wrote,  from  time  to  time,  either  verse  or  prose ; 
of  his  verses  he  willingly  gave  copies,  and  is  supposed  to 
have  felt  no  discontent  when  he  saw  them  printed.  His 
favourite  maxim  was,  "  Vive  la  bagatelle ;"  he  thought  tri- 
fles a  necessary  part  of  life,  and,  perhaps,  found  them  ne- 
cessary to  himself.  It  seems  impossible  to  him  to  be  idle, 
and  his  disorders  made  it  difficult  or  dangerous  to  be  long 
seriously  studious,  or  laboriously  diligent.  The  love  of  ease 
is  always  gaining  upon  age,  and  he  had  one  temptation  to 
petty  amusements  peculiar  to  himself;  whatever  he  did,  he 
was  sure  to  hear  applauded ;  and  such  was  his  predomi- 
nance over  all  that  approached,  that  all  their  applauses 
were  probably  sincere.  He  that  is  much  flattered,  soon 
learns  to  flatter  himself:  we  are  commonly  taught  our  duty 
by  fear  or  shame,  and  how  can  they  act  upon  the  man  who 
bears  nothing  but  his  own  praises  ? 

As  his  years  increased,  his  fits  of  giddiness  and  deafness 
grew  more,  frequent,  and  his  deafness  made  conversation 
difficult ;  they  grew  likewise  more  severe,  till  in  1736,  as 
he  was  writing  a  poem  called  the  Legion  Club,  he  was 
seized  with  a  fit  so  painful  and  so  long  continued,  that  he 
never  after  thought  it  proper  to  attempt  any  work  of 
thought  or  labour. 

o  This  account  is  contradicted  by  Mr.  Sheridan,  who,  with  great  warmth, 
asserts,  from  his  own  knowledge,  that  there  was  not  one  syllable  of  truth  in  this 
whole  account  from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  See  life  of  Swift,  edit.  1784, 
p.  532.     R. 
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He  was  always  careful  (^  his  money,  and  was,  therefore, 
no  liberal  entertainer;  but  was  less  frugal  of  bis  wine  than 
of  his  meat  When  his  friends  of  either  sex  came  to  him, 
in  expectation  of  a  dinner,  his  custom  was  to  give  every 
one  a  shilling,  that  they  might  please  themselves  with  their 
provision.  At  last  his  avarice  grew  too  powerful  for  his 
kindness ;  he  would  refuse  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  in  Ireland 
no  man  visits  where  he  cannot  drink. 

Having  thus  excluded  conversation,  and  desisted  from 
study,  he  had  neither  business  nor  amusement ;  for,  having 
by  some  ridiculous  resolution,  or  mad  vow,  determined 
never  to  wear  spectacles,  he  could  make  little  use  of  books 
in  his  later  years ;  his  ideas,  therefore,  being  neither  reno- 
vated by  discourse,  nor  increased  by  reading,  wore  gradu* 
ally  away,  and  left  his  mind  vacant  to  the  vexations  of 
the  hour,  till,  at  last,  his  anger  was  heightened  into  mad- 
ness. 

He,  however,  permitted  one  book  to  be  published,  which 
had  been  the  production  of  former  years ;  Polite  Conversa- 
tion, which  appeared  in  1738.  The  Directions  for  Ser- 
vants was  printed  soon  after  his  death.  These  two  per- 
formances show  a  mind  incessantly  attentive,  and,  when  it 
was  not  employed  upon  great  things,  busy  with  minute  oc- 
currences. It  is  apparent,  that  he  must  have  had  the 
habit  of  noting  whatever  he  observed ;  for  such  a  number 
of  particulars  coald  never  have  been  assembled  by  the 
power  of  recollection. 

He  grew  more  violent,  and  his  mental  powers  declined, 
till,  1741,  it  was  found  necessary  that  legal  guardians 
should  b^  appointed  of  his  person  and  fortune.  He  now 
lost  distinction.  His  madness  was  compounded  of  rage 
and  fatuity.  The  last  face  that  he  knew  was  that  of  Mrs. 
Whiteway ;  and  her  he  ceased  to  know  in  a  little  time. 
His  meat  was  brought  him  cut  into  mouthfuls ;  but  he 
would  never  touch  it  while  the  servant  staid,  and,  at  last, 
after  it  had  stood  perhaps  an  hour,  would  eat  it  walking ; 
for  he  continued  his  old  habit,  and  was  on  his  feet  ten 
hours  a  day. 

Next  year,  1742,  he  had  an  inflammation  in  his  left  eye« 


flweUed  it  to  the  size  of  an  egg,  with  biles  in  other 
parts ;  he  was  kept  long^  waking  with  the  paiOy  and  was 
not  easily  restrained  by  five  attendants  from  tearing  ont 
his  eye. 

The  tnmonr  at  last  snbnded ;  and  a  short  interral  of 
reason  ensuing,  in  which  he  knew  his  physician  and  his 
family,  gave  hopes  of  his  reoovery ;  bnt  in  a  few  days  he 
snnk  into  a  lethargick  stupidity,  motionless,  heedless,  and 
qieeoUess.  Bnt  it  is  said,  that,  after  a  year  of  total  si- 
lence, when  his  boasekeeper,  on  the  30th  of  November, 
told  him  that  the  nsnal  bonfires  and  illuminations  were 
preparing  to  celebrate  his  birthday,  he  answered,  '*  It  is 
all  folly ;  they  had  better  let  it  alone.** 

It  is  remembered,  that  he  afterwards  spoke  now  and 
then,  or  gave  some  intimation  of  a  meaning ;  but  at  last 
rank  into  perfect  silence,  which  continued  till  about  the 
end  of  October,  1745,  when,  in  his  seventy-eighth  year, 
he  expired  without  a  struggle. 

When  Swift  is  considered  as  an  author,  it  is  just  to  esti- 
mate his  powers  by  their  effects.  In  the  reign  of  queen 
Anne  he  turned  the  stream  of  popularity  against  the 
whigs,  and  must  be  confessed  to  have  dictated,  for  a  time, 
the  political  opinions  of  the  English  nation.  In  the  suc- 
ceeding reign  he  delivered  Ireland  from  plunder  and  op- 
pression; and  showed  that  wit,  confederated  with  truth, 
had  such  force  as  authority  was  unable  to  resist.  He  said 
truly  of  himself,  that  Ireland  '*  was  his  debtor."  It  was 
from  the  time  when  he  first  began  to  patronise  the  Irish, 
that  they  may  date  their  riches  and  prosperity.  He  taught 
them  first  to  know  their  own  interest,  their  weight,  and 
dieir  strength,  and  gave  them  spirit  to  assert  that  equality 
with  their  fellow- subjects  to  which  they  have  ever  since 
been  making  vigorous  advances,  and  to  claim  those  rights 
which  they  have  at  last  established.  Nor  can  they  be 
charged  with  ingratitude  to  their  benefactor ;  for  they  re- 
verenced him  as  a  guardian,  and  obeyed  him  as  a  dictator. 

In  his  works  he  has  given  very  different  specimens  both 
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HkTale  ofmTttb  has  Ktfle 
It  exUbiU.  a  Tefaemeiu^e 
a  topiomamtm  of  naages,  and  Tivacity 
rk  as  he  aftervards  bctct  possessed,  or  never 
exerted.  It  is  of  a  Bs*>ie  so  diidnet  and  pecoliar,  that 
it  jsasl  be  ron<idfrcd  hr  itself;  vhat  is  tme  of  that,  is  not 
of  auT  thinr  eke  vUch  he  has  viitten. 
In  his  other  vorks  is  fonnd  an  eqnable  teaonr  of  easj 
V  which  rather  trickles  than  flows.  His  delight 
in  siaphcitj.  That  he  has  in  his  works  no  metaphor, 
been  said,  is  not  tme ;  bnt  his  few  metaphors  seem 
to  be  reeeiTed  rather  bj  neeessitr  than  choice.  He 
stadied  parity ;  and  though,  perhaps,  all  his  strictures  are 
not  exact,  jet  it  is  not  often  that  solecisms  can  be  found ; 
and  whoerer  depends  on  his  aathoritj  may  generally  cod- 
dnde  himself  safe.  His  sentences  are  never  too  much 
jjlatpxl  or  contracted ;  and  it  will  not  be  easy  to  find  any 
embarrassment  in  the  complication  of  his  clauses,  any  in- 
consequence in  his  connexions,  or  abruptness  in  his  tran- 
sitions. 

His  style  was  well  suited  to  his  thoughts,  which  are 
nerer  subtilised  by  nice  disquisitions,  decorated  by  spark- 
ling conceits,  elevated  by  ambitious  sentences,  or  varie- 
gated by  far-sought  learning.  He  pays  no  court  to  the 
passions ;  be  excites  neither  surprise  nor  admiration :  he 
always  tmderstands  himself;  and  his  reader  always  un- 
derstands him  :  the  peruser  of  Swift  wants  little  previous 
knowledge  ;  it  will  be  sufficient  that  he  is  acquainted  with 
common  words  and  common  things ;  he  is  neither  required 
to  mount  elevations,  nor  to  explore  profundities ;  his  pas- 
imge  is  always  on  a  level,  along  solid  ground,  without  as- 
perities, without  obstruction. 

This  easy  and  safe  conveyance  of  meaning  it  was  Swift's 
desire  to  attain,  and  for  having  attained  he  deserves 
praise,  though,  perhaps,  not  the  highest  praise.  For  pur- 
poses merely  didactick,  when  something  is  to  be  told  that 
was  not  known  before,  it  is  the  best  mode ;  but  against 
that  inattention  by  which  known  truths  are  suffered  to  lie 
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neglected,  it  makes  no  provision ;  it  instructs,  but  does 
not  persuade. 

By  his  political  education  he  was  associated  with  the 
whigs;  but  he  deserted  them  when  they  deserted  their 
principles,  yet  without  running  into  the  contrary  extreme ; 
he  continued  throughout  his  life  to  retain  the  disposition 
which  he  assigns  to  the  Church  of  England  Man,  of  think- 
ting  commonly  with  the  whigs  of  the  state,  and  with  the 
tories  of  the  church. 

He  was  a  churchman  rationally  zealous ;  he  desired  the 
prosperity,  and  maintained  the  honour  of  the  clergy ;  of 
the  dissenters  he  did  not  wish  to  infringe  the  toleration, 
but  he  opposed  their  encroachments. 

To  his  duty  as  dean  he  was  very  attentive.  He  ma- 
naged the  revenues  of  his  church  with  exact  economy; 
and  it  is  said  by  Delany,  that  more  money  was,  under  his 
direction,  laid  out  in  repairs,  than  had  ever  been  in  the 
same  time  since  its  first  erection.  Of  his  choir  he  was 
eminently  careful ;  and,  though  he  neither  loved  nor  un- 
derstood musick,  took  care  that  all  the  singers  were  well 
qualified,  admitting  none  without  the  testimony  of  skilful 
judges. 

In  his  church  he  restored  the  practice  of  weekly  com- 
munion, and  distributed  the  sacramental  elements  in  the 
most  solemn  and  devout  manner  with  his  own  hand.  He 
came  to  church  every  morning,  preached  commonly  in  his^ 
turn,  and  attended  the  evening  anthem,  that  it  might  not 
be  negligently  performed. 

He  read  the  service,  ''rather  with  a  strong,  nervous 
voice,  than  in  a  graceful  manner ;  his  voice  was  sharp  and 
high-toned,  rather  than  harmonious.*' 

He  entered  upon  the  clerical  state  with  hope  to  excel 
in  preaching ;  but  complained,  that,  from  the  time  of  his 
political  controversies,  *'  he  could  only  preach  pamphlets/' 
This  censure  of  himself,  if  judgment  be  made  from  those 
sermons  which  have  been  published,  was  unreasonably 
severe. 

The  suspicions  of  his  irreligion  prcjceeded,  in  a  great 
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measurei  from  fan  dread  of  hypocrisy;  instead  of  irisbtng 
to  seem  better,  he  delighted  in  seeming  worse  than  he  vas« 
He  went  in  London  to  early  prayers,  lest  he  should  be 
seen  at  church;  he  read  prayers  to  his  servants  every 
9iorning  with  such  dexterous  secrecy,  that  Dr.  D^lany  was 
six  months  in  his  house  before  he  knew  it.  He  was  not 
only  careful  to  hide  .the  good  which  he  did,  but  willingly 
incurred  the  suspicion  of  evil  which  he  did  not.  He  forgot 
what  himself  had  formerly  asserted,  that  hypocrisy  is  less 
mischievous  than  open  impiety.  Dr.  Delany,  with  all  his 
aeal  for  his  honour,  has  justly  condemned  this  part  of  his 
character. 

The  person  of  Swift  had  not  many  recommendations. 
He  had  a  kind  of  muddy  complexion,  which,  though  he 
washed  himself  with  oriental  scrupulosity,  did  not  look 
dear.  He  had  a  countenance  sour  and  severe,  which  he 
seldom  softened  by  any  appearance  of  gaiety.  He  stub- 
bornly resisted  any  tendency  to  laughter. 

To  his  domesticks  he  was  naturally  rough ;  and  a  man 
of  a  rigorous  temper,  with  that  vigilance  of  minute  attention 
which  has  works  discover,  must  have  been  a  master  that 
few  could  bear.  That  he  was  disposed  to  do  his  servants 
good,  on  important  occasions,  is  no  great  mitigation ;  bene-' 
&ction  can  be  but  rare,  and  tyrannick  peevishness  is  per- 
petual. He  did  not  spare  the  servants  of  others.  Once, 
when  he  dined  alone  with  the  earl  of  Orrery,  he  said  of 
one  that  waited  in  the  room,  ''  That  man  has,  since  we  sat 
to  the  table,  committed  fifteen  faults."  What  the  faults 
were,  lord  Orrery,  from  whom  I  heard  the  story,  had  not 
been  attentive  enough  to  discover.  My  number  may,  per- 
haps, not  be  exact. 

In  his  economy  he  practised  a  peculiar  and  offensive 
parsimony,  without  disguise  or  apology.  The  practice  cf 
saving  being  once  necessary,  became  habitual,  and  grew 
first  ridiculous  and  at  last  detestable.  But  his  avarice, 
though  it  might  exclude  pleasure,  was  never  suflhred  to 
encroach  upon  his  virtue.  He  was  frugal  by  inclination, 
but  liberal  by  principle ;  and  if  the  purpose  to  which  he 
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destined  his  little  accamnlations  be  remembered,  vith 
distribation  of  occasional  charity,  it  will,  perhaps,  appear, 
that  he  only  liked  one  mode  of  expense  better  than  anr 
other,  and  saved,  merely  tiiat  he  might  have  something  to 
give.  He  did  not  grow  rich  by  injuring  his  successors, 
but  left  both  Laracor  and  the  deanery  more  valuable  than 
he  found  them.  With  all  this  talk  of  his  covetousness  and 
generosity,  it  should  be  remembered  that  he  was  never 
rich.  The  revenue  of  his  deanery  was  not  much  more 
than  seven  hundred  a  year. 

His  beneficence  was  not  graced  with  tenderness  or  ci- 
vility ;  he  relieved  without  pity,  and  assisted  without  kind- 
ness ;  so  that  those  who  were  fed  by  him  could  hardly  love 
him. 

He  made  a  rule  to  himself  to  g^ve  but  one  piece  at  a 
time,  and,  therefore,  always  stored  his  pocket  with  couis  of 
different  value. 

Whatever  he  did,  he  seemed  willing  to  do  in  a  manner 
peculiar  to  himself,  without  sufficiently  considering,  that 
singularity,  as  it  implies  a  contempt  of  the  general  prac- 
tice, is  a  kind  of  defiance  which  justly  provokes  the  hosti- 
lity of  ridicule ;  he,  therefore,  who  indulges  peculiar  habits, 
is  worse  than  others,  if  he  be  not  better. 

Of  his  humour,  a  story  told  by  Pope  ?  may  afford  a  spe- 
cimen. 

**  Dr.  Swift  has  an  odd,  blunt  way,  that  is  mistaken  by 
strangers  for  illnature.  'Tis  so  odd,  that  there's  no  de- 
scribing it  but  by  facts.  I'll  tell  you  one  that  first  comes 
into  my  head.  One  evening.  Gay  and  I  went  to  see  him.: 
you  know  how  intimately  we  were  all  acquainted.  On  our 
coming  in,  *  Heyday,  gentlemen,  (says  the  Doctor,)  what's 
the  meaning  of  this  visit?  How  came  you  to  leave  all  the 
great  lords  diat  you  are  so  fond  of,  to  come  hither  to  see 
a  poor  dean  T  *  Because  we  would  rather  see  you  than  any 
of  them.'  *  Aye,  any  one  that  did  not  know  so  well  as  I  do 
might  believe  you.  But  since  you  are  come,  I  must  g^t 
Bome  supper  for  you,  I  suppose.'    *  No»  doetor,  we  have 
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supped  already.'  '  Supped  already !  that* s  impossible  I 
why,  'tis  not  eight  o'clock  yet.  That's  very  strange ;  but 
if  you  had  not  supped,  I  must  have  got  something  for  you. 
Let  me  see,  what  should  I  have  had  ?  A  couple  of  lob- 
sters ;  aye,  that  would  have  done  very  well ;  two  shillings — 
tai-ts,  a  shilling :  but  you  will  drink  a  glass  of  wine  with 
me,  though  you  supped  so  much  before  your  usual  time 
only  to  spare  my  pocket?'  *  No,  we  had  rather  talk  with 
you  than  drink  with  yon.'  '  But,  if  you  had  supped  with 
me,  as  in  all  reason  you  ought  to  have  done,  you  must  then 
have  drunk  with  me.  A  bottle  of  wine,  two  shillings — ^two 
and  two  is  four,  and  one  is  five:  just  two  and  sixpence 
apiece.  There,  Pope,  there's  half  a  crown  for  you,  and 
there's  another  for  you,  sir ;  for  I  won't  save  any  thing  by 
you,  I  am  determined.'  This  was  all  said  and  done  with 
his  usual  seriousness  on  such  occasions;  and,  in  spite  of 
every  thing  we  could  say  to  the  contrary,  he  actually  obliged 
us  to  take  the  money." 

In  the  intercourse  of  familiar  life,  he  indulged  his  dispo- 
sition to  petulance  and  sarcasm,  and  thought  himself  in- 
jured if  the  licentiousness  of  his  raillery,  the  freedom  of  his 
censures,  or  the  petulance  of  his  frolicks  was  resented  or 
repressed.  He  predominated  over  his  companions  with 
very  high  ascendency,  and,  probably,  would  bear  none 
over  whom  he  could  not  predominate.  To  give  him  advice 
was,  in  the  style  of  his  friend  Delany,  "  to  venture  to  speak 
to  him."  This  customary  superiority  soon  grew  too  deli- 
cate for  truth ;  and  Swift,  with  all  his  penetration,  allowed 
himself  to  be  delighted  with  low  flattery. 

On  all  common  occasions,  he  habitually  affects  a  style  of 
arrogance,  and  dictates  rather  than  persuades.  This  au- 
thoritative and  magisterial  language  he  expected  to  be 
received  as  his  peculiar  mode  of  jocularity:  but  he, 
apparently,  flattered  his  own  arrogance  by  an  assumed  im- 
periousness,  in  which  he  was  ironical  only  to  the  resentful, 
and  to  the  submissive  sufiiciently  serious. 

He  told  stories  with  great  felicity,  and  delighted  in 
doing  what  he  knew  himself  to  do  well ;  he  was,  therefore. 
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captivated  by  the  respectful  silence  of  a  steady  listener, 
and  told  the  same  tales  too  often. 

He  did  not,  however,  claim  the  right  of  talking  alone ; 
for  it  was  his  rule,  when  he  had  spoken  a  minute,  to  give 
room,  by  a  pause,  for  any  other  speaker.  Of  time,  on  all 
occasions,  he  was  an  exact  computer,  and  knew  the  minutes 
required  to  every  common  operation. 

It  may  be  justly  supposed  that  there  was  in  his  conver- 
sation, what  appears  so  frequently  in  his  letters,  an  affec- 
tation of  familiarity  with  the  great,  an  ambition  of  momen- 
tary equality  sought  and  enjoyed  by  the  neglect  of  those 
ceremonies  which  custom  has  established  as  the  barriers 
between  one  order  of  society  and  another.  This  trans- 
gression of  regularity  was,  by  himself  and  his  admirers, 
termed  greatness  of  soul.  But  a  great  mind  disdains  to 
hold  any  thing  by  courtesy,  and,  therefore,  never  usurps 
what  a  lawful  claimant  may  take  away.  He  that  en- 
croaches on  another's  dignity,  puts  himself  in  his  power; 
he  is  either  repelled  with  helpless  indignity,  or  endured  by 
clemency  and  condescension. 

Of  Swift's  general  habits  of  thinking,  if  his  letters  can 
be  supposed  to  afford  any  evidence,  he  was  not  a  man  to 
be  either  loved  or  envied.  He  seems  to  have  wasted  life 
in  discontent,  by  the  rage  of  neglected  pride,  and  the  Ian- 
guishment  of  unsatisfied  desire.  He  is  querulous  and 
fastidious,  arrogant  and  malignant ;  he  scarcely  speaks  of 
himself  but  with  indignant  lamentations,  or  of  others  but 
with  insolent  superiority  when  he  is  gay,  and  with  angry 
contempt  when  he  is  gloomy.  From  the  letters  that  pass 
between  him  and  Pope  it  might  be  inferred  that  they, 
with  Arbuthnot  and  Gay,  had  engrossed  all  the  under- 
standing and  virtue  of  mankind ;  that  their  merits  filled 
the  world;  or  that  there  was  no  hope  of  more.  They 
•how  the  age  involved  in  darkness,  and  shade  the  picture 
with  sullen  emulation. 

When  the  queen's  death  drove  him  into  Ireland,  he 
might  be  allowed  to  regret,  for  a  time,  the  interception  of 
his  views,  the  extinction  of  his  hopes,  and  his  ejection  from 
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gay  scenes,  important  employment,  and  splendid  friend- 
ships ;  but  when  time  had  enabled  reason  to  prevail  over 
vexation,  the  complaints  which  at  first  were  natural,  became 
ridiculous,  because  they  were  useless.  But  querulousness 
was  now  grown  habitual,  and  he  cried  out  when  he  pro- 
bably had  ceased  to  feel.  His  reiterated  waitings  per- 
suaded Bolingbroke  that  he  was  really  willing  to  quit  his 
deanery  for  an  English  parish ;  and  Bolingbroke  procured 
an  exchange,  which  was  rejected ;  and  Swift  still  retained 
the  pleasure  of  complaining. 

The  greatest  difficulty  that  occurs,  in  analyzing  his  cha- 
racter, is  to  discover  by  what  depravity  of  intellect  he  took 
delight  in  revolving  ideas,  from  which  almost  every  other 
mind  shrinks  with  disgust.  The  ideas  of  pleasure,  even 
when  criminal,  may  solicit  the  imagination ;  but  what  has 
disease,  deformity,  and  filth,  upon  which  the  thoughts  can 
be  allured  to  dwell  ?  Delany  is  willing  to  think  that  Smft^s 
mind  was  not  much  tainted  with  this  gross  corruption  be- 
fore his  long  visit  to  Pope.  He  does  not  consider  how  he 
degrades  his  hero,  by  making  him  at  fifty-nine  the  pupil  of 
turpitude,  and  liable  to  the  malignant  influence  of  an  as- 
cendant mind.  But  the  truth  is  that  Gulliver  had  described 
his  yahoos  before  the  visit ;  and  he  that  had  formed  those 
images  had  nothing  filthy  to  learn. 

I  have  here  given  the  character  of  Swift  as  he  exhibits 
himself  to  my  perception ;  but  now  let  another  be  heard 
who  knew  him  better.  Dr.  Delany,  after  long  acquaintance, 
describes  him  to  lord  Orrery  in  these  terms : 

"  My  lord,  when  you  consider  Swift's  singular,  peculiar, 
and  most  variegated  vein  of  wit,  always  intended  rightly, 
although  not  always  so  rightly  directed ;  delightful  in  many 
instances,  and  salutary  even  where  it  is  most  offensive : 
when  you  consider  his  strict  truth,  his  fortitude  in  resisting 
oppression  and  arbitrary  power ;  his  fidelity  in  friendship ; 
his  sincere  love  and  zeal  for  religion ;  his  uprightness  in 
making  right  resolutions,  and  his  steadiness  in  adhering  to 
them ;  his  care  of  his  church,  its  choir,  its  economy,  and  its 
income ;  his  attention  to  all  those  that  preached  in  his  ca- 
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thedral,  in  order  to  their  amendmeiit  in  pronunciation  and 
style ;  as  also  his  remarkable  attention  to  the  interest  of 
his  successors,  preferably  to  his  own  present  emoluments ; 
his  invincible  patriotism,  even  to  a  country  which  he  did 
not  love ;  his  very  various,  well-devised,  well-judged,  and 
extensive  charities,  throughout  his  life ;  and  his  whole  for- 
tune (to  say  nothing  of  his  wife's)  conveyed  to  the  same 
christian  purposes  at  his  death ;  charities,  from  which  he 
could  enjoy  no  honour,  advantage,  or  satisfaction  of  any 
kind  in  this  world;  when  you  consider  his  ironical  and  hu^ 
morons,  as  well  as  his  serious  schemes,  for  the  promotion 
of  true  religion  and  virtue ;  his  success  in  soliciting  for  the 
first-fruits  and  twentieths,  to  the  unspeakable  benefit  of 
the  established  church  of  Ireland ;  and  his  felicity  (to  rate 
it  no  higher)  in  giving  occasion  to  the  building  of  fifty  new 
churches  in  London : 

**  All  this  considered,  the  character  of  his  life  will  ap- 
pear like  that  of  his  writings ;  they  will  both  bear  to  be  re- 
considered, and  reexamined  with  the  utmost  attention,  and 
always  discover  new  beauties  and  excellencies  upon  every 
examination. 

**  They  will  bear  to  be  considered  as  the  sun,  in  which 
the  brightness  will  hide  the  blemishes;  and  whenever 
petulant  ignorance,  pride,  malice,  malignity,  or  envy,  in- 
terposes to  cloud  or  sully  his  fame,  I  take  upon  me  to  pro- 
nounce, that  the  eclipse  will  not  last  long. 

*•  To  conclude — No  man  ever  deserved  better  of  any 
country,  than  Swift  did  of  his ;  a  steady,  persevering,  in- 
flexible friend;  a  wise,  a  watchful,  and  a  faithful  coun- 
sellor, under  many  severe  trials  and  bitter  persecutions,  to 
the  manifest  hazard  both  of  his  liberty  and  fortune. 

''  He  lived  a  blessing,  he  died  a  benefactor,  and  his 
name  will  ever  live  an  honour  to  Ireland." 

In  the  poetical  works  of  Dr.  Swift,  there  is  not  much 
upon  which  the  critick  can  exercise  his  powers.  They  are 
often  humorous,  almost  always  light,  and  have  the  qualities 
which  recommend  such  compositions,  easiness  and  gaiety* 
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They  are,  for  the  most  part»  what  their  author  intended. 
The  diction  is  correct,  the  numbers  are  smooth,  and  the 
rhymes  exact.  There  seldom  occurs  a  hard-laboured  ex- 
pression, or  a  redundant  epithet ;  all  his  verses  exemplify 
his  own  definition  of  a  good  style,  they  ccmsist  of ''  proper 
words  in  proper  places.*' 

To  divide  this  collection  into  classes,  and  show  how  some 
pieces  are  gross,  and  some  are  trifling,  would  be  to  tell  the 
reader  what  he  knows  already,  and  to  find  faults  of  which 
the  author  could  not  be  ignorant,  who  certainly  wrote  often 
not  to  his  judgment,  but  his  humour. 

It  was  said,  in  a  preface  to  one  of  the  Irish  editions,  that 
Swift  had  never  been  known  to  take  a  single  thought  from 
any  writer,  ancient  or  modern.  This  is  not  literally  true; 
but,  perhaps,  no  writer  can  easily  be  found  that  has  bor- 
rowed so  little,  or  that,  in  all  his  excellencies  and  all  his 
defects,  has  so  well  maintained  his  claim  to  be  considered 
as  original. 
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William  Broome  was  born  in  Cheshire,  as  is  said,  of. 
very  mean  parents.  Of  the  place  of  his  birth,  or  the  first 
part  of  his  life,  I  have  not  been  able  to  gain  any  intelli- 
gence. He  was  educated  upon  the  foundation  at  Eton, 
And  was  captain  of  the  school  a  whole  year,  without  any 
vacancy,  by  which  he  might  have  obtained  a  scholarship 
at  King's  college.  Being,  by  this  delay,  such  as  is  said  to 
have  happened  very  rarely,  superannuated,  he  was  sent  to 
St.  John's  college,  by  the  contributions  of  his  friends, 
where  he  obtained  a  small  exhibition. 

At  his  college  he  lived  for  some  time  in  the  same 
chamber  with  the  well-known  Ford,  by  whom  I  have  for- 
merly heard  him  described  as  a  contracted  scholar  and  a 
mere  versifier,  unacquainted  with  life,  and  unskilful  in 
conversation.  His  addiction  to  metre  was  then  such,  that 
his  companions  familiarly  called  him  poet  When  he  had 
opportunities  of  mingling  with  mankind,  he  cleared  him- 
self, as  Ford  likewise  owned,  from  great  part  of  his  scho- 
lastick  rust. 

.  He  appeared  early  in  the  world  as  a  translator  of  the 
Iliads  into  prose,  in  conjunction  with  Ozell  and  Oldisworth. 
How  their  several  parts  were  distributed  is  not  known. 
This  is  the  translation  of  which  Ozell  boasted  as  superiour, 
in  Toland's  opinion,  to  that  of  Pope :  it  has  long  since 
vanished,  and  is  now  in  no  danger  from  the  criticks. 

He  was  introduced  to  Mr.  Pope,  who  was  then  visiting 
sir  John  Cotton,  at  Madingley,  near  Cambridge,  and  gained 
so  much  of  his  esteem,  that  he  was  employed,  I  believe, 
to  make  extracts  from  Eustathius  for  the  notes  to  the 
translation  of  the  Iliad;  and,  in  the  volumes  of  poetry 
published  by  lintot,  commonly  called  Pope's  Miscellanies, 
many  of  his  early  pieces  were  inserted. 

Pope  and  Broome  were  to  be  yet  more  closely  con- 
nected.    When  the  success  of  the  Iliad  gave  encourager 
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ment  to  a  version  of  the  Odyssey,  Pope,  weary  of  the  toil, 
called  FentoD  and  Broome  to  his  assistance ;  and,  taking 
only  half  the  work  upon  himself,  divided  the  other  half 
between  his  partners,  giving  four  books  to  Fenton,  and 
eight  to  Broome.  Fenton's  books  I  have  enumerated  in 
Us  life ;  to  the  lot  of  Broome  fell  the  second,  sixth,  eighth, 
eleventh,  twelfth,  sixteenth,  eighteenth,  and  twenty-third, 
together  with  the  bnrden  of  writing  all  the  notes. 

As  this  translation  is  a  very  important  event  in  poetical 
history,  the  reader  has  a  right  to  know  upon  what  grounds 
I  establish  my  narration.  That  the  version  was  not  wholly 
Pope*s,  was  always  known :  he  had  mentioned  the  assist- 
ance of  two  friends  in  his  proposals,  and,  at  the  end  of  the 
work,  some  account  is  given  by  Broome  of  their  diflerent 
parts,  which,  however,  mentions  only  five  books  as  written 
by  the  coadjutors ;  the  fourth  and  twentieth  by  Fenton ; 
the  sixth,  the  eleventh,  and  the  eighteenth,  by  hioiself ; 
though  Pope,  in  an  advertisement  prefixed  afterwards  to 
a  new  volume  of  his  works,  claimed  only  twelve.  A  na- 
tural curiosity  after  the  real  conduct  of  so  great  an  under- 
taking, incited  me  once  to  inquire  of  Dr.  Warbnrton,  who 
told  me,  in  his  warm  language,  that  he  thought  the  relation 
given  in  the  note  **  a  lie  ;**  but  that  he  was  not  able  to 
ascertain  the  several  shares.  The  intelligence  which  Dr. 
Warburton  could  not  afford  me,  I  obtained  from  Mr. 
Langton,  to  whom  Mr.  Spence  had  imparted  it. 

The  price  at  which  Pope  purchased  this  assistance  was 
three  hundred  pounds  paid  to  Fenton,  and  five  hundred  to 
Broome,  with  as  many  copies  as  he  wanted  for  his  friends, 
which  amounted  to  one  hundred  more.  The  payment 
made  to  Fenton  I  know  not  but  by  hearsay ;  Broome's  is 
very  distinctly  told  by  Pope,  in  the  notes  to  the  Dunciad. 

It  is  evident,  that,  according  to  Pope's  own  estimate, 
Broome  was  unkindly  treated.  If  four  books  could  merit 
three  hundred  pounds,  eight,  and  all  the  notes,  equivalent, 
at  least,  to  four,  had  certainly  a  right  to  more  than  six. 

Broome  probably  considered  himself  as  injured,  and 
there  was,  for  some  time,  more  than  coldness  between  him 
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and  his  employer.  He  always  spoke  of  Pope  as  too  much 
a  ioyer  of  money ;  and  Pope  pursued  him  with  avowed 
hostility ;  for  he  not  only  named  him  disrespectfully  in  the 
Dunciad,  but  quoted  him  more  than  once  in  the  Bathos, 
as  a  proficient  in  the  Art  of  Sinking ;  and  in  his  enumera- 
tion of  the  different  kinds  of  poets  distinguished  for  the 
profound,  he  reckons  Broome  among  **  the  parrots  who  re- 
peat another's  words  in  such  a  hoarse  odd  tone- as  makes 
them  seem  their  own."  I  have  been  told  that  they  were 
afterwards  reconciled;  but  I  am  afraid  their  peace  was 
without  friendship. 

He  afterwards  published  a  Miscellany  of  Poems,  which 
is  inserted,  with  corrections,  in  the  late  compilation. 

He  never  rose  to  a  very  high  dignity  in  the  church.  He 
was  some  time  rector  of  Sturston,  in  Suffolk,  where  he 
married  a  wealthy  widow ;  and  afterwards,  when  the  king 
visited  Cambridge,  1728,  became  doctor  of  laws.  He 
was,  in  August,  1728,  presented  by  the  crown  to  the  rec- 
tory of  Pulham,  in  Norfolk,  which  be  held  with  Oakley 
Magna,  in  Suffolk,  given  him  by  the  lord  Cornwallis,  to 
whom  he  was  chaplain,  and  who  added  the  vicarage  of  Eye, 
in  Suffolk;  he  then  resigned  Pulham,  and  retained  the 
other  two. 

Towards  the  close  of  his  life  he  grew  again  poetical,  and 
amused  himself  with  translating  Odes  of  Anacreon,  which 
he  published  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  under  the 
name  of  Chester. 

He  died  at  Bath,  November  16, 1745,  and  was  buried 
in  the  abbey  church. 

Of  Broome,  though  it  cannot  be  said  that  he  was  a  great 
poet,  it  would  be  unjust  to  deny  that  he  was  an  excellent 
versifier;  his  lines  are  smooth  and  sonorous,  and  his  dic- 
tion is  select  and  elegant.  His  rhymes  are  sometimes 
unsuitable ;  in  his  Melancholy,  he  makes  breath  rhyme  to 
birth  in  one  place,  and  to  earth  in  another.  Those  faults 
occur  but  seldom ;  and  he  had  such  power  of  words  and 
numbers  as  fitted  him  for  translation ;  bqt,  in  his  original 
works,  recollection  seems  to  have  been  his  business  more 
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than  invention.  His  imitations  are  so  apparent,  that  it  is 
part  of  bis  reader*s  employment  to  recall  the  verses  of 
some  former  poet.  Sometimes  he  copies  the  most  popular 
writers,  for  he  seems  scarcely  to  endeavour  at  conceal* 
meut;  and  sometimes  he  picks  up  fragments  in  obscure 
corners.     His  lines  to  Fenton, 

Serene^  the  sting  of  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile. 
And  make  afflictions  objects  of  a  smile^ 

brought  to  my  mind  some  lines  on  the  death  of  queen 
Mary,  written  by  Barnes,  of  whom  I  should  not  have  ex* 
pected  to  find  an  imitator ; 

But  thou,  O  muse !  whose  sweet  nepenthean  tongue 
Can  charm  the  pangs  of  death  with  deathless  song. 
Canst  stinging  plagues  with  easy  thoughts  beguik. 
Make  pains  and  tortures  objects  of  a  smile. 

To  detect  his  imitations  were  tedious  and  useless.  What 
he  takes  he  seldom  makes  worse ;  and  he  cannot  be  justly 
thought  a  mean  man,  whom  Pope  chose  for  an  associate,' 
and  whose  cooperation  was  considered  by  Pope's  enemies 
as  so  important,  that  he  was  attacked  by  Henley  with  this 
ludicrous  distich : 

Pope  came  off  clean  with  Homer ;  but  they  say 
Broome  went  before,  and  kindly  swept  the  way  ^. 

^  Henley's  joke  wai  borrowed.    In  a  copy  of  verses,  entitled  the  Time  Poets, 
preserved  in  a  miscellany  called  Choice  Drollery,  1656,  are  these  lines: 

Sent  by  Ben  Jonson,  as  some  authors  say, 

Broom  went  before,  and  kindly  swept  the  way.    J.  B. 
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Albxandbr  Pope  was  bora  in  London,  May  22, 1688^ 
of  parents  whose  rank  or  station  was  never  ascertained : 
we  are  informed  that  they  were  of  "  gentle  blood  ;*'  that  his 
father  was  of  a  family  of  which  the  oarl  of  Downe  was  the 
head ;  and  that  his  mother  was  the  daughter  of  William 
Turner,  esquire,  of  York,  who  had,  likewise,  three  sons, 
one  of  whom  had  the  honour  of  being  killed,  and  the  other 
of  dying,  in  the  service  of  Charles  the  first ;  the  third  was 
made  a  general  officer  in  Spain,  from  whom  the  sister  in- 
herited what  sequestrations  and  forfeitures  had  left  in  the 
family. 

This,  and  this  only,  is  told  by  Pope ;  who  is  more  willing, 
as  I  have  heard  observed,  to  show  what  his  father  was  not, 
than  what  he  was.  It  is  allowed  that  he  grew  rich  by 
trade ;  but  whether  in  a  shop  or  on  the  exchange  was  never 
discovered  till  Mr.  Tyers  told,  on  the  authority  of  Mrs. 
Racket,  that  he  was  a  linendraper  in  the  Strand.  Both 
parents  were  papists. 

Pope  was,  from  his  birth,  of  a  constitution  tender  and 
delicate ;  but  is  said  to  have  shown  remarkable  gentleness 
and  sweetness  of  disposition.  The  weakness  of  his  body 
continued  through  his  life  ^ ;  but  the  mildness  of  his  mind, 
perhaps,  ended  with  his  childhood*.  His  voice,  when 
he  was  young,  was  so  pleasing,  that  he  was  called,  in 
fondness,  "  the  little  nightingale." 

'  This  weakness  was  so  great  that  he  constantly  wore  stays,  as  I  have  been 
assured  by  a  waterman  at  Twickenham,  who,  in  lifting  him  into  his  boat,  had 
often  felt  them.  His  method  of  taking  the  air  on  the  water  was  to  have  a 
sedan  chair  in  the  boat,  in  which  he  sat  with  the  glasses  down.    H. 

■  This  opinion  is  warmly  controverted  by  R4iscoe,  in  his  Life  of  Pope ;  and, 
perhaps,  with  justice;  for,  to  adopt  the  words  of  Disraeli,  "Pope's  literary 
warfare  was  really  the  wars  of  his  poetical  ambition  more,  perhi^is,  than  of  the 
petnlance  and  strong  irritability  of  his  temper."  See  also  sir  Walter  Scott's 
Swift,  i.  316.     En. 
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Being  not  sent  early  to  schooU  he  was  taught  to  read  by 
an  aunt ;  and  when  he  was  seven  or  eight  years  old,  be- 
came a  lover  of  book^  He  first  learned  to  write  by  imi- 
tating printed  books ;  a  species  of  penmanship  in  which 
he  retained  great  excellence  through  his  whole  life,  'though 
his  ordinary  hand  was  not  elegant  ^ 

When  he  was  about  eight,  he  was  placed  in  Hampshire, 
under  Tavemer  °,  a  Romish  priest,  who,  by  a  method  very 
rarely  practised,  taught  him  the  Greek  and  Latin  rudi- 
ments together.  He  was  now  first  regularly  initiated  in 
poetry  by  the  perusal  of  Ogiiby's  Homer,  and  Sandys*s 
Ovid.  Ogilby's  assistance  he  never  repaid  with  any 
praise ;  but  of  Sandys  he  declared,  in  his  notes  to  the 
Iliad,  that  English  poetry  owed  much  of  its  present  beauty 
to  his  translations.  Sandys  very  rarely  attempted  ori- 
ginal composition. 

From  the  care  of  Taverner,  under  whom  his  proficiency 
was  considerable,  he  was  removed  to  a  school  at  Twyford, 
near  Winchester,  and  again  to  another  school  about  Hyde- 
park  Corner ;  from  which  he  used  sometimes  to  stroll  to 
the  playhouse:  and  was  so  delighted  with  theatrical  ex- 
hibitions, that  he  formed  a  kind  of  play  from  Ogilby*s 
Iliad,  with  some  verses  of  his  own  intermixed,  which  he 
persuaded  his  schoolfellows  to  act,  with  the  addition  of 
his  master's  gardener,  who  personated  Ajax. 

At  the  two  last  schools  he  used  to  represent  himself  as 
having  lost  part  of  what  Tavemer  had  taught  him ;  and 
on  his  master  at  Twyford  he  had  already  exercised  his 
poetry  in  a  lampoon.  Yet  under  those  masters  he  trans- 
lated more  than  a  fourth  part  of  the  Metamorphoses.  If 
he  kept  the  same  proportion  in  his  other  exercises,  it  can- 
not be  thought  that  his  loss  was  great. 

He  tells  of  himself,  in  his  poems,  that,  "  he  lisp*d  in 

'  Thb  is  incorrect ;  his  ordinary  hand  wA  certainly  neat  and  elegant.  I 
have  some  of  it  now  before  me.    M. 

^  Pope's  first  instructer  is  repeatedly  mentioned  by  Spence  under  the  name 
of  Banister,  and  described  as  Vhe  family  priest.  Spence's  Anecd.  259.  283. 
Singer's  edit.    Roscoe's  Pope,  i.  11.    £o. 
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uiimben ;"  and  used  to  say  that  he  could  not  remember 
the  time  when  he  began  to  make  verses.     In  the  style  of 
fiction  it  might  have  been  said  of  him  as  of  Pindar,  that . 
when  he  lay  in  his  cradle,  "  the  bees  swarmed  about  his 
mouth." 

About  the  time  of  the  revolution,  his  father,  who  was 
undoubtedly  disappointed  by  the  sudden  blast  of  Popish 
prosperity,  quitted  his  trade,  and  retired  to  Binfield,  in 
Windsor  forest,  with  about  twenty  thousand  pounds ;.  for 
which,  being  conscientiously  determined  not  to  entrust  it  to 
the  government,  he  found  no  better  use  than  that  of  lock- 
ing it  up  in  a  chest,  and  taking  from  it  what  his  expenses 
required ;  and  his  life  was  long  enough  to  consume  a  g^eat 
part  of  it,  before  his  son  came  to  the  inheritance. 

To  Binfield  Pope  was  called  by  his  father,  when  he  was 
about  twelve  years  old;  and  there  he  had,  for  a  few 
months,  the  assistance  of  one  Deane,  another  priest,  of 
whom  he  learned  only  to  construe  a  little  of  Tully*s 
Offices.  How  Mr,  Deane  could  spend,  with  a  boy  who 
had  translated  so  much  of  Ovid,  some  months  over  a  small 
part  of  Tally's  Offices,  it  is  now  vain  to  inquire. 

Of  a  youth  so  successfully  employed,  and  so  conspicuously 
improved,  a  minute  account  must  be  naturally  desired: 
but  'curiosity  must  be  contented  with  confused,  imperfect, 
and,  sometimes,  improbable  intelligence.  Pope,  finding 
little  advantage  from  external  help,  resolved,  thencefor- 
ward, to  direct  himself,  and  at  twelve  formed  a  plan  of 
study,  which  he  completed  with  little  other  incitement 
than  the  desire  of  excellence. 

His  primary  and  principal  purpose  was  to  be  a  poet, 
with  which  his  father  accidentally  concurred,  by  proposing 
subjects,  and  obliging  him  to  correct  his  performances  by 
many  revisals ;  after  which  the  old  gentleman,  when  he 
was  satisfied,  would  say,  *'  these  are  good  rhymes." 

In  his  perusal  of  the  English  poets  he  soon  distinguished 
the  versification  of  Dryden,  which  he  considered  as  the 
model  to  be  studied,  and  was  impressed  with  such  vene- 
ration for  his  instructer,  that  he  persuaded  some  friends  to 
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take  hkn  to  the  coffee-house  which  Dryden  frequented, 
and  pleased  himself  with  having  seen  him. 

Dryden  died  May  1»  1701 ,  some  days  before  Pope  was 
twelve';  so  early  must  he,  therefore,  have  felt  the  power 
of  harmony,  and  the  zeal  of  genius.  Who  does  not  wish 
that  Dryden  could  have  known  the  value  of  the  homage 
that  was  paid  him,  and  foreseen  the  greatness  of  his  young 
admirer? 

The  earliest  of  Pope's  productions  is  his  Ode  on  Soli- 
tude, written  before  he  was  twelve,  in  which  there  is 
nothing  more  than  other  forward  boys  have  attiuned,  and 
which  is  not  equal  to  Cowley's  performances  at  the  same 
age. 

His  time  was  now  wholly  spent  in  reading  and  writing. 
As  he  read  the  classicks,  he  amused  himself  with  trans- 
lating them ;  and,  at  fourteen,  made  a  version  of  the  first 
book  of  the  Thebais,  which,  with  some  revision,  he  after- 
wards published.  He  must  have  been,  at  this  time,  if  he 
had  no  help,  a  considerable  proficient  in  the  Latin  tongue. 

By  Dryden's  Fables,  which  had  then  been  not  long 
published,  and  were  much  in  the  hands  of  poetical  readers, 
he  was  tempted  to  try  his  own  skill  in  giving  Chaucer  a 
more  fashionable  appearance,  and  put  January  and  May, 
and  the  Prologue  of  the  Wife  of  Bath,  into  modern  Eng- 
lish. He  translated,  likewise,  the  epistle  of  Sappho  to 
Phaon,  from  Ovid,  to  complete  the  version  which  was  be- 
fore imperfect ;  and  wrote  some  other  small  pieces,  which 
he  afterwards  printed. 

He  sometimes  imitated  the  English  poets,  and  professed 
to  have  written  at  fourteen,  his  poem  upon  Silence,  after 
Rochester's  Nothing.  He  had  now  formed  his  versifica- 
tion, and  in  the  smoothness  of  his  numbers  surpassed  the 
original :  but  this  is  a  small  part  of  his  praise ;  he  dis- 
covers such  acquaintance  both  with  human  life  and  pub- 
lick  affairs,  as  is  not  easily  conceived  to  have  been  attain- 
able by  a  boy  of  fourteen  in  Windsor  forest. 

Next  year  he  was  desirous  of  opening  to  himself  new 

•     *  Dryden  died  May  1,  1700,  a  year  earlier  than  Johnson  nxppoted.    M. 
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sources  of  knowledge,  by  making  himself  acquainted  with 
modern  languages ;  and  removed,  for  a  time,  to  London, 
that  he  might  study  French  and  Italian,  which,  as  he  de* 
sired  nothing  more  than  to  read  them,  were,  by  diligent 
application,  soon  despatched.  Of  Italian  learning  he  does 
not  appear  to  have  ever  made  much  use  in  his  subsequent 
studies. 

He  then  returned  to  Binfield,  and  delighted  himself 
with  his  own  poetry.  He  tried  all  styles,  and  many  sub* 
jects.  He  wrote  a  comedy,  a  tragedy,  an  epiok  poem, 
with  panegyricks  on  all  the  princes  of  Europe ;  and,  as  he 
confesses,  **  thought  himself  the  greatest  genius  that  ever 
was."  Self-confidence  is  the  first  requisite  to  great  un- 
dertaking^/ He,  indeed,  who  forms  his  opinion  of  himself 
in  solitude,  without  knowing  the  powers  of  other  men,  is 
very  liable  to  errour;  but  it  was  the  felicity  of  Pope  to 
rate  himself  at  his  real  value. 

Most  of  his  puerile  productions  were,  by  his  maturer 
judgment,  ajfterwards destroyed;  Alcander,  the  epick  poem, 
was  burnt  by  the  persuasion  of  Atterbury.  The  tragedy 
was  founded  on  the  legend  of  St.  Genevieve.  Of  the 
comedy  there  is  no  account. 

Concerning  his  studies  it  is  related,  that  he  translated 
Tully  on  Old  Age ;  and  that,  besides  his  books  of  poetry 
and  criticism,  he  read  Temple's  Essays  and  Locke  on 
Human  Understanding.  His  reading,  though  his  favourite 
authors  are  not  known,  appears  to  have  been  sufficiently 
extensive  and  multifarious ;  for  his  early  pieces  show,  with 
sufficient  evidence,  his  knowledge  of  books. 

He  that  is  pleased  with  himself  easily  imagines  that  he 
shall  please  others.  Sir  William  Trumbull,  who  had  been 
ambassador  at  Constantinople,  and  secretary  of  state,  when 
he  retired  from  business,  fixed  his  residence  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Binfield.  Pope,  not  yet  sixteen,  was  intro- 
duced to  the  statesman  of  sixty,  and  so  distinguished  him- 
self, that  their  interviews  ended  in  friendship  and  corre- 
spondence* Pope  was,  through  his  whole  life,  ambitious  of 
splendid  acquaintance;    and  he  seems  to  have  wanted 
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neither  diligence  nor  success  in  attracting  the  notice  of  the 
great ;  for,  from  his  first  entrance  into  the  world,  and  his 
entrance  was  very  early,  he  was  admitted  to  familiarity 
with  those  whose  rank  or  station  made  them  most  con- 
spicuous. 

From  the  age  of  sixteen  the  life  of  Pope,  as  an  author, 
may  be  properly  computed.  He  now  wrote  his  Pastorals, 
which  were  shown  to  the  poets  and  criticks  of  that  time ; 
as  they  well  deserved,  they  were  read  with  admiration, 
and  many  praises  were  bestowed  upon  them  and  upon 
the  preface,  which  is  both  elegant  and  learned  in  a  high 
degree:  they  were,  however,  not  published  till  five  years 
afterwards. 

Cowley,  Milton,  and  Pope,  are  distinguished  among  the 
English  poets  by  the  early  exertion  of  their  powers ;  but 
the  works  of  Cowley  alone  were  published  in  his  childhood^ 
and,  therefore,  of  him  only  can  it  be  certain  that  his  puerile 
performances  received  no  improvement  from  his  maturer 
studies. 

At  this  time  began  his  acquaintance  with  Wycherley,  a 
man  who  seems  to  have  had  among  his  contemporaries  his 
full  share  of  reputation,  to  have  been  esteemed  without 
virtue,  and  caressed  without  good-humour.  Pope  was 
proud  of  his  notice ;  Wycherley  wrote  verses  in  his  praise, 
which  he  was  charged  by  Dennis  with  writing  to  himself, 
and  they  agreed  for  awhile  to  flatter  one  another.  It  is 
pleasant  to  remark  how  soon  Pope  learned  the  cant  of  an 
author,  and  began  to  treat  criticks  with  contempt,  though 
he  had  yet  sufi^ered  nothing  from  them. 

But  the  fondness  of  Wycherley  was  too  violent  to  last. 
His  esteem  of  Pope  was  such,  that  he  submitted  some 
poems  to  his  revision ;  and  when  Pope,  perhaps  proud  of 
such  confidence,  was  sufficiently  bold  in  his  criticisms,  and 
liberal  in  his  alterations,  the  old  scribblei^  was  angry  to  see 
his  pages  defaced,  and  felt  more  pain  from  the  detection 
than  content  from  the  amendment  of  his  faults.  They 
parted;  but  Pope  always  considered  him  with. kindness, 
and  visited  him  a  little  time  before  he  died. 
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Another  of  his  early  correspondents  was  Mr.  Cromwell, 
of  whom  I  have  learned  nothing  particular,  but  that  he 
used  to  ride  a  hunting  in  a  tie-wig.  He  was  fond,  and 
perhaps  vain,  of  amusing  himself  with  poetrjr  and  criticism ; 
and  sometimes  sent  his  performances  to  Pope,  who  did  not 
forbear  such  remarks  as  were  now  and  then  unwelcome. 
Pope,  in  his  turn,  put  the  juvenile  version  of  Statins  into 
his  hands  for  correction. 

Their  correspondence  afforded  the  publick  its  first  know 
ledge  of  Pope's  epistolary  powers ;   for  his  letters  were 
given  by  Cromwell  to  one  Mrs.  Thomas ;  .and  she,  many 
years  afterwards,  sold  them  to  Curll^  who  inserted  them  in 
a  volume  of  his  miscellanies. 

Walsh,  a  name  yet  preserved  among  the  minor  poets, 
was  one  of  his  first  encouragers.  His  regard  was  gained 
by  the  Pastorals,  and  from  him  Pope  received  the  counsel 
by  which  he  seems  to  have  regulated  his  studies.  Walsh 
advised  him  to  correctness,  which,  as  he  told  him,  the 
English  poets  had  hitherto  neglected,  and  which,  therefore; 
was  left  to  hipi  as  a  basis  of  fame ;  and  being  delighted 
with  rural  poems,  recommended  to  him  to  write  a  pastoral 
comedy,  like  those  which  are  read  so  eagerly  in  Italy ;  a 
design  which  Pope  probably  did  not  approve,  as  he  did  not 
follow  it. 

Pope  had  now  declared  himself  a  poet ;  and  thinking 
himself  entitled  to  poetical  conversation,  began,  at  seven- 
teen, to  frequent  Will's,  a  coffee-house  on  the  north  side  of 
Russel-street  in  Co  vent-garden,  where  the  wits  of  that 
time  used  to  assemble,  and  where  Dryden  had,  when  he 
lived,  been  accustomed  to  preside. 

During  this  period  of  his  life,  he  was  indefatigably  dili- 
gent, and  insatiably  curious ;  wanting  health  for  violent, 
and  money  for  expensive  pleasures,  and  having  excited  in 
himself  very  strong  desires  of  intellectual  eminence,  he 
spent  much  of  his  time  over  his  books ;  but  he  read  only 
to  store  his  mind  with  facts  and  images,  seizing  all  that  his 
authors  presented  with  undistinguishing  voracity,  and  with 
an  appetite  for  knowledge  too  eager  to  be  nice.   In  a  mind 
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like  hiis,  however,  all  the  faculties  were  at  onoe  involan- 
tarily  improving.  Judgment  is  forced  upon  us  by  experi- 
ence. He  that  reads  many  books  must  compare  one  opinion 
or  one  style  with  another ;  and,  when  he  compares,  must 
.necessarily  distinguish,  reject,  and  prefer.  But  the  ac- 
count given  by  himself  of  his  studies  was,  that  from  fourteen 
to  twenty  he  read  only  for  amusement,  from  twenty  to 
twenty-seven  for  improvement  and  instruction ;  that  in  the 
first  part  of  this  time  he  desired  only  to  know,  and  in  the 
second  he  endeavoured  to  judge. 

The  Pastorals,  which  had  been,  for  some  time,  handed 
about  among  poets  and  criticks,  were  at  last  printed,  1709, 
in  Tonson*s  Miscellany,  in  a  volume  which  began  with  the 
Pastorals  of  Philips,  and  ended  with  those  of  Pope. 
'  The  same  year  wa&  written  the  Essay  on  Criticism ;  a 
work  which  displays  such  extent  of  comprehension,  such 
nicety  of  distinction,  such  acquaintance  with  mankind,  and 
such  knowledge  both  of  ancient  and  modem  learning,  as 
are  not  often  attained  by  the  matnrest  age  and  longest  ex- 
perience. It  was  published  about  two  years  afterwards ; 
and,  being  praised  by  Addison  in  the  Spectator'  with  suf- 
ficient liberality,  met  with  so  much  fiavour  as  enraged 
Dennis,  *'  who,"  he  says,  '*  found  himself  attacked,  without 
any  manner  of  provocation  on  his  side,  and  attacked  in  his 
person,  instead  of  his  writings,  by  one  who  was  wholly  a 
stranger  to  him,  at  a  time  when  all  the  world  knew  he  was 
persecuted  by  fortune ;  and  not  only  saw  that  this  was  at- 
tempted in  a  clandestine  manner,  with  the  utmost  false- 
hood and  calumny,  but  found  that  all  this  was  done  by  a 
little  affected  hypocrite,  who  had  nothing  in  his  mouth  at 
the  same  time  but  truth,  candour,  friendship,  good-nature, 
humanity,  and  magnanimity.'* 

How  the  attack  was  clandestine  is  not  easily  perceived, 
nor  how  his  person  is  depreciated ;  but  he  seems  to  have 
known  something  of  Pope*s  character,  in  whom  may  be 

'  N^  253.    But,  according  to  Dr.  Warton,  Pope  was  displeased  at  one  pas- 
sage, in  which  Addison  censures  the  admission  of  "  some  strokes  of  iU*natiire." 
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discovered  an  appetite  to  talk  too  frequently  of  bis  own 
virtues. 

The  pamphlet  is  such  as  rage  might  be  expected  to 
dictate.  He  supposes  himself  to  be  \isked  two  questions ; 
whether  the  essay  will  succeiedy  and  who  or  what  is  the 
author. 

Its  success  he  admits  to  be  secured  by  the  false  opinions 
then  prevalent :  the  author  he  concludes  to  be  "  young 
and  raw.'* 

"  First,  because  he  discovers  a  sufficiency  beyond  his 
little  ability,  and  hath  rashly  undertaken  a  task  infinitely 
above  his  force.  Secondly,  while  this  little  author  struts, 
and  affects  the  dictatorian  air,  he  plainly  shows,  that  at 
the  same  time  he  is  under  the  rod ;  and,  while  he  pretends 
to  give  laws  to  others,  is  a  pedantick  slave  to  authority  and 
opinion.  Thirdly,  he  hath,  like  schoolboys,  borrowed  both 
from  living  and  dead.  Fourthly,  he  knows  not  his  own 
mind,  and  frequently  contradicts  himself.  Fifthly,  he  is 
almost  perpetually  in  the  wrong." 

All  these  positions  he  attempts  to  prove  by  quotations 
and  remarks ;  but  his  desire  to  do  mischief  is  greater  than 
his  power.  He  has,  however,  justly  criticised  some  pas- 
sages :  in  these  lines, 

• 

There  are  whom  heav'n  Ims  bless'd  with  st^  of  wit. 

Yet  want  as  much  again  to  manage  it; 

For  wit  and  judgment  ever  are  at  strife- 
it  is  apparent,  that  wit  has  two  meanings ;  and  that  what 
is  wanted,  though  called  id/,  is,  truly,  judgment.  So  far 
Dennis  is  undoubtedly  right ;  but,  not  content  with  argu- 
ment, he  will  have  a  little  mirth,  and  triumphs  over  the 
first  couplet  in  terms  too  elegant  to  be  forgotten.  "  By 
the  way,  what  rare  numbers  are  here !  Would  not  one 
swear  that  this  youngster  had  espoused  some  antiquated 
muse,  who  had  sued  out  a  divorce  on  account  of  impo- 
tence from  some  superannuated  sinner ;  and,  having  been 
p — ^xed  by  her  former  spouse,  has  got  the  gout,  in  her  de- 
crepit age,  which  makes  her  hobble  so  damnably  ?"    This 

VOL.  VIII.  B 
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WW  tlie  Eum  who  wmU  refom  a  na&m  sinking  into  bnr« 
barity. 

In  another  place  Pope  UnMelf  aUowed,  tliat  Dennis  had 
detected  one  of  those  binnden,  which  are  called  *'  bolls.* 
The  first  edition  had  this  line : 


What  is  this 

Where  wanted,  seom'd  ;  and  enried,  where  aoqmr'd? 

"  How,"  says  tfie  critick,  "  can  wit  be  scom'd  where  it  is 
not  ?  Is  not  this  a  figure  frequently  employed  in  Hibernian 
land?  The  person  that  wanti  this  wit  may,  indeed,  be 
scorned,  hot  the  scorn  shows  the  honour  which  the  con- 
temner has  for  wit"  Of  this  remark  Pope  made  the  pro- 
per nse,  by  correcting  the  passage. 

I  have  preserred,  I  think,  all  that  is  reasonable  in  Den^ 
nis's  criticinn ;  it  remains,  Aat  justice  be  done  to  his  deli- 
cacy.    **  For  his  acqaaintance,"  says  Dennis,  "  he  names 
Mr.  Walsh,  who  had  by  no  means  the  qualification  which 
this  author  reckons  absolutely  necessary  to  a  critick,  it 
being  very  certain  that  he  was,  like  this  essayer,  a  very 
indifferent  poet ;  he  loved  to  be  well  dressed ;  and  I  re- 
member a  little  yoang  gentleman,  whom  Mr.  Walsh  used 
to  take  into  his  company,  as  a  double  foil  to  his  person 
and  capacity.    Inquire,^between  Sunningbill  and  Oaking- 
ham,  for  a  young,  short,  squab  gentleman,  the  very  bow  of 
the  god  of  love,  and  tell  me,  whether  he  be  a  proper  au- 
thor to  make  personal  reflections  ?    He  may  extol  the  an- 
cients, but  he  has  reason  to  thank  the  gods  that  he  was 
born  a  modern ;  for  had  he  been  born  of  Grecian  parents, 
and  his  father,  consequently,  had,  by  law,  had  the  absolute 
disposal  of  him,  his  Ufe  had  been  no  longer  than  that  of. 
one  of  his  poems,  the  life  of  half  a  day.     Let  the  person 
of  a  gentleman  of  his  parts  be  never  so  contemptible,  his 
inward  tnan  is  ten  times  more  ridiculous ;  it  being  impos- 
sible that  his  outward  form,  though  it  be  that  of  a  down- 
right monkey,  should  differ  so  much  from  human  shape,  as 
his  unthinking,  immaterial  part  does  from  human  under- 
standing."   Thus  began  the  hostility  between  Pope  and 


Dennis,  which,  tiiongh  it  waft  suspended  for  a  short  time, 
never  was  appeased.  Pope  seems,  at  first,  to  have  at- 
tacked him  wantMily ;  but,  though  he  always  professed  to 
despise  him,  he  discovers,  by  mentioning  him  very  often, 
that  he  felt  his  force  or  his  venom. 

Of  this  essay  Pope  declared,  that  he  did  not  expect 
the  sale  to  be  quick,  because  "  not  one  gentleman  in 
sixty,  even  of  liberal  education,  could  understand  it." 
The  gentlemen,  and*  the  education  of  that  time,  seem  to 
have  been  of  a  lower  character  than  they  are  of  this.  He 
mentioned  a  thousand  copies  as  a  numerous  impression. 

Dennis-  was  not  his  only  censurer :  the  eealous  papists 
thought  the  monks  treated  with  too  much  contempt,  and 
Erasmus  too  studiously  praised ;  but  to  these  objections  be 
had  not  much  regard. 

The  essay  has  been  translated  into  French  by  Hamil- 
ton, author  of  the  Comte  de  Grammont,  whose  version  was 
never  printed,  by  Robotham,  sc^retaly  to  the  king  for 
Hanover,  and  by  Resuel ;  and  commented  by  Dr.  Warbnr- 
ton,  who  has  discovered  in  it  such  order  and  connexion  as 
was  not  perceived  by  Addison,  nor,  as  is  said,  intended  by 
the  author. 

Almost  every  poem,  consisting  of  precepts,  is  so  far  ar- 
bitrary and  immethodical,  that  many  of  the  paragraphs  may 
change  places  with  no  apparent  inconvenience :  for  of  two 
or  more  positions,  depending  upon  some  remote  and  gene- 
ral principle,  there  is  seldom  any  cogent  reason  why  one 
should  precede  the  other.  But  for  the  order  in  which  they 
stand,  whatever  it  be,  a  little  ingenuity  may  easily  give  a 
reason.  '*  It  is  possible,*'  says  Hooker,  "  that,  by  long  cir- 
cumduction, from  any  one  truth  all  truth  may  be  inferred.** 
Of  all  homogeneous  truths,  at  least  of  all  truths  respecting 
the  same  general  end,  in  whatever  series  they  may  be  pro- 
duced, a  concatenation  by  intermediate  ideas  may  be 
formed,  such  as,  when  it  is  once  shown,  shall  appear  natu- 
ral ;  but  if  this  order  be  reversed,  another  mode  of  con- 
nexion equally  specious  maybe  found  or  made.  Aristotle  is 
praised  for  naming  fortitufto  first  of  the  cardinal  virtues,  as 
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that  without  which  no  other  virtue  can  steadily  be  prac- 
tised; but  he  might,  with  equal  propriety,  have  placed 
prudence  and  justice  before  it;  since  without  prudence, 
fortitude  is  mad ;  without  justice,  it  is  mischievous. 

As  the  end  of  method  is  perspicuity,  that  series  is  suffi- 
ciently reg^nlar  that  avoids  obscurity ;  and  where  there  is 
no  obscurity,  it  will  not  be  difficult  to  discover  method. 

In  the  Spectator  was  published  the  Messiah,  which  he 
first  submitted  to  the  perusal  of  Steele,  and  corrected  in 
compliance  with  hb  criticisms. 

It  is  reasonable  to  infer,  from  his  letters,  that  the  verses 
on  the  Unfortunate  Lady  were  written  about  the  time 
wlien  his  Essay  was  published.  The  lady's  name  and  ad- 
ventures I  have  sought  with  fruitless  inquiry'. 

I  can,  therefore,  tell  no  more  than  I  have  learned  from 
Mr.  Ruff  head,  who  writes  with  the  confidence  of  one  who 
could  trust  his  information.  She  was  a  woman  of  eminent 
rank  and  large  fortune,  the  ward  of  an  uncle,  who,  having 
given  her  a  proper  education,  expected,  like  other  guar- 
dians, that  she  should  make,  at  least,  an  equal  match ;  and 
such  he  proposed  to  her,  but  found  it  rejected  in  favour  of 
a  young  gentleman  of  inferiour  condition. 

Having  discovered  the  correspondence  between  the  two 
lovers,  and  finding  the  young  lady  determined  to  abide  by 
her  own  choice,  he  supposed  that  separation  might  do  what 
can  rarely  be  done  by  arguments,  and  sent  her  into  a  fo- 
reign country,  where  she  was  obliged  to  converse  only  with 
those  from  whom  her  uncle  had  nothing  to  fear. 

Her  lover  took  care  to  repeat  his  vows ;  but  his  letters 
were  intercepted  and  carried  to  her  guardian,  who  directed 
her  to  be  watched  with  still  gpreater  vigilance,  till  of  this 
restraint  she  grew  so  impatient,  that  she  bribed  a  woman 
servant  to  procure  her  a  sword,  which  she  directed  to  her 
heart. 

From  this  account,  given  with  evident  intention  to  raise 
the  lady*s  character,  it  does  not  appear  that  she  had  any 

■  See  Gent.  Mag.  vol.  li.  p.  314.    N.    See  the  nibject  very  fully  discussed 
in  BMcoe'ft  Lift  of  Pope,  i.  80,  and  following  pages. 
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claim  to  praise,  nor  mach  to  'CompasBion.  She  seems  to 
ha?e  been  impatient,  violent,  and  ungovernable.  Her 
uncle's  power  could  not  have  lasted  long;  the  .hour  of 
liberty  and  choice  would  have  come  in  time.  But  her  de- 
nres  were  too  hot  for  delay,  and  she  liked  self-murder 
better  than  suspense. 

Nor  is  it  discovered  that  the  uncle,  whoever  he  was,  is 
with  much  justice  delivered  to  posterity  as  **  a  false  guar- 
dian C  he  seems  to  have  done  only  that  for  which  a  guardian 
is  appointed :  he  endeavoured  to  direct  his  niece  till  she 
should  be  able  to  direct  herself.  Poetry  has  not  often 
been  worse  employed  than  in  dignifying  the  amorous  fury 
of  a  raving  girl. 

Not  long  after,  he  wrote  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  the  mosi 
airy,  the  most  ingenious,  and  the  most  delightful  of  all  his 
compositions,  occasioned  by  a  frolick  of  gallantry,  rather 
too  familiar,  in  which  lord  Petre  cut  off  a  lock  of  Mrs. 
Arabella  Fermor's  hair.  This,  whether  stealth  or  violence, 
wasso  much  resented,  that  the  commerce  of  the  two  fami- 
lies,  before  very  friendly,  was  intermpted.  Mr.  Caryl,  a 
gentleman  who,  being  secretary  to  king  James's  queen, 
had  followed  his  mistress  into  France,  and  who,  being  the 
author  of  Sir  Solomon  Single,  a  comedy,  and  some  transla- 
tions, was  entitled  to  the  notice  of  a  wit,  solicited  Pope  to 
endeavour  a  reconciliation  by  a  ludicsous  poem,  which 
might  bring  both  the  parties  to  a  better  temper.  In  com- 
pliance with  Caryl's  request,  though  his  name  was  for  a 
long  time  marked  only  by  the  first  and  last  letters,  C — 1,  a 
poem  of  two  cantos  was  written,  1711,  as  is  said,  in  a  fort- 
night, and  sent  to  the  offended  lady,  who  liked  it  well 
enough  to  show  it;  and,  with  the  usual  process  ol^iiterary 
transactions,  the  author,  dreading  a  surreptitious  edition, 
was  forced  to  publish  it. 

The  event  is  said  to  have  been  such  as  was  desired,  the 
pacification  and  diversion  of  all  to  whom  it  related,  except 
sir  George  Brown,  who  complained,  with  some  bitterness, 
that,  in  the  character  of  sir  Plume,  he  was  made  to  talk 
nonsense.     Whether  all  this  be  true  I  have  some  doubt ; 
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for  at  P^a^a  few  years  aga,  a  i^eee  of  Mrs*  Fermor,  who 
presided  in  an  Eoi^sk  coQveati  meatioiied  Pope's  work 
with  very  little  gratitude^  rather  as  an  inauU  than  an  ho-« 
near;  and  she  may  be  supposed  tq  have  inherited  the  opi- 
nion of  her  family. 

At  its  first  appearance  it  was  termed^  by  Addison*  **  me- 
ram  sal/'  Pope»  however,  saw  that  it  was  capable  of  im- 
provement ;  and*  having*  luekily  contrived  to  borrow  hia 
machinery  from  the  Rosicmcians,  imparted  the  scheme 
with  which  his  head  was  teeming  to  Addbon,  who  told  him 
that  his  work,  as  it  stood,  was  ''  a  delicious  little  thing/' 
and  gave  .him  no  enconragement  to  retouch  it 

ThiB  has  been  too  hastily  considered  as  an  instance  of 
Addison's  jealousy ;  for,  as  he  could  not  guess  the  con- 
duct of  the  new  design,  or  the  possibilities  of  pleasure 
comprised  in  a  fiction,  of  which  there  had  been  no  exam- 
ples, he  might  very  reasonably  aqd  kindly  persuade  the 
author  to  acquiesce  in  his  own  prosperity,  and  forbear  an 
attempt  which  he  considered  as.  an  unnecessary  haaard. 

Addison's  counsel  was  happily  rejected.  Pope  foi^saw 
the  future  efflorescence  of  imagery  then  budding  in  bis 
mind,  and  resolved  to  spare  no  art,  or  industry  of  cul- 
tivation. The  soft  luxuriance  of  his  fancy  was  already 
diooting,  and  all  the  gay  varieties  of  diction  were  ready 
at  his  hand  to  colour  and  embellish  it. 

His  attempt  was  justified  by  its  success.  The  Rape  of 
the  Lock  stands  forward,  in  the  classes  of  literature,  as 
the  most  exquisite  example  of  ludicrous  poetry.  Berkeley 
congratulated  him  upon  the  display  of  powers  more  truly 
poetical  than  he  had  shown  before ;  with  elegance  of  de-: 
scriptiorf  and  justness  of  precepts,  he  had  now  exhibited 
boundless  fertility  of  invention. 

He  always  considered  the  intermixture,  of  the  machinery 
with  the  action  aa  his  most  successful  exertion  of  poetical 
art.  He,  indeed,  could  never  itfterwards  produce  any 
thing  of  such  unexampled  excellence.  Those  perform- 
ances, which  strike  with  wonder,  are  combinations  of  skilful 
genius  with  happy  casualty ;  and  it  is  not  likely  that  any 
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fdioity,  like  the  diseovery  of  a  new  nice  of  preternatural 
agents^  slioiild  bappen  twice  to  the  same  man. 

Of  this  poem,  the  anther  was»  I  think,  allowed  to  enjoy 
the  praise  for  a  long  time  without  disturbance.  Many 
years  afterwards  Dennis  published  some  remarks  upon  it, 
with  very  little  force,  and  with  no  effect ;  for  the  opinion 
of  the  publick  was  already  settled,  and  it  was  no  longer  at 
the  mercy  of  criticism. 

About  this  time  he  published  the  Temple  of  Fame, 
which,  as  he  tells  Steele  in  their  correspondence,  he  had 
written  two  years  before;  that  is,  when  he  was  only 
twenty^two  years  old,  an  early  time  of  life  for  so  much 
learning  and  so  much  observation  as  that  work  exhibits. 

On  this  poem  Dennis  afterwards  published  some  re- 
marks, of  which  the  most  reasonable  is,  that  some  of  the 
lines  represent  motion,  as  exhibited  by  sculpture*.    . 

Of  the  epistle  from  Eloisa  to  Abelard,  I  do  not  know 
the  date.  His  first  inclination  to  attempt  a  compositioa 
of  that  tender  kind  arose,  as  Mr.  Savage  told  me,  from 
his  perusal  of  Prior's  No  thrown  Maid.  How  much  he 
has  surpassed  Prior's  work  it  is  not  necessary  to  mention, 
when,  perhaps,  it  may  be  said  with  justice,  that  he  has  ex- 
celled every  composition  of  the  saime  kind.  The  mixture 
of  religious  hope  and  resignation  gives  an  elevation  and 
dignity  to  disappointed  love,  which  images  merely  natural 
qannot  bestow.  The  gloom  of  a  convent  strikes  the  ima- 
gination with  far  greater  force  than  the  solitude  of  a  gfove. 

This  piece  was,  however,  not  much  his  favourite  in.  his 
latter  years,  though  I  never  heard  upon  what  principle  he 
slighted  it^ 

*  What  eye  of  taste  ever  beheld  the  dancing  fawn  or  the  immortal  Canova*s 
dancing  girl,  and  doubted  of  this  power  1  Pindar  long  ago  assigned  this  to 
sculpture,  and  was  never  censured  for  his  poetic  boldness : 

Ttatri  9  6fulia  iclXcvOot 

^kpov.  Olym.  vii.  95.    £o. 

^  Pope  never  felt  with  Eloisa,  and,  therefore,  slighted  his  own  affected  ef- 
fusions. He  had  little  intense  feeling  himself,  and  all  the  passionate  parts  of 
the  epistle  "arc  manifestly,  borrowed  fram  Eloisa's  own  Latin  letten.    En. 
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In  the  next  year,  1718,  lie  published  Windsor  Forest ; 
of  which,  part  was,  as  he  relates,  written  at  sixteen,  about 
the  -same  time  as  his  pastorals ;  and  the  latter  part  was 
ad^ed  afterwards :  where  the  addition  begins,  we  are  not 
%oHd»  The  lines  relating  to  the  peace  confess  their  own 
date.  It  is  dedicated  to  lord  Lansdowne,  who  was  then 
high  in  reputation  and  influence  among  the  tones ;  and  it 
is  said,  that  the  conclusion  of  the  poem  gave  great  pain  to 
Addison,  both  as  a  poet  and  a  politician.  Reports  like 
this  are  often  spread  with  boldneds  very  disproportionate 
to  their  evidence.  Why  should  Addison  receive  any  par- 
ticular disturbance  from  the  last  lines  of  Windsor  Forest  ? 
If  contrariety  of  opinion  could  poison  a  politician,  he  would 
not  live  a  day :  and,  as  a  poet,  he  must  have  felt  Pope's 
force  of  genius  much  more  from  many  other  parts  of  his 
works.   . 

The  pain  that  Addison  might  feel  it  is  not  likely  that  ho 
would  confess ;  and  it  is  certain  that  he  so  well  suppressed 
his  discontent,  that  Pope  now  thought  himself  his  fa- 
vourite ;  for  having  been  consulted  in  the  revisal  of  Cato, 
)ie  introduced  it  by  a  prologue ;  and  when  Dennis  pub- 
lished his  remarks,  undertook,  not  indeed  to  vindicate,  but 
to  revenge  his  friend,  by  a  Narrative  of  the  Frensy  of 
John  Dennis. 

There  is  reason  to  believe  that  Addison  gave  no  en- 
couragement to  this  disingenuous  hostility ;  for,  says  Pope, 
in  a  letter  to  him,  *' indeed  your  opinion,  that  'tis  entirely  to 
be  neglected,  would  be  my  own  in  my  own  case ;  but  I 
felt  more  warmth  here  than  I  did  when  I  first  saw  his 
book  against  myself,  (though  indeed  in  two  minutes  it  made 
me  heartily  merry.")  Addison  was  not  a  man  on  whom 
such  cant  of  sensibility  could  make  much  impression.  He 
left  the  pamphlet  to  itself,  having  disowned  it  to  Dennis, 
and,  perhaps,  did  not  think  Pope  to  haye  deserved  much 
by  his  ofiiciousness. 

This  year  was  printed  in  the  Guardian  the  ironical  com- 
parison between  the  Pastorals  of  Philips  and  Pope ;  a 
compoution  of  artifice,  criticism,  and  literature,  to  which 
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notluDg  equal  will  easily  be  found.  The  superiority  of 
Pope  is  so  ingeniously  dissembled,  and  the  feeble  lines  of 
Philips  so  skilfully  preferred,  that  Steele,  being  deceived, 
was  unwilling  to  print  the  paper,' lest  Pope  should  be  of- 
fended. Addison  immediately  saw  the  writer^s  design ; 
and,  as  it  seems,  had  malice  enough  to  conceal  his  dis- 
covery, and  to  permit  a  publication  which,  by  making  his 
friend  Philips  ridiculous,  made  him  for  ever  an  enemy  to 
Pope. 

It  appears  that  about  this  time  Pope  had  a  strong  in- 
clination to  unite  the  art  of  painting  with  that  of  poetry, 
and  put  himself  under  the  tuition  of  Jervas.  He  was 
near-sighted,  and,  therefore,  not  formed  by  nature  for  a. 
painter:  he  tried,  however,  how  far  he  could  advance, 
and  sometimes  persuaded  his  friends  to  sit.  A  picture  of 
Betterton,  supposed  to  be  drawn  by  him,  was  in  the  pos- 
session of  lord  Mansfield  ° :  if  this  was  taken  from  the  life, 
he  must  have  begun  to  paint  earlier ;  for  Betterton  was 
now  dead.  Pope's  ambition  of  this  new  art  produced  some 
encomiastick  verses  to  Jervas,  which  certainly  show  his 
power  as  a  poet;  but  I  have  been  told  that  they  betray 
his  ignorance  of  painting. 

He  appears  to  have  regarded  Betterton  with  kindness 
and  esteem ;  and  after  his  death  published,  under  his  name, 
a  version  into  modem  English  of  Chaucer's  prologues,  and 
one  of  his  tales,  which,  as  was  related  by  Mr.  Harte,  were 
believed  to  have  been  the  performance  of  Pope  himself  by 
Fenton,  who  made  him  a  gay  offer  of  five  pounds,  if  he 
would  show  them  in  the  hand  of  Betterton. 

The  next  year,  1713,  produced  a  bolder  attempt,  by 
which  profit  was  sought  as  well  as  praise.  The  poems 
which  he  had  hitherto  written,  however  they  might  have 
diffused  his  name,  had  made  very  little  addition  to  his  for- 
tune. The  allowance  which,  his  father  made  him,  though, 
proportioned  to  what  he  had,  it  might  be  liberal,  could  not 
be  large ;  his  religion  hindered  him  from  the  occupation  of 

c  It  is  still  at  Caen  Wood.    N. 
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any  cml  employment;  and  he  comfMned  that  he  wanted 
even  money  to  bny  books  *^. 

He,  therefore,  resolved  to  try  how  far  the  favour  of  the 
publick  extended,  by  soliciting  a  subscription  to  a  version 
of  the  Iliad,  with  large  notes. 

To  print  by  subscription  was,  for  some  time,  a  practice 
peculiar  to  the  English.  The  first  considerable  work,  for 
which  this  expedient  was  employed,  is  said  to  have  been 
Dryden's  Virgil*;  and  it  had  been  tried  again  with  great 
success  when  the  Tatlers  were  collected  into  volumes. 

There  was  reason  to  believe  that  Pope's  attempt  would 
be  successful.  He  was.  in  the  full  bloom  of  reputation^ 
and  was  personally  known  to  idmost  all  wbom  dignity  of 
employment  or  splendour  of  reputation  had  made  eminent; 
he  conversed  indifferently  with  both  parties,  and  never 
disturbed  the  publick  with  his  political  opinions;  and  it 
might  be  naturally  expected,  as  each  faction  then  boasted 
its  literary  zeal,  that  the  great  men,  who  on  other  occasious 
practised  all  the  violence  of  opposition,  would  emulate  each 
other  in  their  encouragement  of  a  poet  who  had  delighted 
all,  and  by  whom  none  had  been  offended. 

With  those  hopes,  he  offered  an  English  Iliad  to  sub- 
scribers, in  six  volumes  in  quarto,  for  six  guineas;  a  sum, 
according  to  the  value  of  money  at  that  time,  by  no  means 
inconsiderable,  and  greater  than  X  believe  to  have  been 
ever  asked  before.  His  proposal,  however,  was  very, 
favourably  received ;  and  the  patrons  of  literature  were 
busy  to  recommend  his  undertaking,  and  promote  1ms  in- 
terest. Lord  Oxford,  indeed,  lamented  that  such  a  genius 
should  be  wasted  upon  a  work  not  original;  but  proposed  no 
means  by  which  he  might  live  without  it.  Addison  recom- 
mended caution  and  moderation,  and  advised  him  not  t» 
be  content  with  the  praise  of  half  the  nation,  when  be 
might  be  universally  favoured. 

*  Spence. 

^  Earlier  than  thisi  viz.  in  1688,  Milton's  Paradise  Lost  had  been  published 
with  great  success  by  subscription,  in  folio,  under  the  patronage  of  Mr.  (after- 
wards lord)  Somers.     R. 
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The  greatness  of  the  iesigo,  the  popularity  of  the  an- 
tbor»  and  the  attention  of  the  Kterary  vorM,  naturally 
raiaed  4uch  expectationa  of  the  fatnre  rale,  that  the  book- 
sellers made  their  offers  with  gpreat  eagerness;  but  the 
highest  bidder  was  Bernard  lintot,  who  became  proprie* 
tor  on  condition  of  supplying,  at  his  own  expense,  all  the 
copies  which  were  to  be  delivered  to  subscribers,  or  pre* 
smted  to  friends,  and  paying  two  hundred  ponndi  for 
every  volume. 

Of  the  quartos  it  was,  I  believe,  stipulated  that  none 
should  be  printed  bnt  for  ihe  author,  thai  the  subscription 
mighl  not  be  depreciated ;  but  lintot  impressed  the  same 
pages  upon  a  small  foUo,  and  paper,  perhaps,  a  little  thin- 
ner ;  and  sold  exactly  at  half  the  price,  for  half-a-guinea 
each  volume,  books  so  little  inferiour  to  the  quartos,  that 
by  a  fraud  of  trade,  those  folios,  being  afterwards  shortened 
by  cutting  away  the  top  and  bottom,  were  sold  a»  copies 
printed  fcNr  the  subscribers. 

lintot  printed  two  hundred  and  fifty  on  royal  paper  in 
folio,  for  two  guineas  a  volume ;  of  the  small  foGo,  having 
printed  seventeen  hundred  and  fifty  copies  of  the  first 
volume,  he  reduced  the  number  in  the  other  volumes  to  a 
thousand. 

It  is  unpleasant  to  relate  that  the  bookseller,  after  all 
his  hopes  and  all  his  liberality,  was,  by  a  v^  unjust  and 
iliegal  action,  defrauded  of  his  profit  ^  An  edition  of  the 
English  Iliad  was  printed  in  Holland  in  duodecimo,  and 
iflq>orled  clandestinely  for  the  gratification  of  those  who 
were  impatient  to  read  what  they  could  not  yet  afford  to 
buy.  Tins  fraud  could  only  be  counteracted  by  an  edition 
equally  cheap  and  more  commodious;  and  Lintot  was 
compelled  to  contract  his  folio  at  once  into  a  duodecimo, 
and  lose  the  advantage  of  an  intermediate  gradation.  The 
notes,  which  in  the  Dutch  copies  were  placed  at  the  end 
of  each  book,  as  they  bad  been  in  the  large  volumes,  were 

'  This  may  very  well  be  doubted.  The  ioterference  of  the  Dutch  bookseilen 
slimulated  lintot  to  publish  cheap  editions,  the  greater  sale  of  which  among  the 
people  probably  produced  his  large  profits.    £o. 


^e  popB. 

now  subjoined  to  the  text  in  the  same  page,  and  are,  there- 
fore, more  easily  consalted.  Of  this  edition  two  thousand 
five  hundred  were  first  printed,  and  five  thousand  a  few 
weeks  afterwards;  but,  indeed,  great  numbers  were  ne- 
cessary to  produce  considerable  profit. 

Pope,  having  now  emitted  his  proposals,  and  engaged 
not  only  his  own  reputation,  but,  in  some  degree,  that  of 
his  friends  who  patronised  his  subscription,  began  to  be 
frighted  at  his  own  undertaking ;  and  finding  himself  at 
first  embarrassed  with  difficulties,  which  retarded  and  op- 
pressed him,  he  was  for  a  time  timorous  and  uneasy,  had 
his  nights'  disturbed  by  dreams  of  long  journeys  through 
unknown  ways,  and  wished,  as  he  said,  ''that  somebody 
would  hang  him  <." 

This  misery,  however,  was  not  of  long  continuance ;  he 
grew,  by  degrees,  more  acquainted  with  Homer  s  images 
and  expressions,  and  practice  increased  his  facility  of  ver- 
sification. In  a  short  time  he  represents  himself  as  des- 
patching regularly  fifty  verses  a  day,  which  would  show 
him,  by  an  easy  computation,  the  termination  of  his  labour. 

His  own  diffidence  was  not  his  only  vexation.  He  that 
asks  a  subscription  soon  finds  that  he  has  enemies.  All 
who  do  not  encourage  him,  defame  him.  He  that  wants 
money  will  rather  be  thought  angry  than  poor;  and  he 
that  wishes  to  save  his  money  conceals  his  avarice  by  his 
malice.  Addison  had  hinted  his  suspicion  that  Pope  was 
too  much  a  tory;  and  some  of  the  tories  suspected  his 
principles,  because  he  had  contributed  to  the  Guardian, 
which  was  carried  on  by  Steele. 

To  those  who  censured  his  politicks  were  added  enemies 
yet  more  dangerous,  who  called  in  question  his  knowledge 
of  Greek,  and  his  qualifications  for  a  translator  of  Homer. 
To  these  he  made  no  publick  opposition ;  but  in  one  of  his 
letters  escapes  from  them  as  well  as  he  can.  At  an  age 
like  his,  for  he  was  not  more  than  twenty^five,  with  an  ir- 
regular education,  and  a  course  of  life  of  which  much  seems 
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to  have  passed  in  conversatioD,  it  is  not  very  likely  that  he 
overflowed  with  Greek.  But  when  he  felt  himself  deficient 
be  sought  assistance ;  and  what  man  of  learning  would  re- 
fuse to  help  him  ?  Minute  inquiries  into  the  force  of  words 
are  less  necessary  in  translating  Homer  than  other  poets, 
because  his  positions  are  general,  and  his  representations 
natural,  with  very  little  dependence  on  local  or  temporary 
customs,  or  those  changeable  scenes  of  artificial  life,  which, 
by  mingling  original  with  accidental  notions,  and  crowding 
the  mind  with  images  which  time  effaees,  produce  ambi- 
guity in  diction,  and  obscurity  in  books.  To  this  open  dis^ 
play  of  unadulterated  nature  it  must  be  ascribed,  that 
Homer  has  fewer  passages  of  doubtful  meaning  than  any 
other  poet  either  in  the  learned  or  in  modern  languages. 
I  have  read  of  a  man,  who  being,  by  his  ignorance  of 
Greeks  compelled  to  gratify  his  curiosity  with  the  Latin 
printed  on  the  opposite  page,  declared  that  from  the  rude 
simplicity  of  the  lines  literally  rendered,  he  formed  nobler 
ideas  of  the  Homeric  majesty,  than  from  the  laboured  ele- 
gance of  polished  versions. 

Those  literal  translations  were  always  at  hand,  and  from 
them  he  could  easily  obtain  his  author's  sense  with  suflScient 
certainty ;  and  among  the  readers  of  Homer  the  number 
is  very  small  of  those  who  find  much  in  the  Greek  more 
than  in  the  Latin,  except  the  musick  of  the  numbers* 

If  more  help  was  wanting,  he  had  the  poetical  transla- 
tion of  Eobanus  Hessus,  an  unwearied  writer  of  Latin 
verses;  he  had  the  French  Homers  of  la  Valterie  and 
Dacier,  and  the  English  of  Chapman,  Hobbes,  and  Og^lby. 
With  Chapman,  whose  work,  though  now  totally  neglected, 
seems  to  have  been  popular  almost  to  the  end  of  the  last 
century,  he  had  veiry  frequent  consultations,  and,  perhaps, 
never  translated  any  passage  till  he  had  read  his  version, 
which,  indeed,  he  has  been  sometimes  suspected  of  using 
instead  of  the  original. 

Notes  were  likewise  to  be  provided ;  for  the  six  volumes 
would  have  been  very  little  more  than  six  pamphlets  with- 
out them.  What  the  mere  perusal  of  the  text  could  sug- 
gest. Pope  wanted  no  assistance  to  collect  or  methodise  r 
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but  more  was  necessary ;  many  pages  were  to  be  filled, 
and  learning  must  supply  materials,  to  wit  and  judgment 
Something  might  be  gathered  from  Dacier;  but  no  man 
loTOs  to  be  indebted  to  his  contemporaries,  and  Dacier 
was  accessible  to  common  readers.  Eustathius,  was,  there- 
fore, necessarily  consulted.  To  read  Enstathius,  of  whose 
work  there  was  then  no  Latin  version,  I  snspeet  Pope,  if 
he  had  been  willing,  not  to  have  been  able ;  some  other 
was,  therefore,  to  be  found,  who  had  leisure  as  well  as  abi- 
lities; and  he  was  doubtless  most  readily  employed  who 
would  do  much  work  for  little  money. 

The  history  of  the  notes  has  never  been  traced.  Broome, 
in  his  preface  to  his  poems,  declares  himself  the  commen- 
tator **  in  part  upon  the  Iliad ;"  and  it  appears  from  Fen- 
ton's  letter,  preserved  in  the  Museum,  that  Broome  was  at 
first  engaged  in  consulting  Eustathius ;  but  that  after  a 
time,  whatever  was  the  reason,  he  desisted :  another  man, 
of  Cambridge,  was  then  employed,  who  so<m  grew  weary 
of  the  work;  and  a  third,  that  was  recommended  by 
Thirlby,  is  now  discovered  to  have  been  Jortin,  a  man 
since  well  known  to  the  learned  world,  who  complained  that 
Pope,  having  accepted  and  approved  his  performance, 
never  testified  any  curiosity  to  see  him,  and  who  professed 
to  have  forgotten  the  terms  on  which  he  worked.  The 
terms  which  Fenton  uses  are  very  mercantile :  **  I  think, 
at  first  sight,  that  his  performance  is  very  commendable, 
and  have  sent  word  for  him  to  finish  the  seventeenth  book, 
and  to  send  it  with  his  demands  for  his  trouble.  I  have 
here  enclosed  the  specimen ;  if  the  rest  come  before  the 
return,  I  will  keep  them  till  I  receive  your  order." 

Broome  then  ofiered  his  service  a  second  time,  which 
was,  probably,  accepted,  as  they  had  afterwards  a  closer 
correspondence.  Parnell  contributed  the  life  of  Homer, 
which  Pope  found  so  harsh,  that  he  took  g^eat  pains  in  cor- 
recting it;  and  by  his  own  diligence,  with  such  help  as 
kindness  or  money  could  procure  him,  in  somewhat  more 
than  five  years  he  completed  his  version  of  the  Iliad,  with 
the  notes.  He  began  it  in  1712,  his  twenty-fifth  year;  and 
concluded  it  in  1718,  his  thirtieth  year. 
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When  we  find  him  translatiog  fifty  lines  a  day»  it  is  na- 
tural to  suppose  that  he  would  have  brought  his  work  to  a 
more  speedy  conclusion.  The  Iliad,  containing  less  than 
sixteen  thousand  verses,  might  have  been  despatched  in 
less  than  three  hundred  and  twenty  days  by  fifty  verses  in 
a  day.  The  notes,  compiled  with  the  assistance  of  his 
mercenaries,  could  not  be  supposed  to  require  more  time 
than  the  text. 

According  to  this  calculation,  the  progress  of  Pope  may 
seem  to  have  been  slow;  but  the  distance  is  commonly 
very  great  between  actual  performances  and  speculative 
possibility.  It  is  natural  to  suppose,  that  as  much  as  has 
been  done  to-day,  may  be  done  to-morrow ;  but  on  the 
morrow  some  difficulty  emerges,  or  some  external  impedi- 
ment obstructs.  Indolence,  interruption,  business,  and 
pleasure,  all  take  their  turns  of  retardation ;  and  every 
long  work  is  lengthened  by  a  thousand,  causes  that  can, 
and  ten  thousand  that  cannot  be  recounted.  Perhaps  no 
extensive  and  multifarious  performance  was  ever.efiected 
within  the  term  originally  fixed  in  the  undertaker's  mind. 
He  that  runs  against  time  has  an  antagonist  not  subject  to 
casualties. 

The  encouragement  given  to  this  translation,  though 
report  seems  to  have  overrated  it,  was  such  as  the  world 
has  not  often  seen.  The  subscribers  were  five  hundred 
and  seventy-five.  The  copies,  for  which  subscriptions 
were  given,  were  six  hundred  and  fifty-four ;  and  only  six 
hundred  and  sixty  were  printed.  For  these  copies  Pope 
had  nothing  to  pay ;  he,  therefore,  received,  including  the 
two  hundred  pounds  a  volume,  five  thousai^d  three  hun- 
dred and  twenty  pounds  four  shillings  without  deduction, 
as  the  books  were  supplied  by  lintot. 

By  the  success  of  his  subscription  Pope  was  relieved 
from  those  pecuniary  distresses  with  which,  notwithstand- 
ing his  popularity,  he  had  hitherto  struggled.  Lord  Ox- 
ford had  often  lamented  his  disqualification  for  publick 
employment,  but  never  proposed  a  pension.  While  the 
translation  of  Homer  was  in  its  progress,  Mr.  Craggs,  then 
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secretary  of  state,  offered  to  procure  him  a  pension,  which, 
at  least  during  his  ministry,  might  be  enjoyed  with  se- 
crecy. This  was  not  accepted  by  Pope,  who  told  him, 
however,  that,  if  he  should  be  pressed  with  want  of  mo- 
ney, he  would  send  to  him  for  occasional  supplies.  Craggs 
was  not  long  in  power,  and  was  never  solicited  for  money 
by  Pope,  who  disdained  to  beg  what  he  did  not  want. 

With  the  product  of  this  subscription,  which  he  had  too 
much  discretion  to  squander,  he  secured  his  future  life 
from  want,  by  considerable  annuities.  The  estate  of  the 
duke  of  Buckingham  was  found  to  have  been  charged 
with  five  hundred  pounds  a  year,  payable  to  Pope,  which, 
doubtless,  his  translation  enabled  him  to  purchase. 

It  cannot  be  unwelcome  to  literary  curiosity,  that  I  de- 
duce thus  minutely  the  history  of  the  English  Iliad.  It  is, 
certainly,  the  noblest  version  of  poetry  which  the  world 
has  ever  seen;  and  its  publication  must,  therefore,  be 
considered  aa  one  of  the  great  events  in  the  annals  of 
learning. 

To  those  who  have  skill  to  estimate  the  excellence  and 
difficulty  of  this  great  work,  it  must  be  very  desirable  to 
know  how  it  was  performed,  and  by  what  gradations  it 
advanced  to  correctness.  Of  such  an  intellectual  process 
the  knowledge  has  very  rarely  been  attainable ;  but,  hap« 
pily,  there  remains  the  original  copy  of  the  Iliad,  which, 
being  obtained  by  Bolingbroke,  as  a  curiosity,  descended, 
from  him,  to  Mallet,  and  is  now,  by  the  solicitation  of  the 
late  Dr.  Maty,  reposited  in  the  Museum. 

Between  this  manuscript,  which  is  written  upon  acci- 
dental fragments  of  paper,  and  the  printed  edition,  there 
must  have  been  an  intermediate  copy,  that  was,  perhaps, 
destroyed  as  it  returned  from  the  press. 

From  the  first  copy  J  have  procured  a  few  transcripts, 
and  shall  exhibit,  first,  the  printed  lines :  then,  in  a  smaller 
print,  those  of  the  manuscripts,  with  all  their  variations. 
Those  words  in  the  small  print,  which  are  given  in  italicks, 
are  cancelled  in  the  copy,  and  the  words  placed  under 
them  adopted  in  their  stead. 
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The  begiuaing  of  the  first  book  stands  thus : 

The  wrath  of  Peleus'  son^  the  direfiil  spring 
Of  all  the  Grecian  woes,  O  goddess,  sing; 
That  wrath  which  hurl'd  to  Pluto's  gloomy  reign 
The  souls  of  mi^ty  chiefs  untimely  slain. 

The  ttera  Pelides'  ruge,  O  goddess,  sing, 

wrath 
Of  all  the  woes  of  Greece  the  iatal  spring, 

Grecian 

That  strew 'd  with  w^rrian  d«ad  the  Phrygian  pldin, 

heroes 

And  peopled  the  dark  kell  with  herott  slain ; 

fiU'd  the  shady  hell  with  chiefs  untimely 

Whose  limbs,  unburied  on  the  naked  shore. 

Devouring  dogs  and  hungry  vultures  tore, 

j^nce  great  Achilles  and  Atrides  strove ; 

Such  was  the  sovereign  doom,  and  such  the  will  of  Jove. 

Whoie  timbs,  anburied  on  ihe  boatile  chore. 

Devovrixig  dogs  and  greedy  vnltures  tore. 

Since  first  Atride*  and  Aehillet  strove ; 

Such  was  the  sovereign  doom,  and  tnch  the  will  of  Jove. 

Declare,  O  muse,  in  what  ill-£ited  hour 

Sprung  the  fierce  strife,  from  what  offended  power  ? 

Latona's  aon  a  dire  contagion  spread. 

And  heap'd  the  camp  with  mountains  of  the  dead ; 

The  king  of  men  his  reverend  priest  defy'd. 

And  for  thekin^s  offence  the  people  dy'd. 


Declare,  O'goddeM,  what  offended  power 
Enflam'd  their  rage,  in  that  iU-omen'd  hour ; 

anger,       fatal,  hapless 
Phoebus  himself  the  dire  debate  proc«r*d, 

fierce 
T*  avenge  the  wrongs  his  injur*d  priest  endur*d  ; 
For  this  the  god  a  dire  infection  spread. 
And  heap'd  the  camp  with  millions  of  the  dead : 
The  king  of  men  the  sacred  sire  defy'd. 
And  for  the  king^  oAenee  the  people  d/d. 

For  Chryses  sought  with  costly  gifts  to  gain 
His  captive  daughter  from  the  victor's  chain ; 
Stlppliant  the  venerable  father  stands, 
Apollo's  awful  ensigns  grace  his  hands, 

▼OU  Tin.  8 
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He  sued  to  all,  but  ddef  impki^d  lor  gnoe 
The  Ivother  kbigi  of  AtiCDs'  npl  nee  ; 
Ye  ^iwgp  ami  wiiTion>  my  joor  vows  be  crown  d. 
And  Troy's  proud  wilb  lie  kvd  wiUi  tke  gronnd; 
May  Jove  leBbane  yoo,  iHien  ymr  tails  are  o'ct^^ 
Safe  to  the  pleasures  of  your  natire  diote. 

To  tH  he  medylrat  c^ief  nyloT'd  far  grace 
The  brother  kings  of  Atreu'  royil  nee. 
Ye  «M  wfAtrmaSt  b^  JW  vows  be  ooini'd, 
JTiwo^  and  wanion 

Ymw  Uhamn,  hgA^gtiMht mil ymr  ieiteri cmmV; 
&  a^  tJW  gmlf  9Mn^  en«  wU  MHfiMt  Mm, 
JmI  Tnfn  proud  walls  Ik  level  with  the  gnmnd: 
TiU  laid 

jfad  cfiDwii  yoifr  ioftpHn  with  dtmn*d  mteeea  ; 
Mfty  Jove  resUae  yos,  when  joor  toils  tie  o'er. 
Sole  to  the  pleasoics  of  yow  native  shore. 

Bat,  oh !  reliere  a  wretched  parent's  pain. 
And  gtve  Chiyaeis  to  these  arms  again  ; 
If  mercy  fiiil,  yet  let  my  present  move. 
And  dread  ayeoging  Phoebus,  son  of  Jove. 

Bat,  ok !  leiicvc  a  hapless  parent's  pain. 

And  give  my  daughter  to  these  arms  again; 

lUceive  my  g^ ;  if  mercy  fails,  yat  let  my  present  move. 

And  fear  the  god  that  dealt  hit  dartt  artmnd, 

avenging  Phoebus,  son  of  Jove. 

The  Greeks,  in  shouts,  thdr  joint  assent  declare 
The  priest  to  reverence,  and  release  the  fiur. 
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Not  80  Atrides;  he,  With  Ungly  pridd^ 
Repnls'd  the  sacrod  siiejt  and  thus  leply^d. 

He  nid,  the  Greeks  their  joint  iMeiit  declare» 

Tkt father  itad,  ike  gen*rcus  GfMfcs  reUitt, 

V  tooept  the  rtnaom,  end  releeie  the  fair : 

Revert  the  jtriea,  end  epeak  ^eir  Joint  atteni : 

Not  so  the  iifrwKt,  he,  with  kin^y  pride,  _ 

AtrideB» 

Repnls'd  the  secnd  sire,  end  thus  replied. 
[Not  so  the  iynnU    Drtdin.] 

Of  these  Hnes^  and  of  the  whole  first  book,  I  am  told 
that  there  was  yet  a  former  copy,  more  ▼aried,  and  more* 
deformed  with  interlineations. 

The  beginning  of  the  second  book  varies  very  little  from 
the  printed  page,  and  is,  therefore,  set  down  without  a 
parallel ;  the  few  differences  do  not  require  to  be  elabo- 
rately displayed. 

Now  pleasing  sleep  had  seal'd  each  mortal  eye; 
Stretch'd  in  their  tmits  the  Grecian  leaders  lie ; 
Th'  immortals  slomber'd  on  their  thrones  abovej 
All  but  the  ever-watchfiil  eye  of  Jove. 
To  honour  Thetis'  son  he  bends  his  care. 
And  plunge  the  Greeks  in  all  the  woes'of  war. 
Hen  bids  an  empty  phantom  rise  to  sight> 
And  thus  commands  the  vision  of  the  night: 

directs 
Fly  hencCj  delusive  dream,  and,  light  as  air. 
To  Agamemnon's  royal  tent  repair ; 
Bid  him  in  arms  draw  forth  th'  embattled  train, 
March  all  his  l^ons  to  the  dusty  plain. 
Now  ieU  the  king  'tis  given  him  to  destroy 
Dedare  ev'n  now 
The  lofty  walU  of  wide-extended  Troy ; 

tow'rs 
For  now  no  more  the  gods  with  fate  contend. 
At  Juno's  suit  the  heavenly  finctions  end. 
Destruction  kotfers  o'er  yon  devoted  wall, 

hangs 
And  nodding  Ilium  waits  th'  impending  (all. 

s2 
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Invocation  to  the  catalogrue  of  ships : 

Say,  virginB,  seated  round  the  throne  divine. 

All-knowing  goddesses !  immortal  nine ! 

Since  earth's  wide  r^ons,  heaven's  unmeasur'd  height. 

And  hell's  ahyss,  hide  nothing  from  your  sight, 

(We,  wretched  mortals !  lost  in  doubts  below. 

But  guess  by  rumour,  and  but  boast  we  know,) 

Oh !  say  what  heroes,  fir'd  by  thirst  of  fame. 

Or  uig'd  by  wrongs,  to  Troy's  destruction  came ! 

To  count  them  all  demands  a  thousand  tongues, 

A  throat  of  brass  and  adamantine  lungs. 

Now,  virgin  goddesses,  immortal  nine ! 
That  round  Olympus'  heavenly  summit  shine, 
Who  see  through  heaven  and  earth,  and  hell  profound. 
And  all  things  know,  and  all  things  can  resound  ! 
Relate  what  armies  sought  the  Trojan  land. 
What  nations  follow 'd,  and  what  chiefs  command ; 
(For  doubtful  fame  distracts  mankind  below. 
And  nothing  can  we  tell,  and  nothing  know,) 
Without  your  aid,  to  count  th'  unnnmber'd  train, 
A  thousand  mouths,  a  thousand  tongues,  were  vain. 

Boot  v.  V,  1. 

But  Pallas  now  Tydides'  soul  inspires. 
Fills  with  her  force,  and  warms  with  all  her  fires ; 
Above  the  Gh-eeks  his  deathless  fiune  to  raise. 
And  crown  her  hero  with  distinguish'd  praise. 
High  on  his  helm  celestial  lightnings  play. 
His  beamy  shield  emits  a  living  ray ; 
Th'  unwearied  blaze  incessant  streams  supplies. 
Like  the  red  star  that  fires  th'  autumnal  skies. 

But  Pallas  now  Tydides'  soul  inspires. 
Fills  with  her  rage,  and  warms  with  all  her  fires; 

force. 
O'er  all  the  Greeks  decrees  his  fame  to  raise. 
Above  the  Greeks  her  wnrior'i  £une  to  raise, 

his  deathless 

And  crown  her  hero  with  immortal  praise : 

distinguish'd 
Bright  frtm  his  beamy  erttt  the  lightnings  pUy, 
High  on  helm 

From  his  broad  buckler  flash'd  the  living  ray ; 
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High  on  hit  lieka  celestial  lightnings  play, 
His  beamy  shield  emits  a  living  ray. 
The  goddess  with  her  breath  the  flame  supplies, 
Bright  as  the  star  whose  fires  in  autumn  rise ; 
Her  breath  divine  thick  streaming  flames  supplies. 
Bright  as  the  star  that  fires  th*  autumnal  skies : 
Th'  unwearied  blaze  incessant  streanis  supplies. 
Like  the  red  star  that  fires  th'  autumiial  skies. 

When  first  he  rears  his  radiant  orb  to  sight, 
And^  bath'd  in  ocean,  shoots  a  keener  light. 
Such  glories  Pallas  on  the  chief  bestow'd. 
Such  from  his  arms  the  fierce  effulgence  flow'd ; 
Onward  she  drives  him,  furious  to  engage. 
Where  the  fight  bums,  and  where  the  thickest  rage. 

When  fresh  he  rears  his  radiant  orb  to  sight. 
And  gilds  old  ocean  with-  a  blaze  of  light. 
Bright  as  the  star  that  fires  th'  autumnal  skies ; 
Fresh  from  the  deep,  and  gilds  the  seas  and  skies ; 
Such  glories  Pallas  on  her  chief  bestow *d, 
Such  sparkling  rays  from  his  bright  armour  flow'd  ; 
Stoch  from  his  arms  the  fierce  effulgence  flow*d ; 
Onward  she  drives  him  headlong  to  engage, 

furious 
Where  the  war  bleeds,  and  where  ihejiercest  rage, 
fight  bums,  thickest 

The  sons  of  Dares  first  the  combat  sought, 
A  wealthy  priest,  but  rich  without  a  fauh ; 
In  Vulcan's  fane  the  father's  days  were  led. 
The  sons  to  toils  of  glorious  battle  bred. 

There  ]iv*d  a  Trojan — Dares  was  his  name. 
The  priest  of  Vulcan,  rich,  yet  void  of  blame ; 
The  sons  of  Dares  first  the  combat  sought, 
A  wealthy  priest,  but  rich  without  a  fault. 

Concbuion  of  Book  viii.  v.  687. 

As  when  the  moon,  refulgent  lamp  of  night. 
O'er  heaven's  clear  azure  spreads  her  sacred  light. 
When  not  a  breath  disturbs  the  deep  serene. 
And  not  a  doud  o'ercasts  the  solemn  scene. 
Around  her  throne  the  vivid  planets  roll. 
And  stars  unnumber'd  gild  the  glowing  pole ; 
O'er  the  dark  trees  a  yellower  verdure  shed. 
And  tip  with  silver  every  mountain's  head ; 
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Then  shine  the  vales^  the  rocks  in. prospect  rise, 
A  flood  of  glory  bnrsts  from  all  the  skies ; 
The  conscious  swains,  rejoicing  in  the  sight. 
Eye  the  Uue  vault,  and  bless  the  useful  light. 
So  many  flames  before  proud  Ilion  Uase, 
And  lighten  glimmering  Xanthus  with  their  rays ; 
The  long  reflections  of  the  distant  fires 
Oleam  on  the  walls,  and  tremble  on  the  spires. 
A  thousand  piles  the  dusky  horrors  gild. 
And  shoot  a  shady  lustre  o'er  the  field. 
Full  fifty  guards  each  flaming  pile  attend. 
Whose  umber'd  arms  by  fits  thick  flashes  send; 
Loud  ne^h  the  coursers  o'er  their  heaps  of  com. 
And  ardent  warriors  wait  the  rising  mom. 

As  when  in  itilloest  of  Ihe  silent  mghU 
As  when  the  moon»  in  sdl  her  la>tre  bnght ; 
As  when  the  moon,  refulgent  lamp  of  night. 
O'er  heav'n's  c^esr  aanire-slerfs  her  tUvtr  light ; 

pure       spreads  sacred 
As  still  in  air  the  trembling  Instre  stood. 
And  o'er  its  gcrfden  border  shoots  a  flood  ; 
When  no  Iooh  gale  disturbs  the  deep  serene, 

not  a  In^ath 
And  no  dm  cloud  o'ercasts  the  solemn  scene ; 

not  a 

Around  her  silver  throne  the  planets  glow. 
And  stars  unnumbered  trembling  beams  bestow : 
Around  her  throne  the  Tiyid  planets  roll, 
And  stars  unnumber'd  gild  the  glowing  pole ; 
Clear  gleams  of  light  o'er  the  dark  trees  are  seen, 

o'er  the  dark  trees  a  yellow  shedsy 
0*er  the  dark  trees  a  yellower  grwn  they  shed, 

gleam 
▼erdure 

And  tip  with  silver  all  the  mountain  heads  * 

xoresc 

And  tip  with  silver  every  moimUin's  head. 
The  valleys  open,  and  Ihe  iarests  rise. 
The  vales  appear,  the  rocks  in  prospect  rise. 
Then  shine  the  vales,  the  rocks  in  prospect  rise. 
Mi  nature  stands  reveal 'd  before  our  eyes ; 
A  flood  of  glory  bursti  from  all  the  skies. 
The  oonsdoQs  shefAerd,  joyftl  at  the  ai| 
Eyes  the  bine  Tault,  and  mnalNB  every 
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Th«  comckras  mmum  r^mcing  at  lk€  sight, 

shepherds  gasing  with  delight. 
Eye  the  bln^  fault,  and  bleu  the  vivid  light, 

glorious 

useful 
So  many  flames  before  the  navy  blaze, 

proud  nion 
And  lighten  glimmering  Xanthua  with  their  rays ; 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  to  Troy  extend  the  gleams. 
And  tip  the  distant  spirte  with  fainter  beams ; 
The  long  reflectioDS  of  the  distant  fires 
Oild  the  high  walls,  and  tremble  on  the  s|iires; 
Oleam  on  the  walls,  and  tremble  on  the  spires ; 
A  thousand  fires  at  distant  stations  bright. 
Gild  the  dark  prospect,  and  dispel  the  night 

Of  these  specimens  every  man  who  has  cultivated  poetry, 
or  who  delights  to  trace  the  mind  from  the  rudeness  of  its 
first  conceptions  to  the  elegance  of  its  last,  will  naturally 
desire  a  greater  number ;  but  most  other  readers  are  al- 
ready tiredy  and  I  am  not  writing  only  to  poets  and  philoso- 
phers. 

The  Iliad  was  published  vofume  by  volume,  as  the  trans- 
lation proceeded :  the  four  first  books  appeared  in  1715. 
Tlie  expectation  of  this  work  was  undoubtedly  high,  and 
every  man  who  had  connected  his  name  with  criticism,  or 
poetry,  was  desirous  of  such  intelligence  as  might  enable 
him  to  talk  upon  the  popular  topick.  Halifax,  who,  by 
having  been  first  a  poet,  and  then  a  patron  of  poetry,  had 
acquired  the  right  of  being  a  judge,  was  willing  to  hear 
some  books  while  they  were  yet  unpublished.  Of  this  re- 
hearsal Pope  afterwards  gave  the  following  account^ : 

**  The  famous  lord  Halifax  was  rather  a  pretender  to 
taste,  than  really  possessed  of  it  When  I  had  finished  the 
two  or  three  first  books  of  my  translation  of  the  Iliad,  thAt 
lord  desired  to  have  the  pleasure  of  hearing  them  read  at 
his  house.  Addison,  Congreve,  and  Garth,  were  there  at 
the  reading.  In  four  or  five  places,  lord  Halifax  stopped  me 
very  civilly,  and  with  a  speech  each  time  of  much  the  same 

k  Spence. 
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kind,  '  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Pope ;  but  there  is  some- 
thing in  that  passage  that  does  not  quite  please  me.  Be 
80  good  as  to  mark  the  place,  and  consider  it  a  little  at 
your  leisure.  Tm  sure  you  can  give  it  a  little  turn.'  I 
returned  from  lord  Halifax*s  with  Dr.  Garth,  in  his  ehariot : 
and,  as  we  were  going  along,  was  saying  to  the  doctor, 
that  my  lord  had  laid  me  under  a  great  deal  of  difiSculty  by 
such  loose  and  general  observations;  that  I  had  been  think- 
ing over  the  passages  almost  ever  since,  and  could  not 
guess  what  it  was  that  offended  his  lordship  in  either  of 
them.  Garth  laughed  heartily  at  my  embarrassment;  said, 
I  had  not  been  long  enough  acquainted  with  lord  Halifax^ 
to  know  his  way  yet ;  that  I  need  not  puzzle  myself  about 
looking  those  places  oVer  and  over  when  I  got  home. 
*  AH  you  need  do,'  says  he, '  is  to  leave  them  just  as  they 
are ;  call  on  lord  Halifax  two  or  three  months  hence,  thank 
him  for  his  kind  observations  on  those  passages,  and  then 
read  them  to  him  as  altered.  I  have  known  him  much 
longer  than  you  have,  and  will  be  answerable  for  the  event.' 
I  followed  his  advice ;  waited  on  lord  Halifax  some  time 
after ;  said^  I  hoped  he  would  find  his  objections  to  those 
passages  removed ;  read  them  to  him  exactly  as  they  were 
at  first ;  and  his  lordship  was  extremely  pleased  with  them, 
and  cried  out, '  Aye,  now  they  are  perfectly  right :  nothing 
can  be  better*.'" 

,  It  is  seldom  that  the  great  or  the  wise  suspect  that  tbej 
are  despised  or  cheated.  Halifax,  thinking  this  a  lucky 
opportunity  of  securing  immortality,  made  some  advances 
of  favour  and  some  overtures  of  advantage  to  Pope,  which 
he  seems  to  have  received  with  sullen  coldness.  All  our 
knowledge  of  this  transaction  is  derived  from  a  single  let- 
ter»  Dec.  1, 1714»  in  which  Pope  says,  "  I  am  obliged  to 
yoUy  both  for  the  favours  you  have  done  me,  and  those  yoa 
intend  me.  I  distrust  neither  your  will  nor  your  memory, 
when  it  is  to  do  good ;  and  if  T  ever  become  troublesome 

'  As  this  story  was  related  by  Pope  himself,  it  was  most  probably  true; 
Had  it  rested  oo  any  other  authority,  I  should  have  suspected  it  to  have  been 
borrowed  from  one  of  Pog{;to*s  Tales.   De  Jannoto  Vicecomite.    J.  B. 


or  goKcitom,  it  must  not  be  out  of  expeetation,  bttt  out  of 
gratitude.  Your  lordship  may  cause  me  to  lire  agreeably 
in  the  town,  or  contentedly  in  the  country,  which  is  really 
all  the  difference  I  set  between  an  easy  fortune  and  a  small 
one.  It  is»  indeed,  a  high  strain  of  generosity  in  yon  to 
think  of  making  me  easy  all  my  life,  only  because  I  have 
been  so  happy  as  to  divert  you  some  few  hours ;  but,  if  I 
may  have  leave  to  add,  it  is  because  you  think  me  no 
enemy  to  my  native  country,  tiiere  will  appear  a  better 
reason ;  for  I  must  of  consequence  be  very  much,  as  I 
sincerely  am,  yours,  Sec.*' 

These  voluntary  offers,  and  this  faint  acceptance,  ended 
without  effect.  The  patron  was  not  accustomed  to  such 
frigid  g^titude :  and  the  poet  fed  his  own  pride  with  the 
dignity  of  independence.  They  probably  were  auspicious 
of  each  other.  Pope  would  not  dedicate  till  he  saw  at  what 
rate  his  praise  was  valued ;  he  would  be  "  troublesome 
out  ofgratitude,  not  expectation.*'  Halifax  thought  himself 
entitled  to  confidence ;  and  would  give  nothing,  unless  he 
knew  what  he  should  receive.  Their  commerce  had  its 
beginning  in  hope  of  praise  on  one  side,  and  of  money  on 
the  other,  and  ended  because  Pope  was  less  eager  of  money 
than  Halifax  of  praise.  It  is  not  likely  that  Halifax  had 
any  personal  benevolence  to  Pope ;  it  is  evident  that  Pope 
looked  on  Halifax  with  scorn  and  hatred^. 

The  reputation  of  this  great  work  failed  of  gaining  him 
a  patron ;  bat  it  deprived  him  of  a  friend.  Addison  and 
he  were  now  at  the  head  of  poetry  and  criticism ;  and  both 
in  such  a  state  of  elevation,  that,  like  the  two  rivals  in  the 
Roman  state,  one  could  no  longer  bear  an  equal,  nor  the 
other  a  superiour.  Of  the  gradual  abatement  of  kindness 
between  friends,  the  beginning  is  often  scarcely  discernible 
by  themselves,  and  the  process  is  continued  by  petty  pro- 
vocations, and  incivilities  sometimes  peevishly  returned, 
and  sometimes  contemptuously  neglected,  which  would  es- 
cape all  attention  but  that  of  pride,  and  drop  from  any 
memory  but  that  of  resentment.    That  the  quarrel  of  these 

^  On  this  point,  see  notes  on  Halifax's  life  in  this  edition. 
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jntt  one  to  me,  so  I  most  own  to  yon  I  expect  nolUng  but 
civility  from  him.''  In  the  same  letter  he  mentions  Pfailips, 
as  having*  been  busy  to  kindle  animosity  between  them ; 
bnt  in  a  letter  to  Addison,  he  expresses  some  odnseions* 
ness  of  behavionr,  inattentively  deficient  in  respect. 

Of  Swift's  industry  in  promoting  the  subscription  there 
temains  the  testimony  of  K^nnet,  no  friend  to  either  him 
or  Pope. 

''  Nov.  2, 1713,  Dr.  Swift  came  into  the  coffee^honse; 
and  had  a  bow  from  every  body  bnt  me,  who,  I  confess, 
eonld  not  bnt  despise  him.  When  I  came  to  the  ante^- 
chaikiber  to  wait,  before  prayers.  Dr.  Swift  was  the  princi- 
pal  man  of  talk  and  business,  and  acted  as  master  of  re* 
quests.  Then  he  instructed  a  young  noMeman,  that  the 
best  poet  in  England  was  Mr.  Pope,  a  papist,  who  had  be« 
gun  a  translation  of  Homer  into  English  verse,  for  which 
he  muet  Juwe  them  att  evbecribe;  for,  says  he,  the  author 
tjksf/  not  begin  to  print  till  I  have  a  thousand  guineas  for 
him  ^ 

About  this  time  it  is  likely  that  Steele,  who  was,  with 
all  his  poUtioat  fury,  good-natured  and  officious,  procured 
ta  intdview  between  these  angry  rivfeds,  which  ended  in 
aggravated  malevolence.  On  this  occasion,  if  the  reports 
be  true,  Pope  made  his  comphunt  with  frankness  and 
8|Nrit,  as  a  man  undeservedly  neglected  or  opposed ;  and 
Addison  aflfected  a  contemptuous  unconcern,  and,  in  a 
calm  even  voice,  reproached  Pope  with  his  vanity,  and, 
telling  him  of  the  improvements  which  his  early  works  had 
received  from  his  own  remarks  and  those  of  Steele,  said, 
that  he,  being  now  engaged  in  publick  business,  had  no 
longer  any  care  for  hn  poetical  reputation,  nor  had  any 
other  desire,  with  regard  to  Pope,  than  that  he  should  not, 
by  too  much  arrogance,  alienate  the  publick. 

To  this  Pope  is  said  to  have  replied  with  great  keenness 
and  severity,  upbraiding  Addison  with  perpetual  depend- 
ance,  imd  with  the  abnse  of  those  qualifications  which  he 
had  obtained  at  the  publick  cost,  and  charging  him  with 
mean  endeavours  to  obstruct  the  progress  of  rising  merit. 
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The  contest  rose  so  high*  that  they  parted  at  last  without 
any  interchange  of  civility. 

The  first  volume  of  Homer  was,  1715,  in  time  published ; 
and  a  rival  version  of  the  first  Iliad,  for  rivals  the  time  of 
their  appearance  inevitably  made  them,  was  immediately 
printed,  with  the  name  of  Tickell.  It  was  soon  perceived 
that,  among  the  followers  of  Addison,  Tickell  had  the  pre- 
ference, and  the  criticks  and  poets  divided  into  factions. 
''  I,"  says  Pope,  **  have  the  town,  that  is,  the  mob,  on  my 
side ;  but  it  is  not  uncommon  for  the  smaller  party  to  sup- 
ply by  industry  what  it  wants  in  numbers.  I  appeal  to  the 
people  as  my  rightful  judges,  and  while  they  are  not  in- 
clined to  condemn  me,  shall  not  fear  the  highfliers  at  But- 
ton's." This  opposition  he  immediately  imputed  to  Addi- 
son, and  complained  of  it  in  terms  sufficiently  resentful  to 
Craggs,  their  common  friend. 

When  Addison's  opinion  was  asked,  he  declared  the 
versions  to  be  both  good,  but  Tickell's  the  best  that  had 
ever  been  written ;  and  sometimes  said,  that  they  were 
both  good,  but  that  Tickell  had  more  of  Homer. 

Pope  was  now  sufficiently  irritated ;  bis  reputation  and 
his  interest  were  at  hazard.  He  once  intended  to  print 
together  the  four  versions  of  Dry  den,  Maynwaring,  Pope, 
and  Tickell,  that  they^might  be  readily  compared,  and 
fairly  estimated.  This  design  seems  to  have  been  de- 
feated by  the  refusal  of  Tonson,  who  was  the  proprietor  of 
the  other  three  versions. 

Pope  intended,  at  another  time,  a  rigorous  criticism  of 
TickelFs  translation,  and  had  marked  a  copy,  which  I  have 
seen,  in  all  places  that  appeared  defective.  But,  while  he 
was  thus  meditating  defence  or  revenge,  his  adversary 
sunk  before  him  without  a  blow ;  the  voice  of  the  publick 
was  not  long  divided,  and  the  preference  was  universally 
given  to  Pope's  performance. 

He  was  convinced,  by  adding  one  circumstance  to  an- 
other, that  the  other  translation  was  the  work  of  Addison 
himself;  but,  if  he  knew  it  in  Addison's  lifetime,  it  does 
not  appear  that  he  told  it.     He  left  his  illustrious  antago- 
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Dist  to  be  punished  by  what  has  been  considered  as  the 
most  painful  of  all  reflections,  the  remembrance  of  a  crime 
perpetrated  in  vain. 

The  other  circumstances  of  their  quarrel  were  thus  re- 
lated by  Pope  K 

**  Philips  seemed  to  have  been  encouraged  to  abuse  me 
in  coffee-houses,  and  conversations:  and' Gildon  wrote  a 
thing*  about  Wycherley,  in  which  he  had  abused  both  me 
and  my  relations  very  g^ssly.  Lord  Warwick  himself 
told  me  one  day,  that  it  was  in  vain  for  me  to  endeavour  to 
be  well  with  Mr.  Addison ;  that  his  jealous  temper  would 
never  admit  of  a  settled  friendship  between  lis ;  and,  to 
convince  me  of  what  he  had  said,  assured  me,  that  Addi- 
son had  encouraged  Gildon  to  publish  those  scandals,  and 
had  given  him  ten  guineas  after  they  were  published. 
The  next  day,  while  I  was  heated  with  what  I  had  heard, 
I  wrote  a  letter  to  Mr.  Addison,  to  let  him  know  that  I  was 
not  unacquainted  with  this  behaviour  of  his ;  that  if  I  was 
to  speak  severely  of  him  in  return  for  it,  it  should  be  not  in 
such  a  dirty  way ;  that  I  should  rather  tell  him,  himself, 
fairly  of  his  faults,  and  allow  his  good  qualities ;  and,  that 
it  should  be  something  in  the  following  manner :  I  then 
adjoined  the  first  sketch  of  what  has  since  been  called  my 
satire  on  Addison.  Mr.  Addison  used  me  very  civilly 
ever  after  °." 

The  verses  on  Addison,  when  they  were  sent  to  Atter- 
bury,  were  considered  by  him  as  the  most  excellent  of 
Pope's  performances ;  and  the  writer  was  advised,  since  he 
knew  where  his  strength  lay,  not  to  suffer  it  to  remain  un- 
employed. 

This  year,  1715,  being,  by  the  subscription,  enabled  to 
live  more  by  choice,  having  persuaded  his  father  to  sell 
their  estate  at  Binfield,  he  purchased,  I  think,  only  for  his 
life,  that  house  at  Twickenham,  to  which  his  residence 


'  Spence. 

■*  See,  however,  the  Life  of  Addison  in  the  Bio^aphia  Britannica,  last 
edition.     R. 
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aAerwards  proenred  so  mbcb  oelebrtitUMii  and  l-emoved 
thither  with  hia  flither  aod  mother* 

Here  he  planted  the  vines  and  the  qtiinoanx  whieh  his 
verses  mention ;  and,  being  under  the  necessity  of  making 
a  subterraneons  passage  to  a  garden  on  the  other  side  of  the 
road,  be  adorned  it  with  fossile  bodies,  and  dignified  it 
with  the  title  of  a  grotto,  a  place  of  silence  and  retreat^ 
.  from  which  he  endeavoured  to  persuade  his  friends  and 
himseff  that  cares  tad  passitas  could  be  excluded. 

A  grotto  is  Hot  ofteti  the  wtsh  or  pleasure  of  an  Ei^^Ksh* 
Bian,  who  has  mote  frequents  .need  to  aelieit  than  exclude 
the  sun;  but  Pope's  excavatiDn  wbs  requbit^  as  an  bQ" 
trance  to  his  garden,  and»  as  soiie  tien  try  to  be  proud  of 
tkeir  defects,  he  ejctracted  an  ornament  from  an  iaconVeni- 
enoe,  and  vanity  produced  a  grotto  where  neceseity  en- 
fbrced  a  passi^*  It  may  be  frequently  remarked  of  the 
studious  and  speculative,  that  th^y  are  proud  of  trifles,  and 
that  their  amusements  seem  frivolous  and  childish;  whether 
it  be  that  men,  conscious  of  groat  reputation,  think  them*- 
selves  above  the  reach  of  censarfe,  aad  safe  in  the  admis** 
sion  of  negligent  indolgences,  or  that  mankind  expect  from 
elevated  genius  an  uniformity  of  greatness,  and  watch  its 
degfadMion  with  malicious  wonder ;  like  him  who,  having 
followed  with  his  eye  an  eagle  into  the  clouds,  should  la^^ 
ment  that  she  ever  descended  to  a  perchl 
-  While  the  volumes  of  his  Homer  were  annually  pub- 
lished, he  collected  his  former  works,  1717,  into  one  quarto 
volume,  to  which*  he  prefixed  a  preface,  written  with  great 
sprig^tliness  and  elegance,  which  was  afterwards  reprinted, 
with  some  passages  subjoined  that  he  at  first  omitted;  other 
mal^inal  additions  of  the  same  kind  he  made  in  the  later 
editions  of  his  poems.  Waller  remarks,  that  poets  loae  half 
their  praise,  because  the  reader  know^  not  what  they  have 
blotted.  Pope's  voracity  of  fame  taught  him  the  art  of 
obtaining  the  accumulated  honour,  both  of  what  he  had 
published,  and  of  what  he  had  suppressed. 

In  this  year  his  father  died  suddenly,  in  his  seventy-fifth 
year,  having  passed  twenty-nine  years  in  privacy.     He  is 
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aot  known  but  by  the  character  which  his  son  Htm  pven 
him.  If  the  money  with  which  he  retired  was  all  gotten 
by  himself,  he  had  traded  very  snccessfiilly  in  times  when 
sudden  riches  were  rarely  attainable. 

The  publication  of  the  Iliad  was  at  last  completed  in 
1720.  The  splendour  and  success  of  this  work  raised  Pope 
many  enemies^  that  endeavoured  to  depreciate  his  abilities. 
Burnet^  who  was  afterwards  a  judge  of  no  mean  reputation, 
censured  him  in  a  piece  called  Homerides»  before  it  was 
published.  Ducket,  likewise,  endeavoured  to  make  him 
ridiculous.  Dennis  was  the  perpetual  persecutor  of  all  his 
studies.  Bui,  whoever  his  criticks  were,  their  writing^ 
are  lost;  and  the  names  which  are  preserved  are  preserved 
in  the  Dnnciad. 

In  this  disastrous  year,  1720,  of  national  infatuation, 
when  more  riches  than  Peru  can  boast  were  expected  from 
the  South-sea,  when  the  contagion  of  avarice  tainted  every 
mind,  and  even  poets  panted  after  wealth.  Pope  was  seized 
with  the  universal  passion,  and  ventured  somie  of  his  mdney. 
The  stock  rose  in  its  price;  and  for  awhile  he  thought 
himself  the  lord  of  thousands.  But  this  dream  of  happi* 
ness  did  not  last  long ;  and  he  seems  to  have  waked  soon 
enough  to  get  clear  with  the  loss  only  of  what  he  once 
thou^t  himself  to  have  won,  and  perhaps  not  wholly  of  that. 

Next  year  he  published  some  select  poems  of  his  fnend 
Drb  Pkmell,  with  a  very  elegant  dedication  to  the  eari  of 
Oxford;  who,  after  all  bis  struggles  and  dangers,  then 
lived  in  retirement,  still  under  the  frown  of  a  victorious 
faction,  i^o  could  take  no  pleasure  in  hearing  his  praise. 

He  gave  the  same  year,  1721,  an  edition  of  Shakespeare. 
His  name  was  now  of  so  much  authority,  that  Tonson 
tiiought  himself  entitled,  by  annexing  it,  to  demand  a  sub- 
SGi^tion  of  six  g^neas  for  Shakespeare's  plays,  in  six  quarto 
volumes ;  nor  did  his  expectation  much  deceive  him ;  for, 
of  seven  hundred  and  fifty  which  he  printed,  he  dispersed 
a  great  number  at  the  price  proposed.  The  reputation  of 
that  edition,  indeed,  sunk  afterwards  so  low,  that  one  hun- 
dred and  forty  copies  were  sold  at  sixteen  shillings  each. 
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'  On  this  undertaking,  to  which  Pope  was  indaced  bj  a 
reward  of  two  hundred  and  seventeen  pounds  twelve  shil- 
lings, he  seems  never  to  have  reflected  afterwards  without 
vexation ;  for  Theobald,  a  man  of  heavy  diligence,  wilh 
very  slender  powers^  first,  in  a  book  called  Shakespeare 
Restored,  and  then  in  a  formal  edition,  detected  his  defi* 
ciencies  with  all  the  insolence  of  victory ;  and  as  he  was 
now  high  enough  to  be  feared  and  hated,  Theobald  had 
from  others  all  the  help  that  could  be  supplied,  by  the  de- 
sire of  humbling  a  haughty  character. 

From  this  time  Pope  became  an  enemy  to  editors,  col- 
lators, commentators,  and  verbal  criticks;  and  hoped  to 
persuade  the  world,  that  he  miscarried  in  this  undertaking, 
«nly  by  having  a  mind  too  great  for  such  minute  employ- 
ment. 

Pope  in  his  edition  undoubtedly  did  many  things  wrong, 
and  left  many  things  undone ;  but  let  him  not  be  defrauded 
^f  his  due  praise.  He  was  the  first  that  knew,  at  least  the 
first  that  told,  by  what  helps  the  text  might  .be  improved. 
If  he  inspected  the  early  editions  negligently,  he  tai^ht 
others  to  be  more  accurate.  In  bis  preface,  he  expanded, 
with  great  skill  and  elegance,  the  character  which  had  been 
gpiven  of  Shakespeare  by  Dryden ;  and  he  drew  the  pubUck 
attention  upon  his  works,  which,  though  often  mentioned, 
had  been  little  read. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  the  Iliad,  resolving  not 
to  let  the  general  kindness  cool,  he  published  propo- 
sals for  a  translation  of  the  Odyssey,  in  five  volumes,  for 
five  guineas.  He  was  willing,  however,  now  to  have  as- 
sociates in  his  labour,  being  either  weary  with  toiling 
upon  another's  thoughts,  or  having  heard,  as  Ruffhead 
relates,  that  Fenton  and  Broome  had  already  began  the 
work,  and  liking  better  to  have  them  confederates  than 
rivals. 

In  the  patent,  instead  of  saying  that  he  had  **  translated*' 
the  Odyssey,  as  he  had  said  of  the  Iliad,  he  says,  that  he 
had  ''  undertaken"  a  translation ;  and  in  the  proposals,  the 
subscription  is  said  to  be  not  solely  for  his  own  use,  but 
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for  that  of  "  two  of  hb  friends,  vlio  have  assisted  hun  in 
this  work." 

In  1728»  while  he  was  engaged  In  this  new  version,  he 
appeared  beforo^he  lords  at  the  memorable  trial  of  bishop 
Atterbory,  with  whom  he  had  lived  in  great  familiarity, 
and  freqaent  correspondence.  Atterbury  had  honestly  re* 
commended  to  him  the  study  of  the  popish  controversy,  in 
hope  of  his  conversion;  to  which  Pope  answered  in  a 
manner  that  cannot  much  recommend  his  principles,  or  his 
judgment '^^  In  questions  and  projects  of  learning  they 
agreed  better.  He  was  cidled  at  the  trial  to  give  an  ac- 
count of  Atterbnry*8  domestiok  life  and  private  employ- 
ment, that  it  might  appear  how  little  time  he  had  left  for 
plots.  Pope  had  but  few  words  to  utter,  and  in  those  few 
he  made  several  blunders. 

His  letters  to  Atterbury  express  the  utmost  esteem,  ten- 
derness, and  gratitttdB ;  "  perhaps*"  says  be,  ''  it  is  not 
enly  in  this  world  that  I  may  have  cause  to  remember  the 
bishop  of  Rochester.*'  At  their  last  interview  in  the  Tower^ 
Atterbury  presented  him  with  a  bible^ 

Of  the  Odyssey,  Pope  translated  only  twelve  books ;  the 
rest  were  the  work  of  Broome  and  Featon:  the  notes 
were  written  wholly  by  Broome,  who  was  not  over-liboi- 
rally  rewarded.  The  publick  was  carefully  kept  ignorant 
of  the  several  shares  (  and  an  account  was  sulgoined  at  the 
conclusion,  which  is  now  known  not  to  be  true. 

The  first  copy  of  Pope*s  hooka,  with  those  of  Fenton, 
are  to  be  seen  in  the  Museum.  The  parts  of  Pope  are  less 
iateriined  than  the  Iliad ;  and  the  latter  books  of  the  Iliad 
less  than  the  former.  He  grew  dexterous  by  practice, 
and  every  sheet  enabled  him  to  write  the  next  with  more 
facility.  The  books  of  Fenton  have  very  few  alterations 
by  the  hand  of  Pope.    Those  of  Broome  have  not  been 

■  Sec  the  letter  oontaioiD^p  Pope's  wuwer  to  the  bUhop't  ai^g^uioe^ts  is  Uob- 
coe's  life,  i.  212. 

*  The  Ute  Mr.  Graves,  of  ClaTerton,  ioforms  us,  that  this  bible  was  after- 
wards used  in  the  chapel  of  Prior-park.  Dr.  Warbvtpa  proMbly  presented  it 
U  Mr.  Afleo. 

VOL.  VIII.  T 


274  POPE. 

found ;  but  Pope  complained,  as  it  is  reported,  that  he 
had  much  trouble  in  correcting  them. 

His  contract  with  lintot  was  the  same  as  for  the  Iliad, 
except  that  only  one  hundred  pounds  were  to  be  paid  him 
for  each  volume.  The  number  of  subscribers  was  five 
hundred  and  seventy-four,  and  of  copies  eight  hundred 
and  nineteen ;  so  that  his  profit,  when  he  had  paid  his  as- 
sistants, was  still  very  considerable.  The  work  was  finished 
in  1725 ;  and  from  that  time  he  resolved  to  make  no  more 
translations. 

The  sale  did  not  answer  Dntot*s  expectation;  and  he 
then  pretended  to  discover  something  of  fraud  in  Pope, 
and  commenced  or  threatened  a  suit  in  Chancery. 

On  the  English  Odyssey  a  criticism  was  published  by 
Spence,  at  that  time  prelector  of  poetry  at  Oxford ;  a  man 
whose  learning  was  not  very  great,  and  whose  mind  was 
not  very  powerful.  His  criticism,  however,  was  com- 
monly just;  what  he  thought,  he  thought  rightly;  and  his 
remarks  were  recommended  by  his  coolness  and  candour. 
In  him  Pope  had  the  first  experience  of  a  critick  without 
malevolence,  who  thought  it  as  much  his  duty  to  display 
beauties  as  expose  faults ;  who  censured  with  respect,  and 
praised  with  alacrity. 

With  this  criticism  Pope  was  so  little  ofiended,  that  he 
sought  the  acquaintance  of  the  writer,  who  lived  with  him, 
from  that  time,  in  g^reat  familiarity,  attended  him  in  his  last 
hours,  and  compiled  memorials  of  his  conversation.  The 
regard  of  Pope  recommended  him  to  the  great  and  power- 
ful; and  he  obtained  very  valuable  preferments  in  the 
church. 

Not  long  after,  Pope  was  returning  home,  from  a  visit, 
in  a  friend*8  coach,  which,  in  passing  a  bridge,  was  over- 
turned into  the  water ;  the  windows  were  closed,  and  being 
unable  to  force  them  open,  he  was  in  danger  of  immediate 
death,  when  the  postillion  snatched  him  out  by  breaking  the 
glass,  of  which  the  fragments  cut  two  of  his  fingers  in  such 
a  manner,  that  he  lost  their  use. 

Voltaire,  who  was  then  in  England,  sent  him  a  letter  of 
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consolation.  He  had  been  entertained  by  Pope  at  bis 
table,  where  he  talked  with  so  mnch  g^ossness,  that  Mrs. 
Pope  was  driven  from  the  room.  Pope  discovered,  by  a 
trick,  that  he  was  a  spy  for  the  court,  and  never  considered 
him  as  a  man  worthy  of  confidence. 

He  soon  afterwards,  1727,  joined  with  Swift,  who  was 
then  in  England,  to  publish  three  volumes  of  Miscellanies, 
in  which,  amongst  other  things,  he  inserted  the  Memoirs 
of  a  Parish  Clerk,  in  ridicule  of  Bumef  s  importance  in  his 
own  history,  and  a  Debate  upon  Black  and  White  Horses, 
written  in  all  the  formalities  of  a  legal  process  by  the  as- 
sistance, as  is  said,  of  Mr.  Fortescue,  afterwards  master  of 
the  Rolls.  Before  these  Miscellanies  is  a  preface  signed 
by  Swift  and  Pope,  but  apparently  written  by  Pope ;  in 
which  he  makes  a  ridiculous  and  romantick  complaint  of 
the  robberies  committed  upon  authors  by  the  clandestine 
seizure  and  sale  of  their  papers.  He  tells,  in  tragick 
strains,  how  *'  the  cabinets  of  the  sick  and  the  closets- of 
the  dead  have  been  broke  open  and  ransacked ;''  as  if  those 
violences  were  often  committed  for  papers  of  uncertain 
and  accidental  value,  which  are  rarely  provoked  by  real 
treasures ;  as  if  epigrams  and  essays  were  in  danger,  where 
gold  and  diamonds  are  safe.  A  cat  hunted  for  his*  musk 
is,  according  to  Pope's  account,  but  the  emblem  of  a  wit 
winded  by  booksellers. 

His  complaint,  however,  received  some  attestation ;  for, 
the  same  year,  the  letters  written  by  him,  to  Mr.  Cromwell, 
in  his  youth,  were  sold  by  Mrs.  Thomas  to  Curll,  who 
printed  them. 

In  these  Miscellanies  was  first  published  the  Art  of 
Sinking  in  Poetry,  which,  by  such  a  train  of  consequences 
as  usually  passes  in  literary  quarrels,  gave,  in  a  short  time, 
according  to  Pope's  account,  occasion  to  the  Dunciad. 

In  the  following  year,  1728,  he  began  to  put  Atter- 
bury's  advice  in  practice ;  and  showed  his  satirical  powers 
by  publishing  the  Dunciad,  one  of  his  greatest  and  most 
elaborate  performances,  in  which  he  endeavoured  to  sink 
into  contempt  all  the  writers  by  whom  he  had  been  at- 

t2 
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tacked,  and  some  others  whom  he  thought  unable  to  defend 
themselves. 

At  the  head  of  the  dunce$  he  placed  poor  Theobald, 
whom  he  accused  of  ingratitude ;  but  whose  real  crime  was 
supposed  to  be  that  of  having  revised  Shakespeare  more 
happily  than  himself.  This  satire  had  the  eflTect  which 
he  intended,  by  blasting  the  characters  which  it  touched. 
Ralph  P,  who,  unnecessarily  interposing  in  the  quarrel,  got 
a  place  in  a  subsequent  edition,  complained  that,  for  a  time, 
he  was  in  danger  of  starving,  as  the  booksellers  had  no 
longer  any  confidence  in  his  capacity. 

The  prevalence  of  this  poem  was  gradual  and  slow ;  the 
plan,  if  not  wholly  new,  was  little  understood  by  common 
readers.  Many  of  the  allusions  required  illustration ;  the 
names  were  often  expressed  only  by  the  initial  and  final 
letters,  and,  if  they  had  been  printed  at  lengfth,  were  such 
as  few  had  known  or  recollected.  The  subject  itself  had 
nothing  generally  interesting,  for  whom  did  it  concern  to 
know  that  one  or  another  scribbler  was  a  dunce  ?  If,  there- 
fore, it  had  been  possible  for  those  who  were  attacked  to 
conceal  their  pain  and  their  resentment,  the  Dunciad  might 
have  made  its  way  very  slowly  in  the  world. 

This,  however,  was  not  to  be  expected :  every  man  is  of 
importance  to  himself,  and,  therefore,  in  his  own  opinion,  to 
others ;  and,  supposing  the  world  already  acquainted  with 
all  his  pleasures  and  his  pains,  is,  perhaps,  the  first  to  pub- 
lish injuries  or  misfortunes,  which  had  never  been  known 
unless  related  by  himself,  and  at  which  those  that  hear 
them  will  only  laugh;  for  no  man  sympathizes  with  the 
sorrows  of  vanity. 

The  history  of  the  Dunciad  is  very  minutely  related  by 
Pope  himself,  in  a  dedication  which  he  wrote  to  lord  Mid* 
diesex  in  the  name  of  Savage. 

**  I  will  relate  the  war  of  the  dunces,  (for  so  it  has  been 
commonly  called,)  which  began  in  the  year  1727,  and  ended 
In  1780.'' 

'*  When  Dr.  Swift  and  Mr.  Pope  thought  it  proper,  for 

V  See  note  to  AdTentorer,  N*.  196. 
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reasons  speoified  in  the  preface  to  thfiir  Miscellanies,  to 
publish  such  little  pieces  of  theirs  as  had  casually  got 
abroad^  there  was  added  to  them  the  tr0atise  of  the  Ba- 
thos, or  the  Art  of  Sinking  in  Poetry.  It  happened  that» 
in  one  chapter  of  this  piece,  the  several  species  of  bad 
poets  were  ranged  in  classes,  to  which  were  prefixed  al- 
most all  the  letters  of  the  alphabet ;  (the  greatest  part  of 
them  at  random ;)  but  such  was  the  number  of  poets  emi- 
nent in  that  art,  that  some  one  or  other  took  every  letter 
to  himself:  all  fell  into  so  violent  a  fury,  that,  fer  half  a 
year  or  more,  the  common  newspapers  (in  most  of  which 
they  had  some  property,  as  being  hired  writers)  were  filled 
with  the  most  abusive  falsehoods  and  scurrilities  they  could 
possibly  devise;  a  liberty  no  way  to  be  wondered  at  in 
those  people,  and  in  those  papers,  th^t,  for  many  years, 
during  the  uncontrouled  license  of  the  press,  had  aspersed 
almost  all  the  great  characters  of  the  age,  and  this  with 
impunity,  their  own  persons  and  names  being  utterly  secret 
aad  obscure. 

'*  This  gave  lir.  Pope  the  thought,  that  he  had  now 
some  opportunity  of  doing  good,  by  detecting  and  drag- 
ging into  light  these  common  enemies  of  mankind ;  since 
to  invalidate  this  universal  slander,  it  sufficed  to  show  what 
contemptible  men  were  the  authors  of  it  He  was  not 
without  hopes  that,  by  manifesting  the  dulness  of  those 
who  had  only  malice  to  recommend  them,  either  the  book- 
sellers would  not  find  their  account  in  employing  them,  or 
the  m^n  themselves,  when  discovered,  want  courage  to 
proceed  in  so  unlawful  an  occupation.  This  it  was  that 
gave  birth  to  the  Dunciad ;  and  be  thought  it  an  happi- 
ness, that,  by  the  late  flood  of  slander  on  himself,  he  had 
acquired  such  a  peculiar  right  over  their  names  as  was 
necessary  to  this  design. 

"  On  the  12th  of  March,  1729,  at  St.  James's,  that 
poem  was  presented  to  the  king  and  queen  (who  had  be- 
fore been  pleased  to  read  it)  by  the  right  honourable  sir 
Aobert  Walpole ;  and,  some  days  after,  the  whole  im- 
pression was  taken  and  dispersed  by  several  noblemen, 
and  persons  of  the  first  distinction. 
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"  It  is,  certainly,  a  true  obgervation,  that  no  people  are 
so  impatient  of  censure  as  those  who  are  the  greatest 
slanderers,  which  was  wonderfully  exemplified  on  this  oc- 
casion.  On  the  day  the  book  was  first  vended/ a  crowd 
of  authors  besieged  the  shop;  entreaties,  advices,  threats 
of  law  and  battery,  nay,  cries  of  treason,  were  all  employed 
to  hinder  the  coming  out  of  the  Dunciad ;  on  the  other 
side,  the  booksellers  and  hawkers  made  as  great  efibrts  to 
procure  it.  What  could  a  few  poor  authors  do  against  so 
great  a\najority  as  the  publick  ?  There  was  no  stopping  a 
torrent  with  a  finger ;  so  out  it  came. 

"Many  ludicrous  circumstances  attended  it.  The  dunces 
(for  by  this  name  they  were  called)  held  weekly  clubs,  to 
consult  of  hostilities  against  the  author ;  one  wrote  a  letter 
to  a  great  minister,  assuring  him  Mr.  Pope  was  the  great- 
est enemy  the  government  had;  and  another  bought  his 
image  in  clay,  to  execute  him  in  effigy ;  with  which  sad 
sort  of  satisfaction  the  gentlemen  were  a  little  comforted. 

*'  Some  false  editions  of  the  book  having  an  owl  in  their 
frontispiece,  the  true  one,  to  distinguish  it,  fixed  in  its 
stead  an  ass  laden  with  authors.  Then  another  surreptiti- 
ous one  being  printed  with  the  same  ass,  the  new  edition 
in  octavo  returned,  for  distinction,  to  the  owl  again.  Hence 
arose  a  great  contest  of  booksellers  ag^nst  booksellers, 
and  advertisements,  against  advertisements ;  some  recom- 
mending the  edition  of  the  owl,  and  others  the  edition  of 
the  ass ;  by  which  names  they  came  to  be  distinguished, 
to  the  great  honour  also  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  Dunoiad.*' 

Pope  appears,  by  this  narrative,  to  have  contemplated  his 
victory  over  the  dunces  with  great  exultation;  and  such 
was  his  delight  in  the  tumult  which  he  had  raised,  that  for 
awhile  his  natural  sensibility  was  suspended,  and  he  read 
reproaches  and  invectives  without  emotion,  considering 
them  only  as  the  necessary  efiects  of  that  pain  which  he 
rejoiced  in  having  given. 

It  cannot,  however,  be  concealed  that,  by  his  own  con- 
fession, he  was  the  aggressor ;  for  nobody  believes  that  the 
letters  in  the  Bathos  were  placed  at  random ;  and  it  may 
be  discovered  that,  when  he  thinks  himself  concealed,  he 
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indalges  the  common  vanity  of  common  meu»  and  triumphs 
in  those  distinctions  which  he  had  affected  to  despise.  He 
is  proud  that  his  book  was  presented  to  the  king  and  queen 
by  the  right  honourable  sir  Robert  Walpole ;  he  is  proud 
that  they  had  read  it  before ;  he  is  proud  that  the  edition 
was  taken  off  by  the  nobility  and  persons  of  the  first  dis- 
tinction. 

The  edition  of  which  he  speaks  was,  I  believe,  that 
which,  by  telling  in  the  text  the  names,  and  in  the  notes 
the  characters,  of  those  whom  he  had  satirized,  was  made 
intelligible  and  diverting.  The  criticks  had  now  declared 
their  approbation  of  the.  plan,  and  the  common  reader  be- 
gan to  like  it  without  fear ;  those  who  were  strangers  to 
petty  literature,  and,  therefore,  unable  to  decipher  initials 
and  blanks,  had  now  names  and  persons  brought  within 
their  view;  and  delighted  in  the  visible  effect  of  those 
shafts  of  malice,  which  they  had  hitherto  contemplated,  as 
shot  into  the  air. 

Dennis,  upon  the  fresh  provocation  now  given  him,  re- 
newed the  enmity  which  had,  for  a  time,  been  appeased  by 
mutual  civilities ;  and  published  remarks,  which  he  had  till 
then  suppressed,  upon  the  Bape  of  the  Lock.  Many  more 
grumbled  in  secret,  or  vented  their  resentment  in  the  news- 
papers by  epigrams  or  invectives. 

Ducket,  indeed,  being  mentioned  as  loving  Burnet  with 
**  pious  passion,"  pretended  that  his  moral  character  was 
injured,  and,  for  some  time,  declared  his  resolution  to  take 
vengeance  with  a  cudgel.  But  Pope  appeased  him,  by 
changing  '*  pious  passion"  to  "  cordial  friendship ;"  and  by 
a  note,  in  which  he  vehemently  disclaims  the  malignity  of 
meaning  imputed  to  the  first  expression. 

Aaron  Hill,  who  was  represented  as  diving  for  the  prize, 
expostulated  with  Pope  in  a  manner  so  much  superiour  to 
all  mean  solicitation,  that  Pope  was  reduced  to  sneak  and 
shuffle,  sometimes  to  deny,  and  sometimes  to  apologize ; 
he  first  endeavours  to  wound,  and  is  then  afraid  to  own 
that  he  meant  a  blow. 

The  Dunciad,  in  the  complete  edition,  is  addressed  to 
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Dr.  Swift :  of  the  notofl,  part  were  wvitteb  by  Dr.  Arbatb- 
not;  and  an  apologetical  letter  was  prefixed,  signed  by 
Cieland,  but  supposed  to  have  been  written  by  Pope. 

After  this  general  war  upon  dalness,  he  seems  to  hare 
indulged  himself  awhile  in  tranquillity ;  but  his  subsequent 
productions  prove  that  he  was  not  idle.  He  published, 
1731,  a  poem  on  Taste,  in  which  he  very  particularly  and 
severely  criticises  the  house,  the  furniture,  the  giodens, 
and  the  entertainments,  of  Timon,  a  man  of  great  wealth 
and  little  taste.  By  Timon  he  was  universally  supposed, 
and  by  the  earl  of  Burlington,  to  whom  the  poem  was  ad« 
dressed,  was  privately  said,  to  mean  the  duke  of  Chandos; 
a  man,  perhaps,  too  much  delighted  with  pomp  and  shDW» 
but  of  a  temper  kind  and  beneficent,  and  who  had|  consa* 
qttently,  the  voice  of  the  publick  in  his  favbur« 

A  violent  outcry  was,  therefore,  raised  against  the  in^- 
gratitude  and  treachery  of  Pope,  wiio  was  said  to  have 
been  indebted  to  the  patronage  of  Chandos  for  a  presettt 
of  a  thousand  pounds,  and  who  gained  the  oppertMiity  of 
insulting  him  by  the  kindness  of  his  invitation. 

The  receipt  of  the  thousand  pounds  Pope  publickly  de* 
nied ;  but  from  the  reproach  which  the  attack  on  a  charac** 
ter  so  amiable  brought  upon  him,  he  tried  all  means  of 
escaping.  The  name  of  Cleland  was  again  employed  in 
an  apology,  by  which  no  man  was  satisfied ;  and  he  was  at 
last  reduced  to  shelter  his  temerity  behind  dissimulation, 
and  endeavour  to  make  that  disbelieved* which  he  never 
had  confidenee  openly  to  deny.  He  wrote  an  exculpatory 
letter  to  the  duke,  which  Was  answered  with  great  magnaF- 
ntmity,  as  by  a  man  who  accepted  his  excuse  without  be- 
lieving his  professions.  He  said,  that  to  have  ridiculed 
his  taste,  or  his  buildings,  had  been  an  indifferent  action 
in  another  man ;  but  that  in  Pope,  after  the  reciprocal 
kindness  that  had  been  exchanged  between^  them,  it  had 
been  less  easily  excused. 

Pope,  in  one  of  his  letters,  complaining  of  the  treatment 
which  his  poem  had  found,  "  owns  that  such  criticks  can 
intimidate  him,  nay,  almost  persuade  him  to  write  no  more. 
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which  18  a  eiompliment  this  age  desenres."  The  man  who 
threatens  the  world  is  always  ridicnlous ;  for  the  world  can 
easily  go  on  without  him,  and,  in  a  short  time,  will  cease  to 
miss  him.  I  have  heard  of  an  idiot,  who  osed  to  revenge 
his  vexatious  by  lying  all  night  upon  the  bridge.  **  There 
is  nothing,"  says  Juvenal,  "  that  a  man  will  not  believe  in 
his  own  favonr."  Pope  had  been  flattered  till  he  thought 
himself  one  of  the  moving  powers  in  the  system  of  life. 
When  he  talked  of  laying  down  his  pen,  those  who  sat 
roiind  him  entreated  and  implored ;  and  self-love  did  not 
ivlfer  him  to  suspect  that  they  went  away  and  laughed. 

The  following  year  deprived  him  of  Gay,  a  man  whom 
he  had  known  early,  and  whom  he  seemed  to  love  with 
more  tenderness  than  any  other  of  his  literary  friends. 
Pope  was  now  forty-four  years  old;  an  age  at  which  the 
mind  begins  less  easily  to  admit  new  confidence,  and  the 
will  to  grow  less  flexible;  and  when,  therefore,  the  da*- 
partnre  of  an  old  friend  is  very  acutely  felt. 

In  the  next  year  he  lost  bis  mother,  not  by  an  unex* 
pected  death,  for  she  had  lasted  to  the  age  of  ninety-three; 
but  she  did  not  die  unlamented.  The  filial  piety  of  Pope 
was  in  the  highest  degree  anuable  and  exemplary ;  his 
parents  had  the  happiness  of  living  till  he  was  at  the  sum- 
nut  of  poetical  reputation,  till  he  was  at  ease  in  his  fortnne, 
and  without  a  rival  in  his  fame,  and  fojind  no  diminution 
of  his  respect  or  tenderness.  Whatever  was  his  pride,  te 
them  he  was  obedient ;  and  whatever  was  his  iiritdiiilitj, 
to  them  he  was  gentle.  life  has,  among  its  soothing  and 
quiet  comforts,  few  things  better  to  give  than  such  a  son. 

One  of  the  passages  of  Pope's  life,  which  seems  to  (fo- 
serve  some  inquiry,  was  a  publication  of  letters  between 
him  and  many  of  his  friends,  which  falling  into  the  hands  of 
Curll,  a  rapacious  bookseller  of  no  good  fame,  were  by  him 
printed  and  sold.  This  volume  containing  some  letters 
from  noblemen.  Pope  incited  a  prosecution  against  him  in 
the  house  of  lords  for  a  breach  of  privilege,  and  attended 
himself  to  stimulate  the  resentment  of  his  friends.  Curll 
appeared  at  the  bar,:  and,  knowing  himself  in  no  great 
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danger,  spoke  of  Pope  with  very  little  reverence..  ''He  . 
has/'  said  Curll,  "  a  knack  at  versifying,  but  in  prose  I 
think  myself  a  match  for  him."  When  the  orders  of  the 
hoose  were  examined,  none  of  them  appeared  to  have. been 
infringed;  Curll  went  away  triumphant,  and  Pope  was 
left  to  seek  some  other  remedy. 

CurlFs  account  was,  that  one  evening  a  man  in  a  clergy- 
man's gown,  but  with  a  lawyer  s  band,  brought  and  offered 
to  sale  a  number  of  printed  volumes,  which  he  found  to  be 
Pope's  Epistolary  Correspondence;  that  he  asked  no  name, 
and  was  told  none,  but  gave  the  price  demanded,  and 
thought  himself  authorised  to  use  his  purchase  to  his  own 
advantage.. 

That  Curll  gave  a  true  account  of  the  transaction  it  is  - 
reasonable  to  believe,  because  no  falsehood  was  ever  de- 
tected"^ ;  and  when,  some  years  afterwards,  I  mentioned  it 
to  Lintot,  the  son  of  Bernard,  he  declared  his  opinion  to 
be,  that  Pope  knew  better  than  any  body  else  how  Curll 
obtained  the  copies,  because  another  parcel  was  at  the 
same  time  sent  to  himself,  for  which  no  price  had  ever  been 
demanded,  as  he  made  known  his  resolution  not  to  pay  a 
porter,  and  consequently  not  to  deal  with  a  nameless  agent. 

Such  care  had  been  taken  to  make  them  publick,  that 
they  were  sent  at  once  to  two  booksellers ;  to  Curll,  who 
was  likely  to  seize  them  as  a  prey ;  and  to  Lintot,  who 
might  be  expected  to  give  Pope  information  of  the  seem 
ing  injury.  Lintot,  I  believe,  did  nothing ;  and  Curll  did 
what  was  expected.  That  to  make  them  publick  was  the 
only  purpose,  may  be  reasonably  supposed,  because  the 
numbers  offered  to  sale  by  the  private  messengers^  showed 
that  hope  of  gain  could  not  have  been  the  motive  of  the 
impression. 

It  seems  that  Pope,  being  desirous  of  printing  his  let- 
ters, and  not  knowing  how  to  do,  without  imputation  of 

4  Mr.  D*Israeli  has  discussed  the  whole  of  this  affair  in  his  Quarrels  of  Authors, 
i.  176.  Mr.  lloscoe  likewisct  in  his  Life  of  Pope,  examines  very  fully  all  the  evi- 
dence to  be  gathered  on  the  poiut,  and  comes  to  a  conclusion  much  less  re- 
putable to  Curll,  than  that  to  be  inferred  from  Dr.  Johnson's  arguments.   £d. 
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vanity,  what  has  in  this  country  been  done  very  rarely, 
contrived  an  appearance  of  compulsion ;  that,  when  he 
could  complain  that  his  letters  were  surreptitiously  pub- 
lished, he  might  decently  and  defensively  publish  them 
himself. 

Pope's  private  correspondence,  thus  promulgated,  filled 
the  nation  with  praises  of  his  candour,  tenderness,  and  be* 
nevolence,  the  purity  of  his  purposes,  and  the  fidelity  of 
his  friendship.  There  were  some  letters  which  a  very  good 
or  a  very  wise  man* would  wish  suppressed;  but,  as  they 
had  been  already  exposed,  it  was  impracticable  now  to  re- 
tract them. 

From  the  perusal  of  those  letters,  Mr.  Allen  first  con- 
ceived the  desire  of  knowing  him ;  and  with  so  much  zeal 
did  he  cultivate  the  friendship  which  he  had  newly  formed, 
that,  when  Pope  told  his  purpose  of  vindicating  his  own 
property  by  a  genuine  edition,  he  oflered  to  pay  the  cost. 

This,  however^  Pope  did  not  accept;  but,  in  time,  solicited 
a  subscription  for  a  quarto  volume,  which  appeared,  1737, 
I  believe,  with  sufficient  profit.  In  the  preface  he  tells, 
that  his  letters  were  reposited  in  a  friend's  library,  said  to 
be  the  earl  of  Oxford's,  and  that  the  copy  thence  stolen 
was  sent  to  the  press.  The  story  was  doubtless  received 
with  different  degrees  of  credit.  It  may  be  suspected  that 
the  preface  to  the  Miscellanies  was  written  to  prepare  the 
publick  for  such  an  incident;  and  to  strengthen  this  opinion, 
James  Worsdale,  a  painter,  who  was  employed  in  clan- 
destine negotiations,  but  whose  veracity  was  very  doubtful, 
declared  that  he  was  the  messenger  who  carried,  by  Pope's 
direction,  the  books  to  Curll. 

When  they  were  thus  published  and  avowed,  as  they  had 
relation  to  recent  facts,  and  persons  either  then  living  or 
not  yet  forgotten,  they  may  be  supposed  to  have  found 
readers ;  but  as  the  facts  were  minute,  and  the  characters, 
being  either  private  or  literary,  were  little  known,  or  little 
regarded,  they  awakened  no  popular  kindness  or  resent- 
ment ;  the  book  never  became  much  the  subject  of  conver- 
sation ;  some  read  it  as  contemporary  history,  and  some. 
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perhaps,  as  a  model  of  epistolary  language ;  but  tho^e  wha 
read  it  did  not  talk  of  it.  Not  much,  therefore,  was  added 
by  it  to  fame  or  envy ;  nor  do  I  remember  that  it  produced 
either  publick  praise  or  publick  censure* 

It  had,  however,  in  some  degree,  the  recommendation 
of  novelty.  Our  language  had  few  letters,  except  those 
of  statesmen.  Howel,  indeed,  about  a  century  ago,  pub- 
lished his  letters,  which  are  commended  by  Morhoff,  and 
which  alone,  of  his  hundred  volumes,  continue  his  memory. 
Loveday's  letters  were  printed  only  ence ;  those  of  Her- 
bert and  Suckling  are  hardly  known.  Mrs.  Phillips's  (Orin- 
da's)  are  equally  neglected.  And  those  of  Walsh  seem 
written  as  exercises,  and  were  never  sent  to  any  living 
mistress  or  friend.  Pope's  epistolary  excellence  had  an 
open  field ;  he  had  no  English  rival,  living  or  dead. 

Pope  is  seen  in  this  collection  as  connected  with  the 
other  contemporary  wits,  and  certainly  suffers  no  disgrace 
in  the  comparison.;  but  it  must  be  remembered,  that  he 
had  the  power  of  favouring  himself;  he  might  have  ori- 
ginally had  publication  in  his  mind,  and  have  written  with 
care,  or  have  afterwards  selected  those  which  he  had  most 
happily  conceived,  or  most  diligently  laboured ;  and  I  know 
not  whether  there  does  not  appear  something  more  studied 
and  artificial*^  in  his  productions  than  the  rest,  except  one 
long  letter  by  Bolingbroke,  composed  with  all  the  skill  and 
indofltry  of  a  professed  author.  It  is,  indeed,  not  easy  to 
distinguish  affectation  from  habit ;  he  that  has  once  studi- 
ously formed  a  style,  rarely  writes  afterwards  with  com- 
plete ease.  Pope  may  be  said  to  write  always  with  his  re- 
putation in  his  head;  Swift,  perhaps,  like  a  man  who 
remembered  he  was  writing  to  Pope ;  but  Arbuthnot,  tike 
one  who  lets  thoughts  drop  from  his  pen  as  they  rise  into 
his  mind. 

Before  these  letters  appeared,  he  published  the  first  part 
of  what  he  persuaded  himself  to  think  a  system  of  ethicks, 

'  lliese  letters  were  evidently  prepared  for  the  press  by  l\>pe  himself.  Some 
of  the  originals,  lately  discovered,  will  prove  this  beyond  all  dispute ;  in  iht 
edition  of  Pope's  works,  lately  published  by  Mr.  Bowles. 
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uuder  the  title  of  an  Eisay  on  Man ;  which,  if  his  letter  to 
Swift»  of  Sept.  14, 1725,  be  rightly  explained  by  the  com^ 
mentator,  had  been  eight  years  nnder  his  consideration, 
and  of  which  he  seems  to  have  desired  the  success  with 
great  solicitade.  He  had  now  many  open,  and,  doubtless, 
many  secret  enemies.  The  dunces  were  yet  smarting 
with  the  war ;  and  the  superiority  which  he  publickly  arro- 
gated, disposed  the  world  to  wish  his  humiliation. 

All  this  he  knew,  and  against  all  this  he  provided.  His 
own  name,  and  that  of  his  friend  to  whom  the  work  is  in- 
scribed,  were  in  the  first  editions  carefully  suppressed; 
and  the  poem,  being  of  a  new  kind,  was  ascribed  to  one  or 
another,  as  favour  determined,  or  conjecture  wandered ;  it 
was  given,  says  Warburton,  to  every  man,  except  him  only 
who  could  write  it.  Those  who  like  only  when  they  like 
the  author,  and  who  are  under  the  dominion  of  a  name, 
condemned  it;  and  those  admired  it  who  are  willing  to 
scatter  praise  at  random^  which,  while  it  is  unappropriated, 
excites  no  envy.  Those  friends  of  Pope,  that  were  trusted 
with  the  secret,  went  about  lavishing  honours  on  the  new- 
bom  poet,  and  hinting  that  Pope  was  never  so  much  in 
danger  from  any  former  rival. 

To  those  authors  wbom  he  had  personally  offended,  and 
to  those  whose  opinion  the  world  considered  as  decisive^ 
and  whom  he  suspected  of  envy  or  malevolence,  he  sent 
his  essay  as  a  present  before  publication,  that  Uiey  might 
defeat  their  own  enmity  by  praises,  which  they  could  not 
afterwards  decently  retract. 

With  these  precautions,  in  1733,  was  published  the  first 
part  of  the  Essay  on  Man.  There  had  been,  for  some 
time,  a  report  that  Pope  was  busy  upon  a  system  of  mo* 
rafity ;  but  this  design  was  t$ot  discovered  in  the  new  poem, 
which  had  a  form  and  a  title  with  which  its  readers  were 
unacquainted.  Its  reception  was  not  unifonn;  some 
thought  it  a  very  imperfect  piece,  though  not  without  good 
lines.  While  the  author  was  unknown,  some,  as  will 
always  happen,  favoured  him  as  an  adventurer,  and  some 
censured  him  as  an  intruder ;  but  all  thought  him  above 
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neglect;  the  sale  increased,  and  editions  were  multi* 
plied*. 

The  subsequent  editions  of  the  first  epistle  exhibited 
two  memorable  corrections*  At  first,  the  poet  and  his 
friend, 

Expatiate  freely  o'er  this  scene  of  man^ 
A  mighty  maze  of  walks  without  a  plan. 

For  which  he  wrote  afterwards, 

A  mighty  maze,  hut  not  without  a  flan  : 

for,  if  there  were  no  plan,  it  were  in  vain  to  describe  or  to 
trace  the  maze. 

The  other  alteration  was  of  these  lines : 

And  spite  of  pride,  and  in  thy  reason* s  spite. 
One  truth  is  clear,  whatever  is,  is  right ; 

but  having  afterwards  discovered,  or  been  shown,  that  the 
**  truth*'  which  subsisted  "  in  spite  of  reason*'  could  not  be 
very  ''  clear,"  he  substituted. 

And  spite  of  pride,  in  erring  reason's  spite* 

To  such  oversights  will  the  most  vigorous  mind  be  lia- 
ble, when  it  is  employed  at  once  upon  argument  and 
poetry. 

The  second  and  third  epistles  were  published;  and 
Pope  was,  I  believe,  more  and  more  suspected  of  writing 
them ;  at  last,  in  1734,  he  avowed  the  fourth,  and  claimed 
the  honour  of  a  moral  poet. 


■  Ayre,  in  his  life  of  Pope»  ii.  215,  relates  an  amusing  anecdote  on  this  occa- 
non.  "  Soon  after  the  appearance  of  the  first  epistle,"  he  observes,  "  a  gen- 
tleman who  had  attempted  some  things  in  the  poetical  way,  called  on  Pope, 
who  inquired  from  him,  what  news  there  was  in  the  learned  world,  and  what 
new  pieces  were  brought  to  light  7  The  visiter  replied,  that  there  was  little  or 
nothing  worthy  notice ;  that  there  was,  indeed,  a  thing  called  an  Essay  on 
Man,  shocking  poetry,  insufferable  philosophy,  no  coherence,  no  connexion. 
Pope  could  not  repress  his  indignation^  and  instantly  avowed  himself  the  au- 
thor. This  was  like  a  clap  of  thunder  to  the  mistaken  bard,  who  took  up  his  hat 
and  never  ventured  to  show  his  unlucky  face  there  again."  It  is  generally  sup- 
posed that  Mallet  was  this  luckless  person.    £d. 
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*  In  the  conelasion  it  is  sufficientiy  acknowledged,  that 
the  doctrine  of  the  Essay  on  Man  was  received  from  Bo- 
lingbroke,  who  is  said  to  have  ridiculed  Pope,  among  those 
who  enjoyed  his  confidence,  as  having  adopted  and  ad- 
vanced principles  of  which  he  did  not  perceive  the  conse- 
quence, and  as  blindly  propagating  opinions  contrary  to  his 
own.  That  those  communications  had  been  consolidated 
into  a  scheme  regularly  drawn,  and  delivered  to  Pope, 
from  whom  it  returned  only  transformed  from  prose  to 
verse,  has  been  reported,  but  can  hardly  be  true.  The 
essay  plainly  appears  the  fabrick  of  a  poet :  what  Boliog- 
broke  supplied  could  be  only  the  first  principles ;  the  order, 
illustration,  and  embellishments,  must  all  be  Pope's. 

These  principles  it  is  not  my  business  to  clear  from  ob- 
scurity, dogmatism,  or  falsehood ;  but  they  were  not  im- 
mediately examined;  philosophy  and  poetry  have  not 
often  the  same  readers ;  and  the  essay  abounded  in  splen- 
did amplifications,  and  sparkling  sentences,  which  were  read 
and  admired  with  no  great  attention  to  their  ultimate  pur- 
pose ;  its  flowers  caught  the  eye,  which  did  not  see  what 
the  gay  foliage  concealed,  and,  for  a  time,  flourished  in  the 
sunshine  of  universal  approbation.  So  little  was  any  evil 
tendency  discovered,  that,  as  innocence  is  unsuspicious, 
many  read  it  for  a  manual  of  piety. 

Its  reputation  soon  invited  a  translator.  It  was  first 
turned  into  French  prose,  and  afterwards,  by  Resnel,  into 
verse.  Both  translations  fell  into  the  hands  of  Crousaz, 
who  first,  when  he  had  the  version  in  prose,  wrote  a  gene- 
ral censure,  and  afterwards  reprinted  Resnel's  version, 
with  particular  remarks  upon  every  paragraph. 

Crousaz  was  a  professor  of  Switzerland,  eminent  for  his 
treatise  of  logick,  and  his  Examen  da  Pyrrhonisme ;  and, 
however  little  known  or  regarded  here,  was  no  mean  anta- 
gonist. His  mind  was  one  of  those  in  which  philosophy 
and  piety  are  happily  united.  He  was  accustomed  to 
argument  and  disquisition,  and,  perhaps,  was  grown  too 
desirous  of  detecting  faults ;  but  his  intentions  were  al- 
ways right,  his  opinions  were  solid,  and  his  religion  pure. 
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inceflsaot  yigilanoe  for  the  promotion  of  piety  dis- 
posed him  to  look  with  distrust  upon  all  metaphysiofd  sj^ 
terns  of  theology^  and  all  schemes  of  yirtue  and  happiness 
purely  rational ;  and,  therefore,  it  was  not  long  before  be 
was  persuaded  that  the  positions  of  Pope,  as  they  ter- 
minated, for  the  most  part,  in  natural  reUgion,  were  in* 
tended  to  draw  mankind  away  from  revelation,  and  to  re* 
present  the  whole  course  of  things  as^a  necessary  eon* 
catenation  of  indissoluble  fatality ;  and  it  is  undeniable, 
that  in  many  passages  a  religious  eye  may  easily  dis* 
cover  expressions  not  very  favourable  to  morals,  or  to 
liberty. 

About  this  time  Warburton  began  to  make  his  appear- 
ance in  the  first  ranks  of  learning.  He  was  a  man  of 
vigorous  faculties,  a  mind  fervid  and  vehement,  supplied 
by  incessant  and  unlimited  inquiry,  with  wonderful  extent 
and  variety  of  knowledge,  which  yet  had  not  oppressed  his 
imagination,  nor  clouded  his  perspicacity.  To  every  work 
he  brought  a  memory  full  fraught,  together  with  a  fancy 
fertile  of  original  combinations,  and,  at  once,  exerted  the 
powers  of  the  scholar,  the  reasoner,  and  the  wit  But  hb 
knowledge  was  too  multifarious  to  be  always  exact,  and  his 
pursuits  too  eager  to  be  always  cautious.  His  abilities 
gave  him  an  haughty  confidence,  which  he  disdained  to 
conceal  or  mollify ;  and  his  impatience  of  opposition  disposed 
him  to  treat  his  adversaries  with  such  contemptuous  superio- 
rity, as  made  his  readers  commonly  his  enemies,  and  exmted 
against  the  advocate  the  wishes  of  some  who  favoured  the 
cause.  He  seems  to  have  adopted  the  Roman  emperour  s 
determination,  *'  oderint  dam  metuant ;"  he  used  no  allure- 
meats  of  gentle  language,  but  wished  to  compel  rallier 
than  persuade. 

His  style  is  copious  without  selection,  and  forcible  withr 
out  neatness ;  he  took  the  words  that  presented  themselves : 
his  diction  is  coarse  and  impure,  aiid  his  sentences  are 
unmeasured. 

He  had,  in  the  eariy  part  of  his  life,  pleased  himself  with 
the  notice  of  inferiour  wits,  and  corresponded  with  the  ene- 
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inies  of  Pope.  A  letter^  was  produced,  when  he  had, 
perhaps,  himself  forgotten  it,  in  which  he  tells  Concanen, 
**  Dryden,  I  observe,  borrows  for  want  of  leisure,  and 
Pope  for  want  of  genius ;  Milton  out  of  pride,  and  Addison 
ont  of  modesty."  And  when  Theobald  published  Shake- 
speare, in  opposition  to  Pope,  the  best  notes  were  supplied  ' 
by  Warburton. 

But  the  time  was  now  come  when  Warburton  was  to 
change  his  opinion;  and  Pope  was  to  find  a  defender  in  him 
who  had  contributed  so  much  to  the  exaltation  of  his  rival. 

The  arrogance  of  Warburton  excited  against  him  every 
artifice  of  offence,  and,  therefore,  it  may  be  supposed  that 
his  union  with  Pope  was  censured  as  hypocritical  incon- 
stancy ;  but  surely  to  think  differently,  at  different  times, 
of  poetical  merit,  may  be  easily  allowed.  Such  opinions 
are  often  admitted,  and  dismissed,  without  nice  examina- 
tion. Who  is  there  that  has  not  found  reason  for  changing 
his  mind  about  questions  of  greater  importance  ? 

Warburton,  whatever  was  his  motive,  undertook,  with- 
out solicitation,  to  rescue  Pope  from  the  talons  of  Crousaz, 
by  freeing  him  from  the  imputation  of  favouring  fatality, 
or  rejecting  revelation ;  and  from  month  to  month  con- 
tinued a  vindication  of  the  Essay  on  Man,  in  the  literary 
journal  of  that  time,  called  the  Republick  of  Letters. 

Pope,  who  probably  began  to  doubt  the  tendency  of  his 
own  work,  was  glad  that  the  positions,  of  which  he  per- 
ceived himself  not  to  know  the  full  meaning,  could,  by  any 
mode  of  interpretation,  be  made  to  mean  well.  How  much 
he  was  pleas^  with  his  g^ratuitous  defender,  the  following 
letter  evidently  shows : 

"  April  11, 1733. 

"  Sir, — I  have  just  received  from  Mr.  R.  two  more  of 
your  letters.  It  is  in  the  greatest  hurry  imaginable  that  I 
write  this;  but  I  cannot  help  thanking  you  in  particular 
for  your  third  letter,  which  is  so  extremely  clear,  short,  and 
full,  that  I  think  Mr.  Crousaz  ought  never  to  have  another 
answer,  and  deserved  not  so  good  an  one.   I  can  only  say, 

^  lliift  letter  is  in  Mr.  Malone's  Supplement  to  Shakespeare,  vol.  i.  p.  223. 

VOL.  VIII.  u 
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you  do  him  too  much  honour,  and  me  too  much  right,  so 
odd  as  the  expression  seems ;  for  you  have  made  my  sys- 
tem as  clear  as  I  ought  to  have  doue,  and  could  not.  It 
is,  indeed  y  the  same  system  as  mine,  but  illustrated  with  a 
.ray  of  your  own,  as  they  say  our  natural  body  is  the  same 
still  when  it  is  glorified.  I  am  sure  I  like  it  better  than  I 
did  before,  and  so  will  every  man  else.  I  know  I  meant 
just  what  you  explain;  but  I  did  not  explain  my  own 
meaning  so  well  as  you.  You  understand  me  as  well  as  I 
do  myself;  but  you  express  me  better  than  I  could  express 
myself.  Pray  accept  the  sincerest  acknowledgments.  I 
cannot  but  wish  these  letters  were  put  together  in  one  book, 
and  intend  (with  your  leave)  to  procure  a  translation  of 
part  at  least,  or  of  all  of  them,  into  French;  but  I  shall  not 
proceed  a  step  without  your  consent  and  opinion,  &c.*' 

By  this  fond  and  eager  acceptance  of  an  exculpatory 
comment,  Pope  testified  that,  whatever  might  be  the  seem- 
ing or  real  import  of  the  principles  which  he  had  received 
from  Bolingbroke,  he  had  not  intentionally  attacked  reli- 
gion ;  and  Bolingbroke,  if  he  meant  to  make  him,  without 
his  own  consent,  an  instrument  of  mischief,  found  him  now 
engaged,  with  his  eyes  open,  on  the  side  of  truth. 

It  is  known  that  Bolingbroke  concealed  from  Pope  his 
real  opinions.  He  once  discovered  theln  to  Mr.  Ho6kei 
who  related  them  again  to  Pope,  and  was  told  by  him  that 
he  must  have  mistaken  the  meaning  of  what  he  heard ; 
and  Bolingbroke,  when  Pope*s  uneasiness  incited  him  to 
desire  an  explanation,  declared  that  Hooke  had  misunder- 
stood him. 

Bolingbroke  hated  Warburton,  who  had  drawn  his  pupil 
from  him ;  and  a  little  before  Pope's  death  they  had  a  dis- 
pute, from  which  they  parted  with  mutual  aversion. 

From  this  time  Pope  lived  iiS  the  closest  intimacy* with 
his  commentator,  and  amply  rewarded  his  kindness  and  his 
zeal ;  for  he  introduced  him  to  Mr.  Murray,  by  whose  in- 
terest he  became  preacher  at  Lincoln's  inn ;  and  to  Mr. 
Allen,  who  gave  him  his  niece  and  his  estate,  and,  by  ecu- 
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sequence,  a  bishoprick.  When  he  died,  he  left  him  the 
property  of  his  works;  a  legacy  which  may  be  reasonably 
estimated  at  four  thousand  pounds. 

Pope*8  fondness  for  the  -Essay  on  Man  appeared  by  his 
desire  of  its  propagation.  Dobson,  who  had  gained  reputa- 
tion by  his  version  of  Prior's  Solomon,  was  employed  by 
him  to  translate  it  into  Latin  verse,  and  was,  for  that  pur- 
pose, some  time  at  Twickenham ;  but  he  left  his  work, 
whatever  was  the  reason,  unfinished ;  and,  by  Benson's  in- 
vitation, undertook  the  longer  task  of  Paradise  Lost. 
Pope  then  desired  his  friend  to  find  a  scholar  who  should 
turn  his  essay  into  Latin  prose ;  but  no  such  performance 
has  ever  appeared. 

Pope  lived  at  this  time  **  among  the  great,"  with  that  re- 
ception and  respect  to  which  his  works  entitled  him,  and 
which  he  had  not  impaired  by  any  private  misconduct  or 
factious  partiality.  Though  Bolingbroke  was  his  friend, 
Walpole  was  not  his  enemy;  but  treated  him  with  so  much 
consideration  as,  at  his  request,  to  solicit  and  obtain  from 
the  French  minister  an  abbey  for  Mr.  Southcot,  whom  he 
considered  himself  as  obliged  to  reward,  by  this  exertion 
of  his  interest,  for  the  benefit  which  he  had  received  from 
his  attendance  in  a  long  illness. 

It  was  said,  that,  when  the  court  was  at  Richmond, 
queen  Caroline  had  declared  her  intention  to  visit  him; 
This  may  have  been  only  a  careless  efiiision,  thought  on 
BO  more :  the  report  of  such  notice,  however,  was  soon  in 
many  mouths;  and,  if  I  do  not  forget  or  misapprehend 
Savage's  account.  Pope,  pretending  to  decline  what  was 
not  yet  offered,  left  his  house  for  a  time,  not,  I  suppose, 
for  any  other  reason  than  lest  he  should  be  thought  to  stay 
at  home  in  expectation  of  an  honour  which  would  not  be 
conferred.  He  was,  therefore,  angry  at  Swift,  who  repre- 
sents him  as  "  refusing  the  visits  of  a  queen,"  because  he 
knew  that  what  had  never  been  offered  had  never  been 
refused. 

Beside  the  general  system  of  morality,  supposed  to  be 
contained  in  the  Essay  on  Man,  it  was  his  intention  to 

u2 
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write  distiBct  poems  upon  the  different  daties  or  conditions 
of  life ;  one  of  which  is  the  epistle  to  lord  Bathurst,  1733, 
on  the  Use  of  Riches,  a  piece  on  which  he  declared  ^eat 
labour  to  have  been  bestowed''. 

Into  this  poem  some  incidents  are  historically  thrown, 
and  some  known  characters  are  introduced,  with  others  of 
which  it  is  difficult  to  say  how  far  they  are  real  or  fictitious; 
but  the  praise  of  Kyrl,  the  man  of  Ross,  deserves  par- 
ticular examination,  who,  after  a  long  and  pompons  enu- 
meration of  his  publick  works  and  private  charities,  is  said 
to  have  diffused  all  those  blessings  from  "  five  hundred  a 
year."  Wonders  are  willingly  told,  and  willingly  heard. 
The  truth  is,  that  Kyrl  was  a  man  of  known  integrity 
and  active  benevolence,  by  whose  solicitation  the  wealthy 
were  persuaded  to  pay  contributions  to  his  charitable 
schemes;  this  influence  he  obtained  by  an  example  of 
liberality  exerted  to  the  utmost  extent  of  his  power,  and 
was  thus  enabled  to  give  more  than  he  had.  This  account 
Mr.  Victor  received  from  the  minister  of  the  place :  and  I 
have  preserved  it,  that  the  praise  of  a  good  man,  being 
made  more  credible,  may  be  more  solid.  Narrations  of 
romantick  and  impracticable  virtue  will  be  read  with  won- 
der, but  that  which  is  unattainable  is  recommended  in 
.  vain ;  that  good  may  be  endeavoured,  it  must  be  shown  to 
be  possible. 

This  is  the  only  piece  in  which  the  author  has  given  a 
hint  of  his  religion,  by  ridiculing  the  ceremony  of  burning 
the  pope,  and  by  mentioning,  with  some  indignation,  the  in-n 
scription  on  the  monument. 

When  this  poem  was  first  published,  the  dialogue,  hav- 
ing no  letters  of  direction,  was  perplexed  and  obscure. 
Pope  seems  to  have  written  with  no  very  distinct  idea ;  for 
he  calls  that  an  Epistle  to  Bathurst,  in  which  Bathurst  is 
introduced  as  speaking. 

He  afterwards,  1734,  inscribed  to  lord  Cobham  his 
Characters  of  Men,  written  with  close  attention  to  the 
operations  of  the  mind  and  modifications  of  life.     In  this 

^  Spence. 
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poem  he  has  endeavoured  to  establish  and  exemplify  his 
favourite  theory  of  the  ''  ruling  passion,*^  by  which  he 
means  an  original  direction  of  desire  to  some  particular 
object ;  an  innate  affection,  which  gives  all  action  a  deter- 
minate and  invariable  tendency,  and  operates  upon  the 
whole  system  of  life,  either  openly,  or  more  secretly  by 
the  intervention  of  some  accidental  or  subordinate  propen- 
sion. 

Of  any  passion,  thus  innate  and  irresistible,  the  existence 
may  reasonably  be  doubted.  Human  characters  are  by  no 
means  constant ;  men  change  by  change  of  place,  of  for- 
tune, of  acquaintance ;  he  who  is  at  one  time  a  lover  of 
pleasure,  is  at  another  a  lover  of  money.  Those,  indeed, 
who  attain  any  excellence,  commonly  spend  life  in  one 
pursuit:  for  excellence  is  not  often  gained  upon  easier 
terms.  But  to  the  particular  species  of  excellence  men 
are  directed,  not  by  an  ascendant  planet  or  predominating 
humour,  but  by  the  first  book  which  they  read,  some  early 
conversation  which  they  heard,  or  some  accident  which  ex- 
cited ardour  and  emulation. 

It  must  be,  at  least,  allowed,  that  this  "  ruling  passion," 
antecedent  to  reason  and  observation,  must  have  an  object 
independent  on  human  contrivance ;  for  there  can  be  no 
natural  desire  of  artificial  good.  No  man,  therefore,  can 
be  bom,  in  the  strict  acceptation,  a  lover  of  money ;  for  he 
may  be  born  where  money  does  not  exist :  nor  can  he  be 
bom,  in  a  moral  sense,  a  lover  of  his  country ;  for  society, 
politically  regulated,  is  a  state  contradistinguished  from  a 
state  of  nature ;  and  any  attention  to  that  coalition  of  inter- 
ests which  makes  the  happiness  oC  a  country,  is  possible 
only  to  those  whom  inquiry  and  reflection  have  enabled  to 
comprehend  it. 

This  doctrine  is,  in  itself,  pernicious,  as  well  as  false ;  its 
tendency  is  to  produce  the  belief  of  a  kind  of  moral  pre- 
destination, or  overruling  principle  which  cannot  be  resist- 
ed; he  that  admits  it  is  prepared  to  comply  with  every 
desire  that  caprice  or  opportunity  shall  excite,  and  to  flatter 
himself  that  he  submits  only  to  the  lawful  dominion  of  na- 
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ture,  in  obeying  the  resistless  authority  of  his  "  ruling 
passion  "*." 

Pope  has  formed  his  theory  with  so  little  skill,  that,  in 
the  examples  by  which  he  illustrates  and  confirms  it,  he 
has  confounded  passions,  appetites,  and  habits. 

To  the  Characters  of  Men,  he  added  soon  after,  in  an 
epistle  supposed  to  have  been  addressed  to  Martha  Blount* 
but  which  the  last  edition  has  taken  from  her,  the  Charac- 
ters of  Women.  This  poem,  which  was  laboured  with 
great  diligence,  and  in  the  author's  opinion  with  great 
success,  was  neglected  at  its  first  publication,  as  the  com- 
mentator supposes,  because  the  publick  was  informed,  by 
an  advertisement,  that  it  contained  *'  no  character  drawn 
from  the  Ufe ;''  an  assertion  which  Pope  probably  did  not 
expect  or  wish  to  have  been  believed,  and  which  he  soon 
gave  his  readers  sufficient  reason  to  distrust,  by  telling  them, 
in  a  note,  that  the  work  was  imperfect,  because  part  of  his 
subject  was  ''  vice  too  high"  to  be  yet  exposed. 

The  time,  however,  soon  came,  in  whicff  it  was  safe  to 

■  It  has  been  admitted,  by  divines,  even  that  some  sins  do  more  especially 
beset  particular  individuals.  Mr.  Roscoe  enters  into  a  long  vindication  of  Pope's 
doctrine  against  the  imputations  of  Dr.  Johnson ;  the  most  satisfactory  parts 
of  which  are  the  refutations  drawn  from  Pope's  own  essay. 

The  business  of  reason  is  shown  to  be, 

to  rectify,  not  overthrow. 
And  treat  this  passion  more  as  friend  than  foe. 

Essay  on  Man,  ep.  ii.  164. 

Th'  eternal  art,  educing  good  from  ill. 

Grafts  on  this  passion  our  best  principle ; 

Tis  thus  the  mereury  of  man  is  fix'd : 

Strong  grows  the  virtue  with  his  nature  mix'd.  lb.  ii.  175. 

^  As  fruits,  ungrateful  to  the  planter's  care, 

On  savage  stocks  inserted  learn  to  bear. 
The  surest  virtues  thus  from  passions  shoot. 
Wild  nature's  vigour  working  at  the  root. 
What  crops  of  wit  and  honesty  appear 
From  spleen,  from  obstinacy,  hate,  or  fear,  &c.  lb.  ii.  181. 

"  And  thus,"  concludes  Mr.  Roscoe,  "  the  injurious  consequences  which  John- 
son supposes  to  be  derived  from  Pope's  idea  of  the  ruling  passion,  are  not  only 
obviated,  but  that  patnan  itself  is  dkown  to  bi  conducive  to  our  highest  moral 
improvement."    £o. 
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display  the  datchess  of  Marlborough  under  the  name  of 
Atossa;  and  her  character  was  inserted  with  no  great 
honour  to  the  writer^s  gratitude. 

•  He  published,  from  time  to  time,  between  1730  and  1740, 
imitations  of  different  poems  of  Horace,  generally  with  his 
name,  and  once,  as  was  suspected,  without  it.  What  hd 
was  upon  moral  principles  ashamed  to  own,  he  ought  to 
have  suppressed.  Of  these  pieces  it  is  useless  to  settle 
the  dates,  as  they  had  seldom  much  relation  to  the  times, 
and,  perhaps,  had  been  long  in  his  hands.  « 

This  mode  of  imitation,  in  which  the  ancients  are  fami- 
liarized, by  adapting  their  sentiments  to  modem  topicks, 
by  making  Horace  say  of  Shakespeare  what  he  originally 
said  of  Ennius,  and  accommodating  his  satires  on  Pantola- 
bus  and  Nomentanus  to  the  flatterers  and  prodigals  of  our 
own  time,  was  first  practised  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the 
second,  by  Oldham  and  Rochester,  at  least  I  remember  no 
instances  more  ancient.  It  b  a  kind  of  middle  composition 
between  translation  and  original  design,  which  pleases 
when  the  thoughts  are  unexpectedly  applicable,  and  the 
parallels  lucky.  It  seems  to  have  been  Pope's  favourite 
amusement ;  for  he  has  carried  it  farther  than  any  former 
poet. 

He  published,  likewise,  a  revival,  in  smoother  nuinbers, 
of  Dr.  Donne's  satires,  which  was  recommended  to  him  by 
the  duke  of  Shrewsbury  and  the  earl  of  Oxford.  They 
made  no  great  impression  on  the  publick.  Pope  seems  to 
have  known  their  imbecility,  and»  therefore,  suppressed 
them  while  he  was  yet  contending  to  rise  in  reputation, 
but  ventured  them  when  he  thought  their  deficiencies  more 
likely  to  be  imputed  to  Donne  than  to  himself. 

The  epistle  to  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  which  seems  to  be  de- 
rived, in  its  first  design,  from  Boileau's  Address  d  sonEsprii, 
was  published  in  January,  1785,  about  a  month  before  the 
death  of  him  to  whom  it  is  inscribed.  It  is  to  be  regretted, 
that  either  honour  or  pleasure  should  have  been  missed  by 
Arbuthnot ;  a  man  estimable  for  his  learning,  amiable  foe 
his  life,  and  venerable  for  his  piety. 
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Arbuthnot  was  a  man  of  great  comprehension,  skiifiil  in 
his  profession,  versed  in  the  sciences,  acquainted  with  an- 
cient literature,  and  able  to  animate  his  mass  of  knowledge 
by  a  bright  and  active  imagination ;  a  scholar  with  great 
brilliancy  of  wit ;  a  wit,  who,  in  the  crowd  of  life,  retained 
and  discovered  a  noble  ardour  of  religious  zeal. 

In  this  poem  Pope  seems  to  reckon  with  the  pablick. 
He  vindicates  himself  from  censures ;  and  with  dignity, 
rather  than  arrogance,  enforces  his  own  claims  to  kindness 
and  respect. 

Into  this  poem  are  interwoven  several  paragraphs  which 
had  been  before  printed  as  a  fragment,  and  among  them 
the  satirical  lines  upon  Addison,  of  which  the  last  couplet 
has  been  twice  corrected.    It  was  at  first. 

Who  would  not  smile  if  such  a  man  there  be  ? 
Who  would  not  laugh  if  Addison  were  he  ? 

Then, 
Who  would  not  grieve  if  such  a  man  there  be  ? 
Who  would  not  laugh  if  Addison  w^e  he  ? 

At  last  it  is. 

Who  but  must  laugh  if  such  a  man  there  be? 
Who  would  not  weep  if  Atticus  were  he  ? 

He  was  at  this  time  at  open  war  with  lord  Hervey,  who 
had  distinguished  himself  as  a  steady  adherent  to  the  mi- 
nistry; and,  being  offended  with  a  contemptuous  answer 
to  one  of  his  pamphlets '',  had  summoned  Pulteney  to  a 
duel.  Whether  he  or  Pope  made  the  first  attack,  perha^, 
cannot  now  be  easily  known :  fae  had  written  an  invective 
against  Pope,  whom  he  calls,  ^'  Hard  as  thy  heart,  and  as 
thy  birth  obscure ;"  and  hints  that  his  father  was  a  haiier'. 
To  this  Pope  wrote  a  reply  in  verse  and  prose ;  the  verses 
are  in  this  poem ;  and  the  prose,  though  it  was  never  sent, 

>  Entitled,  Sedition  and  Defamation  displayed.  8vo.  1733.    R. 

T  Among  many  manuscripts,  letters,  &c.  relating  to  Pope,  which  I  have  Utelv 
seen,  is  a  lampoon  in  the  bible  style,  of  much  humour,  but  irreverent,  in  which 
Pope  is  ridiculed  as  the  son  of  a  hatter. 
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is  printed  .among  his  letters ;  but  to  a  cool  reader  of  the 
present  time  exhibits  nothing  but  tedious  malignity. 

His  last  satires,  of  the  general  kind,  were  two  dialogues, 
named,  from  the  year  in  which  they  were  published.  Seven- 
teen Hundred  and  Thirty-eight.  In  these  poems  many  are 
praised,  and  many  are  reproached.  Pope  was  then  en- 
tangled in  the  opposition ;  a  follower  of  the  prince  of  Wales, 
who  dined  at  his  house,  and  the  friend  of  many  who  ob- 
structed and  censured  the  conduct  of  the  ministers.  His 
political  partiality  was  too  plainly  shown:  he  forgot  the 
prudence  with  which  he  passed,  in  his  earlier  years,  unin- 
jured and  unoffending,  through  much  more  violent  conflicts 
of  faction. 

In  the  first  dialogue,  having  an  opportunity  of  praising 
Allen  of  Bath,  he  asked  his  leave  to  mention  him  as  a  man 
not  illustrious  by  any  merit  of  his  ancestors,  and  called  him 
in  his  verses  ''  low-bom  Allen."  Men  are  seldom  satisfied 
with  praise  introduced  or  followed  by  any  mention  of  de- 
fect. Allen  seems  not  to  have  taken  any  pleasure  in  his 
epithet,  which  was  afterwards  softened '  into  *'  humble 
Allen." 

In  the  second  dialogue  he  took  some  liberty  with  one  of 
the  Foxes,  among  others ;  which  Fox,  in  a  reply  to  Ly  ttel- 
ton,  took  an  opportunity  of  repaying,  by  reproaching  him 
with  the  friendship  of  a  lampooner,  who  scattered  his  ink 
without  fear  or  decency,  and  against  whom  he  hoped  the 
resentment  of  the  legislature  would  quickly  be  discharged. 

About  this  time  Paul  Whitehead,  a  small  poet,  was  sum- 
moned before  the  lords  for  a  poem  called  Manners,  to- 
gether with  Dodsley,  his  publisher.  Whitehead,  who  hung 
loose  upon  society,  skulked  and  escaped;  but  Dodsley's 
shop  and  family  made  his  appearance  necessary.  He  was, 
however,  soon  dismissed ;  and  the  whole  process  was  pro- 
bably intended  rather  to  intimidate  Pope,  than  to  punish 
Whitehead. 

Pope  never  afterwards  attempted  to  join  the  patriot 

*  On  a  hint  from  Warburton.  There  is,  however,  reason  to  think,  from  the 
appearance  of  the  house  in  which  Allen  was  born  at  Saint  Blaise,  that  he  was 
not  of  a  hw,  but  of  a  deeayed  family. 
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with  the  poet,  nor  drew  his  pen  upon  statesmen.  That  he 
desisted  from  his  attempts  of  reformation  is  imputed,  by 
his  commentator,  to  his  despair  of  prevailing  oyer  the  cor- 
ruption of  the  time.  He  was  not  likely  to  have  been  ever 
of  opinion,  that  the  dread  of  his  satire  would  countervail 
the  love  of  power  or  of  money;  he  pleased  himself  with 
being  important  and  formidable,  and  gratified  sometimes 
his  pride,  and  sometimes  his  resentment;  till,  at  last,  he 
began  to  think  he  should  be  more  safe,  if  he  were  less 
busy. 

The  Memoirs  of  Scriblerus,  published  about  this  time, 
extend  only  to  the  first  book  of  a  work  projected  in  concert 
by  Pope,  Swift,  and  Arbuthnot,  who  used  to  meet  in  the 
time  of  queen  Anne,  and  denominated  themselves  the 
Scriblerus  Club.  Their  purpose  was  to  censure  the  abuses 
of  learning  by  a  fictitious  life  of  an  infatuated  scholar. 
They  were  dispersed ;  the  design  was  never  completed ; 
and  Warburton  laments  its  miscarriage,  as  an  event  very 
disastrous  to  polite  letters. 

If  the  whole  may  be  estimated  by  this  specimen,  which 
seems  to  be  the  production  of  Arbuthnot,  with  a  few 
touches,  perhaps,  by  Pope,  the  want  of  more  will  not  be 
much  lamented ;  for  the  follies  which  the  writer  ridicules 
are  so  little  practise.d,  that  they  are  not  known ;  nor  can 
the  satire  be  understood  but  by  the  learned:  he  raises 
phantoms  of  absurdity,  and  then  drives  them  away.  He 
cures  diseases  that  were  never  felt. 

For  this  reason  this  joint  production  of  three  great 
writers  has  never  obtained  any  notice  from  mankind ;  it 
has  been  little  read,  or  when  read  has  been  forgotten,  as 
no  man  could  be  wiser,  better,  or  merrier,  by  remember^ 
ing  it. 

The  design  cannot  boast  of  much  originality ;  for,  be- 
sides its  general  resemblance  to  Don  Quixote,  there  will 
be  found  in  it  particular  imitations  of  the  History  of  Mr. 
Oufile. 

Swift  carried  so  much  of  it  into  Ireland  as  supplied  him 
with  hints  for  his  travels ;  and  with  those  the  world  might 
have  been  contented,  though  the  rest  had  been  suppressed. 
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Pope  had  soaght  for  images  and  sentiments  in  a  region 
not  known  to  have  been  explored  by  many  other  of  the 
English  writers ;  he  had  consulted  the  modem  writers  of 
Latin  poetry,  a  class  of  authors  whom  Boileau  endeavoured 
to  bring  into  contempt,  and  who  are  too  generally  neg^ 
lected.  Pope,  however,  was  not  ashamed  of  their  ac- 
quaintance/ nor  ungrateful  for  the  advantages  which  he 
might  have  derived  from  it.  A  small  selection  from  the 
Italians,  who  wrote  in  Latin,  had  been  published  at  Lon- 
don, about  the  latter  end  of  the  last  century,  by  a  man  * 
who  concealed  his  name,  but  whom  his  preface  shows  to 
have  been  weU  qualified  for  his  undertaking.  This  collec- 
tion Pope  amplified  by  more  than  half,  and,  1740,  pub- 
lished it  in  two  volumes,  but  injuriously  omitted  his  prede^^ 
cesser's  preface.  To  these  books,  which  had  nothing  but 
the  mere  text,  no  regard  was  paid ;  die  authors  were  still 
neglected,  and  the  editor  was  neither  praised  nor  cen- 
sured. 

He  did  not  sink  into  idleness ;  he  had  planned  a  work, 
which  he  considered  as  subsequent  to  his  Essay  on  Man, 
of  which  he  has  given  this  account  to  Dr  Swift : 

"  March  25,  1736. 

*'  If  ever  I  write  any  more  epistles  in  verse,  one  of 
them  shall  be  addressed  to  you.  I  have  long  concerted  it, 
and  begun  it ;  but  I  would  make  what  bears  your  name  as 
finished  as  my  last  work  ought  to  be,  that  is  to  say,  more 
finished  than  any  of  the  rest.    The  subject  is  large,  and 

*  Since  ducovered  to  have  been  Atterbury,  afterwards  bishop  of  Rochester. 
See  the  collectbn  of  that  prelate's  Epistolary  Correspondence,  vol.  iv.  p.  6.    N. 

This  I  believe  to  be  an  error.  Mr.  Nichols  has  ascribed  this  preface  to  Au 
teibury  on  the  authority  of  Dr.  Walter  Harte,  who,  in  a  manoscript  note  on  a 
copy  of  Pope's  edition,  expresses  his  surprise  that  Pope  should  there  have  de- 
scribed the  former  editor  as  anonymous,  as  he  himself  had  told  Harte  fourteen 
years  before  his  own  publication,  that  this  preface  was  by  Atterbury.  The  ex- 
plication is  probably  this ;  that  during  that  period  he  had  discovered  that  he  had 
been  in  a  mistake.  By  a  manuscript  note  in  a  copy  presented  by  Crynes  to  the 
Bodleian  library,  we  are  informed  that  the  former  editor  was  Thomas  Power,  of 
Trinity  college,  Cambridge.  Power  was  bred  at  Westminster,  under  Busby,  and 
was  elected  off  to  Cambridge  in  the  year  1678.  He  was  author  of  a  translation  of 
llfilton's  Paradise  Lost;  of  which  only  the  first  book  was  publisbed,tn  1691.  J.  B* 
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will  divide  into  four  epistles,  which  naturally  follow  the 
Essay  on  Man ;  viz.  1.  Of  the  extent  and  limits  of  human 
reason  and  science.  2.  A  view  of  the  useful,  and,  there- 
fore, attainable,  and  of  the  unuseful,  and,  therefore,  unat- 
tainable, arts.  3.  Of  the  nature,  ends,  application,  and 
use^  of  different  capacities.  4.  Of  the  use  of  learning,  of 
the  science  of  the  world,  and  of  wit.  It  will  conclude 
with  a  satire  ag^nst  the  misapplication  of  all  these,  exem- 
plified by  pictures,  characters,  and  examples." 

This  work  in  its  full  extent,  being  now  afflicted  with  an 
asthma,  and  finding  the  powers  of  life  gradually  declining, 
he  had  no  longer  courage  to  undertake ;  but,  from  the  ma- 
terials which  he  had  provided,  he  added,  at  Warburton*s 
request,  another  book  to  the  Dunciad,  of  which  the  design 
is  to  ridicule  such  studies  as  are  either  hopeless  or  use- 
less, as  either  pursue. what  is  unattainable,  or  what,  if  it 
be  attained,  is  of  no  use. 

When  this  book  was  printed,  1742,  the  laurel  had  been, 
for  some  time,  upon  the  head  of  Gibber ;  a  man  whom  it 
cannot  be  supposed  that  Pope  could  regard  with  much 
kindness  or  esteem,  though,  in  one  of  the  imitations  of 
Horace,  he  has  liberally  enough  praised  the  Careless  Hus- 
band. In  the  Dunciad,  among  other  worthless  scribblers, 
he  had  mentioned  Gibber;  who,  in  his  Apology,  com- 
plains of  the  great  poet's  unkindness  as  more  injurious, 
**  because,"  says  he,  *'  I  never  have  offended  him." 

It  might  have  been  expected,  that  Pope  should  have 
been,  in  some  degree,  mollified  by  this  submissive  gentle- 
ness, but  no  such  consequence  appeared.  Though  he  con- 
descended to  coDunend  Gibber  once,  he  mentioned  him 
afterwards  contemptuously  in  one  of  his  satires,  and  again 
in  his  epistle  to  Arbuthnot :  and,  in  the  fourth  book  of  the 
Dunciad,  attacked  him  with  acrimony,  to  which  the  pro- 
vocation is  not  easily  discoverable.  Perhaps  he  imagined, 
that,  in  ridiculing  the  laureate,  he  satirized  those  by  whom 
the  laurel  had  been  given,  and  gratified  that  ambitious 
petulance,  with  which  he  affected  to  insult  the  great. 

The  severity  of  this  satire  left  Gibber  no  longer  any  pa- 
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tience.  He  had  confidence  enough  in  his  own  powers  to 
believe,  that  he  could  disturb  the  quiet  of  his  adversary, 
and,  doubtless,  did  not  want  instigators,  who,  without  any 
care  about  the  victory,  desired  to  amuse  themselves  by 
looking  on  the  contest.  He,  therefore,  gave  the  town  a 
pamphlet,  in  which  he  declares  his  resolution,  from  that 
time,  never  to  bear  another  blow  without  returning  it,  and 
to  tire  out  his  adversary  by  perseverance,  if  he  cannot 
conquer  him  by  strength. 

•  The  incessant  and  unappeasable  malig^ty  of  Pope  he 
imputes  to  a  very  distant  cause.  After  the  Three  Hours 
after  Marriage  had  been  driven  off  the  stage,  by  the  of- 
fence which  the  mummy  and  crocodile  gave  the  audience, 
while  the  exploded  scene  was  yet  fresh  in  memory,  it  hap- 
pened that  Gibber  played  Bayes  in  the  Rehearsal ;  and, 
as  it  had  been  usual  to  enliven  the  part  by  the  mention  of 
any  recent  theatrical  transactions,  he  said,  that  he  once 
thought  to  have  introduced  his  lovers  disguised  in  a  mummy 
and  a  crocodile.  *'  This,"  says  he,  "  was  received  with 
loud  claps,  which  indicated  contempt  of  the  play."  Pope, 
who  was  behind  the  scenes,  meeting  him  as  he  left  the 
stage,  attacked  him,  as  he  says,  with  all  the  virulence  of  a 
*'  wit  out  of  his  senses ;"  to  which  he  replied,  ''  that  he 
would  take  no  other  notice  of  what  was  said  by  so  parti- 
cular a  man,  than  to  declare,  that,  as  often  as  he  played 
that  part,  he  would  repeat  the  same  provocation." 

He  shows  his  opinion  to  be,  that  Pope  was  one  of  the 
authors  of  the  play  which  he  so  zealously  defended ;  and 
adds  an  idle  story  of  Pope's  behaviour  at  a  tavern. 

The  pamphlet  was  written  with  little  power  of  thought 
or  language,  and,  if  suffered  to  remain  without  notice, 
would  have  been  very  soon  forgotten.  Pope  had  now 
been  enough  acquainted  with  human  life  to  know,  if  his 
passion  had  not  been  too  powerful  for  his  understanding, 
that,  from  a  contention  like  his  with  Gibber,  the  world 
seeks  nothing  but  diversion,  which  is  given  at  the  expense 
of  the  higher  character.  When  Gibber  lampooned  Pope, 
curiosity  was  excited ;  what  Pope  would  say  of  Gibber, 
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nobody  inquired,  but  in  hope  that  Pope's  asperity  might 
betray  his  pain  and  lessen  his  dignity. 

He  should,  therefore,  have  suffered  the  pamphlet  to 
flutter  and  die,  without  coufessiug  that  it  stung  him.  The 
dishonour  of  being  shown  as  Gibber's  antagonist  could 
never  be  compensated  by  the  victory.  Gibber  had  nothing 
to  lose ;  when  Pope  had  exhausted  all  his  malignity  upon 
him,  he  would  rise  in  the  esteem  both  of  his  friends  and 
his  enemies.  Silence  only  could  have  made  him  despica- 
ble ;  the  blow  which  did  not  appear  to  be  felt  would  have 
been  struck  in  vain. 

But  Pope's  irascibility  prevailed,  and  he  resolved  to  tell 
the  whole  English  world  that  he  was  at  war  with  Gibber ; 
and,  to  show  that  he  thought  him  no  common  adversary, 
he  prepared  no  common  vengeance ;  he  published  a  new 
edition  of  the  Dunciad^  in  which  he  degraded  Theobald 
from  his  painful  preeminence,  and  enthroned  Gibber  in 
his  stead.  Unhappily  the  two  heroes  were  of  opposite 
characters,  and  Pope  was  unwilling  to  lose  what  he  had 
already  written ;  he  has,  therefore,  depraved  his  poem  by 
giving  to  Gibber  the  old  books,  the  cold  pedantry,  and 
the  sluggish  pertinacity  of  Theobald. 

Pope  was  ignorant  enough  of  his  own  interest,  to  make 
another  change,  and  introduced  Osborne  contending^  for 
the  prize  among  the  booksellers.  Osborne  was  a  man  en- 
tirely destitute  of  shame,  without  sense  of  any  disgrace  but 
that  of  poverty.  He  told  me,  when  he  was  doing  that 
which  raised  Pope's  resentment,  that  he  should  be  put  into 
the  Dunciad ;  but  he  had  the  fate  of  Gassandra.  I  gave 
no  credit  to  his  prediction,  till,  in  time,  I  saw  it  accomplish- 
ed. The  shafts  of  satire  were  directed  equally  in  vain 
jEigainst  Gibber  and  Osborne ;  being  repelled  by  the  im- 
penetrable impudence  of  one,  and  deadened  by  the  impas- 
sive dulness  of  the  other.  Pope  confessed  his  own  pain 
by  his  anger ;  but  he  gave  no  pain  to  those  who  had  pro- 
voked him.     He  was  able  to  hurt  none  but  himself;  by 

«»  In  1748. 
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transferring  the  same  ridicule  from  one  to  another,  he  de- 
stroyed its  eflScacy ;  for  by  showing  that  what  he  had  said 
of  one  he  was  ready  to  say  of  anpther,  he  reduced  himself 
to  the  insignificance  of  his  own  magpip,  who,  from  his  cage, 
calls  cuckold  at  a  venture. 

Gibber,  according  to  his  engagement,  repaid  the  Dun- 
ciad  with  another  pamphlet^,  which,  Pope  said,  "  would 
be  as  good  as  a  dose  of  hartshorn  to  him  ;**  but  bis  tongue 
and  his  heart  were  at  variance.  I  have  heard  Mr.  Rich- 
ardson relate,  that  he  attended  his  father,  the  painter,  on  a 
visit,  when  one  of  Cibber^s  pamphlets  came  into  the  hands 
of  Pope,  who  said, ''  these  things  are  my  diversion."  They 
sat  by  him  while  he  perused  it,  and  saw  his  features  writh- 
ing with  anguish ;  and  young  Richardson  said  to  his  father, 
when  they  retarned,  that  he  hoped  to  be  preserved  from 
such  diversion  as  had  been  that  day  the  lot  of  Pope. 

From  this  time,  finding  his  diseases  more  oppressive, 
and  his  vital  powers  gradually  declining,  he  no  longer 
strained  his  faculties  with  any  original  composition,  nor 
proposed  any  other  employment  for  his  remaining  life  than 
the  revisal  and  correction  of  his  former  works ;  in  which 
he  received  advice  and  assistance  irom  Warburton,  whom 
he  appears  to  have  trusted  and  honoured  in  the  highest 
degree. 

He  laid  aside  his  epick  poem,  perhaps  without  much 
loss  to  mankind ;  for  his  hero  was  Brutus  the  Trojan,  who, 
according  to  a  ridiculous  fiction,  established  a  colony  in 
Britain.  The  subject,  therefore,  was  of  the  fabulous  age: 
the  actors  were  a  race  upon  whom  imagination  has  been 
exhausted,  and  attention  wearied,  and  to  whom  the  mind 
williiot  easily  be  recalled,  when  it  is  invited  in  blank  verse, 
which  Pope  had  adopted  with  great  imprudence,  and,  I 
thij^,  without  due  consideration  of  the  nature  of  our  Ian* 
guage.  The  sketch  is,  at  least  in  part,  preserved  by  Ruff- 
head;  by  which  it  appears  that  Pope  was  thoughtless 
enough  to  model  the  names  of  his  heroes  with  tormina* 

«  la  1744. 
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tions  not  consistent  with  the  time  or  country  in  which  he 
places  them. 

He  lingered  through  the  next  year ;  but  perceived  him- 
self, as  he  expresses  it,  ''  going  down  the  hill."  He  had, 
for  at  least  five  years,  been  afflicted  with  an  asthma,  and 
other  disorders,  which  his  physicians  were  unable  to  re- 
lieve. Towards  the  end  of  his  life  he  consulted  Dr.  Thom- 
son, a  man  who  had,  by  large  promises,  and  free  censures 
of  the  common  practice  of  physick,  forced  himself  up  into 
sudden  reputation.  Thomson  declared  his  distemper  to 
be  a  dropsy,  and  evacuated  part  of  the  water  by  tincture 
of  jalap;  but  confessed  that  his  belly  did  not  subside. 
Thomson  had  many  enemies,  and  Pope  was  persuaded  to 
dismiss  him. 

While  he  was  yet  capable  of  amusement  and  conversa- 
tion, as  he  was  one  day  sitting  in  the  air  with  lord  Boling- 
broke  and  lord  Marchmont,  he  saw  his  favourite  Martha 
Blount  at  the  botton  of  the  terrace,  and  asked  lord  Boling- 
broke  to  go  and  hand  her  up.  Bolingbroke,  not  liking  his 
errand,  crossed  his  legs  and  sat  still ;  but  lord  Marchmont, 
who  was  younger  and  less  captious,  waited  on  the  lady, 
who,  when  he  came  to  her,  asked,  **  What,  is  he  not  dead 
yet^?*'  She  is  said  to  have  neglected  him,  with  shameful 
unkindness,  in  the  latter  time  of  his  decay  ;  yet,  of  the  lit- 
tle which  he  had  to  leave  she  had  a  very  gjeat  part*  Their 
acquaintance  began  early ;  the  life  of  each  was  pictured 
on  the  other's  mind ;  their  conversation,  therefore,  was 
endearing,  for  when  they  met,  there  was  an  immediate 
coalition  of  congenial  notions.  Perhaps  he  considered  her 
unwillingness  to  approach  the  chamber  of  sickness  as  fe- 
male weakness,  or  human  frailty ;  perhaps  he  was  conscious 
to  himself  of  peevishness  and  impatience,  or,  though  he 
was  offended  by  her  inattention,  might  yet  consider  her 
merit  as  overbalancing  her  fault  t  and  if  he  had  suflered 
his  heart  to  be  alienated  from  her,  he  could  have  found  no- 
thing that  might  fill  her  place ;  he  could  have  only  shrunk 

^  Mr.  R(Mcoe,with  good  reason,  doubts  the  accuracy  of  this  inconsiitent  and 
improbable  story.    See  his  life  of  Pope,  556. 
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hinuielf ;  it  wa^  too-late  to  transfer  bis  confidence  or 
fondness. 

In  May 9 1744»  his  death  was  approaching*;  on  the  6th, 
he  was  all  day  delirious^  which  he  mentioned  four  days  af- 
terwards as  a  sufficient  humiliation  of  the  vanity  of  man ; 
he  afterwards  complained  ^of  seeing  things  as  through  a 
curtain,  and  in  false  colours ;  and  one  day,  in  ine  presence 
of  Dodsley,  asked  what  arm  it  was  that  came  out  from  the 
wall.  He  said  that  his  greatest  inconvenience  was  in- 
ability to  think. 

Bolingbroke  sometimes  wept  over  him  in  this  state  of 
helpless  decay ;  and  being  told  by  Spenee,  that  Pope,  at 
the  intermission  of  his  deliriousness,  was  always  saying 
something  kind  either  of  his  present  or  absent  friends,  and 
that  his  humanity  seemed  to  have  survived  his  understand- 
ing, answered,  "  It  has  so."  And  added,  "  I  never  in  my 
life  knew  a  man  that  had  so  tender  a  heart  for  his  particulajr 
friends,  or  more  general  friendship  for  mankind."  At  an- 
other time  he  said,  **  I  have  known  Pope  these  thirty  years, 
and  value  myself  more  in  his  friendship  than" — His  grief 
then  suppressed  his  voice. 

Pope  expressed  undoubting  confidence  of  a  future  state. 
Being  asked  by  his  friend  Mr.  Hooke,  a  papist,  whether 
he  would  not  die  like  his  father  and  mother,  and  whether 
a  priest  should  not  be  called ;  he  answered,  **  I  do  not 
think  it  essential,  but  it  will  be  very  right ;  and  I  thank 
you  for  putting  me  in  mind  of  it." 

In  the  morning,  after  the  priest  had  given  him  the  last 
sacraments,  he  said,  "  There  is  nothing  that  is  meritorious 
but  virtue  and  friendship,  and  indeed  friendship  itself  is 
only. a  part  of  virtue." 

He  died  in  the  evening  of  the  thirtieth  day  of  May,  1744, 
so  placidly,  that  the  attendants  did  not  discern  the  exact 
time  of  his  expiration.  He  was  buried  at  Twickenham, 
near  his  father  and  mother,  where  a  monument  has  been 
erected  to  him  by  his  commentator,  the  bishop  of  Gloucester. 

^  Spence. 
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He  left  the  care  of  his  papers  to  his  executors ;  first  to 
lord  Bolingbroke  ^,  and,  if  he  should  not  be  living,  to  the 
earl  of  Marehmont ;  undoubtedly  expecting  them  to  be 
proud  of  the  trust,  and  eager  to  extend  his  fame.  But  let 
no  man  dream  of  influence  beyond  his  life.  After  a  decent 
time,  Dodste^,  the  bookseller,  went  to  solicit  preference 
as  the  publisher,  and  was  told  that  the  parcel  had  not  been 
yet  inspected ;  and,  whatever  was  the  reason,  the  world 
has  been  disappointed  of  what  was  **  reserved  for  the  next 

age. 

He  lost,  indeed,  the  favour  of  Bolingbroke,  by  a  kind  of 
posthumous  offence.  The  political  pamphlet,  called  the 
Patriot  King,  had  been  put  into  his  hands  that  he  might 
procure  the  impression  of  a  very  few  copies,  to  be  distri- 
buted, according  to  the  author's  direction,  among  his 
friends,  and  Pope  assured  him  that  no  more  had  been 
printed  than  were  allowed ;  but,  soon  after  his  death,  the 
printer  brought  and  resigned  a  complete  edition  of  fifteen 
hnndiied  copies,  which  Pope  had  ordered  him  to  print,  and 
to  retain  in  secret.  He  kept,  as  was  observed,'his  engage- 
ment to  Pope,  better  than  Pope  had  kept  it  to  his  friend; 
and  nothing  was  known  of  the  transaction,  till,  upon  the 
death  of  his  employer,  he  thought  himself  obliged  to  de- 
liver the  books  to  the  right  owner,  who,  with  great  indigna- 
tion, made  a  fire  in  his  yard,  and  delivered  the  whole  im- 
pression to  the  flames. 

Hitherto  nothing  had  been  done  which  was  not  naturally 
dictated  by  resentment  of  violated  faith ;  resentment  more 
acrimonious,  as  the  violator  had  been  more  loved  or  more 
trusted.  But  here  the  anger  might  have  stopped ;  Uie  injury 
was  private,  and  there  was  little  danger  from  the  example. 

Bolingbroke,  however,  was  not  yet  satisfied ;  his  thirst 
of  vengeance  excited  him  to  blast  the  memory  of  the  man 
over  whom  he  had  wept  in  his  last  struggles ;  and  he  em- 
ployed Mallet,  another  friend  of  Pope,  to  tell  the  tale  to 

'  This  is  somewhat  inaccurately  expressed.  Lord  Bolingbroke  was  not  an 
executor :  Pope's  papers  were  left  to  him  specificallj,  or,  in  case  of  his  death, 
to  l«rd  Marchmoot. 
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file  publiok  with  all  its  aggravations.  Warburton,  whose 
heart  was  warm  with  his  leg^acy,  and  tender  by  the  recent 
separation,  thought  it  proper  for  him  to  interpose;  and 
undertook,  not  indeed  to  vindicate  the  action,  for  breach 
of  trust  has  always  something  criminal^  but  to  extenuate  it 
by  an  apology.  Having  advanced  what  cannot  be  denied, 
that  moral  obliquity  is  made  more  or  less  excusable  by  the 
motives  that  produce  it,  he  inquires  what  evil  purpose 
could  haye  induced  Pope  to  break  his  promise.  He  could 
not  delight  his  vanity  by  usurping  the  work,  which,  though 
not  sold  in  shops,  had  been  shown  to  a  number  more  than 
sufficient  to  preserve  the  author's  claim ;  he  could  not  gra^ 
tify  his  avarice,  for  he  could  not  sell  his  plunder  till  Bo- 
lingbroke  was  dead :  and  even  then,  if  the  copy  was  left 
to  another,  his  fraud  would  be  defeated,  and  if  left  to  him- 
self, would  be  useless. 

Warburton,  therefore,  supposes,  with  great  appearance  of 
reason,  that  the  irregpilarity  of  his  conduct  proceeded 
wholly  from  his  zeal  for  Bolingbroke,  who  might,  perhaps, 
have  destroyed  the  pamphlet,  which  Pope  thought  it  his 
duty  to  preserve,  even  without  its  author's  approbation. 
To  this  apology  an  answer  was  written  in  a  Letter  to  the 
most  impudent  Man  living. 

He  brought  some  reproach  upon  his  own  memory  by  the 
petulant  and  contemptuous  mention  made  in  his  will  of  Mr. 
Allen,  and  an  affected  repayment  of  his  benefactions.  Mrs. 
Blount,  as  the  known  friend  and  favourite  of  Pope,  had 
been  invited  to  the  house  of  Allen,  where  she  comported 
herself  with  such  indecent  arrogance,  that  she  parted  from 
Mrs.  Allen  in  a  state  of  irreconcilable  dislike,  and  the  door 
was  for  ever  barred  against  her.  This  exclusion  she  rcr 
sented  with  so  much  bitterness  as  to  refuse  any  legacy  from 
Pope,  unless  he  left  the  world  with  a  disavowal  of  obliga- 
tion to  Allen.  Having  been  long  under  her  dominion,  now 
tottering  in  the  decline  of  life,  and  unable  to  resist  the 
violence  of  her  temper,  or,  perhaps,  with  a  prejudice  of  a 
Ipver,  persuaded  that  she  had  suffered  improper  treatment, 
he  complied  with  her  demand,  and  polluted  his  will  with 

x2 


fife  to  dbe 
wajs  ft  bsd 
eipher 

The  penoD  of  Pope  is  ml  kmmmm  sot  to  bve  been 
formed  on  the  nicest  fliodeL  He  has^ia  hvacoo«Bt«ftbe 
Little  Club,  coApared  himedr  to  a  spider,  aad,  hj  another, 
it  described  as  protnberaat  bdaad  aad  before.  He  is 
•aid  to  have  been  beantifvl  ia  Us  iateer;  bat  he  ns  of 
a  oonstitation  original! j  feeble  and  veak ;  aad,  as  bodies 
of  a  tender  frame  are  easil j  dirtotted,  his  defmai^  was, 
probably,  in  part  the  effect  of  his  af^iiication.    His  ststvre 


t  THU  icroiiiil  of  the  difference  between  Pope  tad  Mr.  Allen  is  not  iq  cir- 
rwwti4»li«l  u  it  wu  in  Johnaon't  power  to  have  made  it  Tlie  paitieilan 
unniawatud  to  hun  concerning  it  he  was  too  indolent  to  ooamic  to  wiinii^; 
iIm  biMiMiM  of  tliift  note  ia  to  supply  his  omissions. 

VpM  M  invitation,  in  which  Mn.  Blount  was  included,  BCr.  Pope  nsds  a 
^-vit  to  Mr«  Allen,  at  Prior-park,  and  having  occasion  to  go  to  Bristol  for  a  few 
^lirv  Mt  Mrs.  Blount  behind  him.  In  his  absence  Mrs.  Bkrant,  who  was  of  tbe 
IMMi  fN«MiioB»  aigmillcd  an  inclination  to  go  to  the  popish  ch^  at  Baiib, 
Mid  <UMtrtd  W  Mr.  Alkn  the  use  of  his  chariot  for  the  purpose ;  but  be  b^g  at 
IImA  tMM  UM^jw  of  ^  city,  suggested  the  impropriety  of  having  his  carriage 
sc(«  at  tW  ^Mr  of  a  place  of  worship,  to  which,  as  a  magistrato,  he  was  at  least 
i««ir«kMd  N«  gitiaf  a  MactioQ,  and  might  be  required  to  suppress,  and,  there- 
tl^w«^  4mh«  M  bt  eMsed.  Bin.  Bkmat  reaented  this  refusal,  and  told  Pope  sf 
>^  «l  In»  ittoii%  «ad  M  iafcctod  him  with  her  rage  that  they  both  left  the  boast 

\a  wnaa»ce  ^itf'tiie  Kke  wft^owe  may  be  n6ted  in  his  relation  of  pDpe'b  hnre 
«f  |««iHtii^H  wIm4  4ifctaMK:li  from  the  infonnataon  I  gave  him  on  that  head. 
A  fvrtwv  <tf  ttmwfk  «nainly  oapkd  from  Kaeller  by  P<^*,  loid  Mansfield 
^MKT  i^Momid  Me  ai  KeawoadJboMa,  adding^  that  it  was  the  only  one  he  ever 
^ii«^Jm4.  ^  tHai  iW  weakness  «f  his  e3res  was  an  obstruction  to  his  use  of  tke 


^  1>»  «  a)M^!^thee  wtaa^,  I^  kept  uf  his  friaadship  with  Mr.  Allen  ts 
iW  Uli*.  a»  VT*^*^  ^  ^  W<icrs»  and  Mrs.  Bloont  remained  in  Mr.  Allen's 
W«^  w«iv^  r^mt  aAw  ^  eiilatw  took  plact  toweu  her  and  Mn,  ilUeo. 
<^l>»n  V<»sm^<r4»ft^<i  w%ih  IVpe  m  th»  aabjart,  ami  hia  lettan  toBin.BloiBC 
44  %-W«r  ^i>ar^  W  w«s  4M^  to  «kai«.  vOI  be  femad  iaMr.  Bowles'sedi- 
vw»  y«  VWr  *ii  wwktk    C.-^^ce  fiarthcr  aad  aa««  aaimaie  lalbraiatiM  on  tbis 
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was  80  IoW|  that  to  bring  Um  to  a  level  with  comition  tables, 
it  was  necessary  to  raise  bis  seat.  Bat  his  face  was  not 
displeasing,  and  his  eyes  were  animated  and  vivid. 

By  natural  deformity,  or  accidental  distortion,  his  vital 
functions  were  so  mnch  disordered,  that  his  life  was  a 
**  long  disease/'  His  most  frequent  assailant  was  the 
beadacb,  which  he  used  to  relieve  by  inhaling  the  steam 
of  coffee,  which  he  very  frequently  required. 

Most  of  what  can  be  told  concerning  his  petty  peculiari- 
ties was  communicated  by  a  female  dpmestick  of  the  earl 
of  Oxford,  who  knew  him,  perhaps,  after  the  middle  of 
life.  He  was  then  so  weak  as  to  stand  in  perpetual 
need  of  female  attendance;  extremely  sensible  of  cold,  so 
that  he  were  a  kind  of  fur  doublet,  under  a  shirt  of  very 
coarse  warm  linen  with  fine  sleeves.  When  he  rose,  he 
was  invested  in  a  bodice  made  of  stiff  canvass,  being 
scarcely  able  to  hold  himself  erect  till  they  were  laced, 
and  he  then  put  on  a  flannel  waistcoat.  One  side  was 
contracted.  His  legs  were  so  slender,  that  he  enlarged 
their  bulk  with  three  pair  of  stockingpi,  which  were  drawn 
on  askd  off  by  the  maid ;  for  he  was  not  able  to  dress  or 
undress  himself,  and  neither  went  to  bed  nor  rose  without 
help.  His  weakness  made  it  very  difficult  for  him  to  be 
elean< 

His  hair  had  fallen  almost  all  away;  and  he  used  to 
dine  sometimes  with  lord  Oxford,  privately,  in  a  velvet 
cap.  His  dress  of  ceremony  was  black,  with  a  tie-wig  and 
a  little  swords 

The  indulgence  and  accommodation  which  his  sickness 
required,  had  taught  him  all  the  unpleasing  and  unsocial 
qualities  of  a  valetudinary  man.  He  expected  that  every 
thing  should  give  way  to  his  ease  or  humour ;  as  a  child, 
whose  parents  will  not  hear  her  cry,  has  an  unresisted 
dominion  in  the  nursery: 

C'est  que  TenfEUit  toujours  est  homme ; 
C'est  que  I'homme  est  toujours  en&nt. 

When  he  wanted  to  sleep  he  "  nodded  in  company  ;*'  and 
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once  slatobered  at  his  own  table  while  the  prince  of  Wales 
was  talking  of  poetry. 

The  repatadon  which  his  frieudship  gave  procured  him 
many  invitalions ;  but  he  was  a  very  troublesome  inmate. 
He  brought  no  servant,  and  had  so  many  wants  that  a 
numerous  attendance  was  scarcely  able  to  supply  theuK 
Wherever  he  was,  he  left  no  room  for  another,  because  he 
exacted  the  attention,  and  employed  the  activity  of  die 
whole  family.  His  errands  were  so  frequent  and  frivolous, 
that  the  footmen,  in  time,  avoided  and  neglected  him ;  and 
the  earl  of  Oxford  discharged  some  of  the  servants  for  their 
resolute  refusal  of  his  messages.  The  maids,  when  they 
had  neglected  their  business,  alleged  that  they  had  been 
employed  by  Mr.  Pope.  One  of  his  constant  demands 
was  of  coffee  in  the  night,  and  to  the  woman  that  waited 
on  him  in  his  chamber,  he  was  very  burdensome ;  but  he 
was  careful  to  reccHupense  her  want  of  sleep;  and  lord 
Oxford^s  servant  declared,  that  in  a  house  where  her  busi- 
ness was  to  answer  his  call,  she  would  not  ask  for  wages. 

He  had  another  fault  easily  incident  to  those  who,  suf- 
fering much  pain,  think  themselves  entided  to  whatever 
pleasures  they  can  snatch.  He  was  too  indulgent  to  his 
appetite:  he  loved  meat  highly  seasoned  and  of  strong 
taste;  and  at  the  intervals  of  the  table  amused  himself 
with  biscuits  and  dry  conserves.  If  he  sat  doWo  to  a  va- 
riety of  dishes,  he  would  oppress  his  stomach  with  reple- 
tion; and  though  he  seemed  angry  when  a  dram  was 
offered  him,  did  not  forbear  to  drink  it.  His  friends,  who 
knew  the  avenues  to  his  heart,  pampered  him  with  presents 
of  luxury,  which  he  did  not  suffer  to  stand  neglected.  The 
death  of  great  men  is  not  always  proportioned  to  the  lustre 
of  their  lives.  Hannibal,  says  Juvenal,  did  not  perish  by 
the  javelin  or  the  sword;  the  slaughter^  of  Cannes  were 
revenged  by  a  ring.  The  death  of  Pope  was  imputed,  by 
some  of  his  friends,  to  a  silver  saucepan,  in  which  it  was  his 
delight  to  heat  potted  lampreys. 

That  he  loved  too  well  to  eat,  b  certain ;  but  that  his 
sensuality  shortened  his  life,  will  not  be  hastily  concluded, 
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when  ii  18  remembered  that  a  conformation  so  irregnlar 
lasted  six-and-fifty  years,  notwithstanding  such  pertinaoious 
diligence  of  study  and  meditation. 

In  all  his  intercourse  with  mankind,  he  had  great  delight 
in  artifice,  and  endeavoured  to  attain  all  his  purposes  by 
indirect  and  unsuspected  methods.  "  He  hardly  drank 
tea  without  a  stratagem*"  If,  at  the  house  of  his  friends, 
he  wanted  any  accommodation,  he  was  not  willing  to  ask 
for  it  in  plain  terms,  but  would  mention  it  remotely  as 
soniething  convenient;  though,  when  it  was. procured,  he 
soon  made  it  appear  for  whose  sake  it  had  been  recom-^ 
mended.  Thus  he  teased  lord  Orrery  till  he  obtained  a 
skreen.  He  practised  his  arts  on  such  small  occasions; 
that  lady  Bolingbroke  used  to  say,  in  a  French  phrase, 
that  '^  he  played  the  politician  about  cabbages  and  turnips.*' 
His  unjustifiable  impression  of  th^  Patriot  King,  as  it  can 
be  imputed  to  no  particular  motive,  must  have  proceeded 
from  his  general  hfibit  of  secrecy  and  cunning ;  he  caught 
an  oi^rtunity  of  a  sly  trick,  and  pleased  himself  with  the 
thought  of  outwitting  Bolingbroke  ^. 

In  familiar  or  convivial  conversation,  it  does  not  appear 
that  he  excelled.  He  may  be  said  to  have  resembled  Dry- 
den,  as  being  not  one  that  was  distinguished  by  vivacity  in 
company.  It  is  remarkable,  that  so  near  his  time,  so  much 
should  be  known  of  what  he  has  written,  and  so  little  of 
what  he  has  said :  traditional  memory  retains  no  sallies 
of  raillery,  nor  sentences  of  observation ;  nothing  either 
pointed  or  solid,  either  wise  or  merry.  One  apophthegm 
only  stands  upon  record.  When  an  objection,  raised 
against  his  inscription  for  Shakespeare,  was  defended  by  the 
authority  of  Patrick,  he  replied,  **  horresco  referens" — that 
*'  he  would  allow  the  publisher  of  a  dictionary  to  know  the 
meaning  of  a  single  word,  but  not  of  two  words  put  to- 
gether." 

He  was  fretful  and  easily  displeased,  and  allowed  him- 
self to  be  capriciously  resentful.    He  would  sometimes 

^  But  sec  thii  matter  explained  by  facts  more  creditable  to  Pope,  in  hi*  life. 
Biographical  Dictionary,  vol.  xzv. 
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feave  kD^d  Oxford  silently^  uo  one  coiikl  tell  whj.  Mid  was 
to  be  courted  back  by  more  letters  and  messages  than  the 
footmen  were  willing  to  carry.  The  table  was,  indeed,  iih 
fested  by  lady  Mary  Wortley,  who  was  the  friend  of  lady 
Oxford,  and  who,  knowing  his  peoTishness,  ooold  by  no 
entreaties  be  restrained  from  contradicting  Urn,  till  their 
disputes  were  sharpened  to  such  asperity,  that  one  or  the 
other  quitted  the  house. 

He  sometimes  condescended  to  be  jocular  with  servants 
or  infeiiours ;  but  by  no  merriment,  either  of  others  or  his 
own,  was  he  ever  seen  excited  to  laughter* 

Of  his  doroesUck  character,  frugality  was  a  part  emi^ 
nently  remarkable.  Having  determined  not  to  be  depend- 
ent, he  determined  not  to  be  in  want,  and,  therefore,  wisely 
and  magnanimously  rejected  all  temptations  to  expense 
unsuitable  to  his  fortune.  This  general  care  must  be  uni- 
versally approved;  but  it  sometimes  appeared  in  petty 
artifices  of  parsimony,  such  as  the  practice  of  writing  his 
compositions  on  the  back  of  letters,  as  may  be  seen  in  the 
remaining  copy  of  the  Iliad,  by  which,  perhaps,  in  five  years 
five  shillings  were  saved ;  or  in  a  niggardly  reception  of 
his  friends,  and  scantiness  of  entertainment,  as,  when  he 
had  two  guests  in  his  house,  he  would  set  at  supper  a  single 
pint  upon  the  table ;  and,  having  himself  taken  two  snail 
glasses,  would  retire,  and  say,  '*  Oentlemen,  I  leave  you 
to  your  wine."  Yet  he  tells  his  friends,  that  "  he  has  a 
heart  for  all,  a  house  for  all,  and,  whatever  they  may  think, 
a  fortune  for  all." 

He  sometimes,  however,  made  a  splendid  dinner,  and  is 
said  to  have  wanted  no  part  of  the  skill  or  elegance  which 
such  performances  require.  That  this  magnificence  should 
be  often  displayed,  that  obstinate  prudence  with  which  he 
conducted  his  aifairs  would  not  permit ;  for  his  revenue, 
certain  and  casual,  amounted  only  to  about  eight  hundred 
pounds  a  year,  of  which,  however,  he  declares  himself  able 
to  assign  one  hundred  to  charity  '• 

'  Pvt  of  it  aroM  from  aa  aoDuity  of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year,  which  he 
had  purchaaed  either  of  the  late  didie  of  Buchmghamshire,  or  the  dutehna,  hia* 
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Of  tins  fcortane,  whioh,  as  it  ar<Me  from  pvbliek  appro- 
batioUy  was  yery  honeiirBblj  obtained,  his  imagination  seems 
to  hare  been  too  full :  it  woold  be  hard  to  find  a  man,  so 
well  entitled  to  notice  by  his  wit,  that  erer  delighted  so 
mnch  in  talking  of  his  money.  In  his  letters,  and  in  his 
poems,  his  garden  and  his  grotto,  his  qnincanx  and  his 
▼ines,  or  some  hints  of  his  opnlence,  are  always  to  be 
fonnd.  The  g^reat  topick  of  his  ridicnle  is  poverty ;  the 
cranes  with  which  he  reproaches  his  antagonists  Are  their 
debts,  their  habitation  in  the  Mint,  and  their  want  of  a 
dinner.  He  seems  to  be  of  an  opinion  not  very  nncom- 
jDOn  in  the  world,  that  to  want  money  is  to  want  every 
thing. 

Next  to  the  pleasure  of  contemplating  his  possessions, 
seems  to  be  that  of  enumerating  the  men  of  high  rank  with 
whom  he  was  acquainted,  and  whose  notice  he  loudly  pro- 
claims not  to  have  been  obtained  by  any  practices  of  mean- 
ness or  servility ;  a  boast  which  was  never  denied  to  be 
true,  and  to  which  very  few  poets  have  ever  aspired.  Pope 
never  set  his  genius  to  sale,  he  never  flattered  those  whom 
be  did  not  love,  or  praised  those  whom  he  did  not  esteem. 
Savage,  however,  remarked,  that  he  began  a  little  to  relax 
his  dignity  when  he  wrote  a  distich  for  his  Highnesses 
dog. 

His  admiration  of  the  great  seems  to  have  increased  in 
the  advance  of  life.  He  passed  over  peers  and  statesmen, 
to  inscribe  his  Iliad  to  Congreve,  with  a  magnanimity  of 
which  the  praise  had  been  complete,  had  his  friend's  virtne 
been  equal  to  his  wit.  Why  he  was  chosen  for  so  great  an 
honour,  it  is  not  now  possible  to  know ;  there  is  no  trace 
in  Kterary  history  of  any  particular  intimacy  between  them. 
The  name  of  Congpreve  appears  in  the  letters  among  those 
at  his  other  friends,  but  without  any  obsefvable  distinction 
or  consequence. 

To  his  latter  works,  however,  he  took  care  to  annex 
names  dignified  with  titles^  but  was  not  very  happy  in  his 

mother,  and  which  was  charged  on  some  estate  of  that  family.    [See  p.  256.] 
Tilt  deed  by  which  it  was  granted  was  some  years  in  my  tnstody.    H. 
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choice ;  for,  except' lord  Bafhnrst,  none  of  his  nobleYnends 
were  such  uA  that  a  good  man  would  wish  to  faaye  his  inti- 
macy with  them  known  to  posterity ;  he  can  deriY.e  little 
honour  from  the  notice  of  Gobham,  Burlington,  or  Boling- 
broke. 

Of  his  social  qualities,  if  an  estimate  be  made  fn>m  his 
letters,  an  opinion  too  favourable  cannot  easily  be  formed^ 
they  exhibit  a  perpetual  and  unclouded  effulgence. of  ge- 
neral benevolence  and  particular  fondness.  There  is  no- 
thing but  liberality,  gratitude,  constancy,  and  tenderness. 
It  has  been  so  long  said  as  to  be  commonly  believed,  that 
the  true  characters  of  men  may  be  found  in  their  letters, 
and  'that  he  who  writes  to  his  friend,  lays  his  heart  open 
before  him»  But  the  truth  is,  that  such  were  the  simple 
friendships  of  the  Golden  Age,  and  are  now  the  friend^ 
ships  only  of  children.  Very  few  Can  boast  of  hearts  which 
they  dare  lay  open  to  themselves,  and  of  which,  by  what*- 
ever  accident  exposed,  they  do  not  shun  a  distinct  and  cour 
tinned  view ;  and,  certainly,  what  we  hide  from  ourselves 
,we  do  not  show  to  our  friends.  There  is,  indeed,  no  trans- 
action which  offers  stronger  temptations  to  fallacy  and  so- 
phistication than  epistolary  intercourse.  In  the  eagerness 
of  conversation,  the  first  emotions  of  the  mind  often  burst 
out  before  they  are  considered ;  in  the  tumult  of  business, 
interest  and  passion  have  their  genuine  effect;  but  a 
friendly  letter  is  a  calm  and  deliberate  performance  in  the 
cool  of  leisure,  in  the  stillness  of  solitude,  and  surely  no 
man  sits  down  to  depreciate  by  design  his  own  character. 

Friendship  has  no  tendency  to  secure  veracity ;  for  by 
whom  can  a  man  so  much  wish  to  be  thought  better  than 
he  is,  as  by  him  whose  kindness  he  desires  to  gain  or 
keep?  Even  in  writing  to  the  world  there  is  less  con- 
straint ;  the  author  is  not  confronted  with  his  reader,  and 
takes  his  chance  of  approbation  among  the  different  dispo- 
sitions of  mankind ;  but  a  letter  b  addressed  to  a  single 
mind,  of  which  the  prejudices  and  partialities  are  known ; 
and  musty  therefore,  please,  if  not  by  favouring  them,  by 
forbearing  to  oppose  them. 
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To  i)harge  those  favourable  represetitatfoiis  which  meo 
give  of  their  own  minds  with  the  g^ilt  of  hypocritical  Sake-' 
hoodft  would  show  more  aeterity  than  knowledge.  The 
writer  commonly  beUeves  himself.  Almost  every  man's 
thoughts,  while  they  are  general,  are  right;  and  most 
hearts  are  pore  while  temptation  is  asrqr.  It  is  easy  to 
awaken  generous  sentiments  in  privacy ;  to  despise  death 
when  there  is  no  danger ;  to  glow  with  benevolence  when 
there  is  nothing  to  be  given.  While  such  ideas  are 
formed,  they  are  felt ;  and  self-love  does  not  suspect  the 
gleam  of  virtue  to  be  the  meteor  of  fancy. 

If  the  letters  of  Pope  are  considered  merely  as  com* 
positions,  they  seem  to  be  premeditated  and  artificial.  It 
is  one  thing  to  write,  because  there  is  something  which 
the  mind  wishes  to  discharge ;  and  another  to  solicit  the 
imagination,  becaue  ceremony  or  vanity  requires  sometlnng- 
to  be  written.  Pope  confesses  his  early  letters  to  be  vi-* 
tiated  with  ''affectation  and  ambiti<m :"  to  know  whether  he 
disentangled  himself  from  these  perverters  of  epistolary 
integrity,  his  book  and  his  life  must  be  set  in  comparison. 

One  of  his  favourite  topicks  is  contempt  of  his  own 
poetry.  For  this,  if  it  had  been  real,  he  would  deserve 
no  commendation ;  and  in  thb  he  was  certainly  not  sin- 
cere, for  his  high  value  of  himself  was  sufficiently  observed ; 
and  of  what  could  he  be  proud  but  of  his  poetry  ?  He 
writes,  he  says,  when  *'he  has  just  nothing  else  to  do;*' 
yet  Swift  complains  that  he  was  never  at  leisure  for  conver- 
sation, because  he  had  "always  some  poetical  scheme  in  his 
head."  It  was  punctually  required  that  his  writing-box 
should  be  set  upon  his  bed  before  he  rose ;  and  lord  Ox- 
ford's domestick  related,  that,  in  the  dreadful  winter  of 
forty,  she  was  called  from  her  beef  by  him  four  times  in 
one  night,  to  suf^ly  him  with  paper,  lest  he  should  lose  a 
thought. 

.  He  pretends  insensibility  to  censure  and  criticism,  though 
it  was  observed,  by  all  who  knew  him,  that  every  pamphlet 
disturbed  his  quiet,  and  that  his  extreme  irritability  laid 
him  open  to  perpetual  vexation ;  but  he  wished  to  despise 
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his  critioksy  and,  therefore,  hoped  that  fae  did  despise 
them. 

As  he  happened  to  live  in  two  reigns  when  the  ooart 
paid  little  attention  to  poetry,  he  nursed  in  his  mind  a 
foolish  disesteem  of  kingSt  and  proclaims  that  "  he  never 
sees  courts.*'  Yet  a  little  reg^ard  shown  him  by  the  prince 
of  Wales  melted  bis  obduracy ;  and  he  had  not  much  to 
say  when  he  was  asked  by  his  royal  highness,  **  How  he 
could  lote  a  princ^  while  he  disliked  kings." 

He  very  frequently  professes  contempt  of.  the  worid, 
and  represents  himself  as  looking  on  mankind,  sometimes 
with  gay  indifference,  as  on  emmets  of  a  hillock,  below 
his  serious  attention ;  and  sometimes  with  gloomy  indig* 
nation,  as  on  monsters  more  worthy  of  hatred  than  of  pity. 
These  were  dispositions  apparently  counterfeited.  How 
could  he  despise  those  whom  he  lived  by  pleasing,  and 
on  whose  approbation  his  esteem  of  himself  was  supw* 
structed  1  Whv  should  be  hate  those  to  whose  favour  he 
owed  his  honour  and  his  ease  ?  Of  things  that  terminate 
in  human  life,  the  world  is  the  proper  jtidge ;  to  despise 
its  sentence,  if  it  were  possible,  is  not  just ;  and  if  it  were 
just,  is  not  possible.  Pope  was  far  enough  from  this  im- 
reasonable  temper :  he  was  sufficiently  "  a  fool  to  fame/' 
and  his  fault  was,  that  he  pretended  to  neglect  iU  His 
levity  and  his  suUenness  were  oply  in  his  letters ;  he  passed 
through  common  life,  sometimes  vexed,  and  sometimea 
pleased,  with  the  natural  emotions  of  common  men. 

His  scorn  of  the  great  is  too  often  repeated  to  be  real ; 
no  man  thinks  much  of  that  which  he  despises ;  and,  as 
falsehood  is  always  in  danger  of  inconsistency,  he  makes 
it  his  boast,  at  another  time,  that  he  lives  among  them. 

It  is  evident  that  his  own  importance  swells  often  in  his 
mind.  He  is  afraid  of  writing,  lest  the  clerks  of  the  post- 
office  should  know  his  secrets;  he  has  many  enemies;  he 
considers  himself  as  surrounded  by  universal  jealousy : 
**  after  many  deaths,  and  many  dispersions,  two  or  three 
of  us"  says  he,  ''  may  stiU  be  brought  together,  not  to 
plot,  but  to  divert  ourselves,  and  the  world  too,  if  it 
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pleases  :^  and  Uiey  can  Kve  together,  and  '*  show  what 
friends  wits  may  be,  in  spite  of  all  the  fools  in  the  world." 
All  this  while  it  was  likely  ^t  the  clerks  did  not  know 
his  hand ;  he  certainly  had  no  more  enemies  than  a  pnb- 
lick  character  like  his  inevitably  excites;  and  with  what 
degree  of  friendship  the  wits  might  liye,  very  few  were  so 
much  fools  as  ever  to  inquire. 

Some  part  of  this  pretended  discontent  he  learned  from 
Swift,  and  expresses  it,  I  think,  most  frequently  in  his 
correspondence  with  him.  Swiff s  resentment  was  un- 
reasonable, but  it  was  sincere;  Pope's  was  the  mere 
mimickry.of  his  friend,  a  fictitious  part  which  he  began  to 
play  before  it  became  him.  When  he  was  only  twenty-fiye 
years  old,  he  related  that  **  a  glut  of  study  and  retirement 
had  thrown  him  on  the  world,"  and  that  there  was  danger 
lest  **  a  g^ut  of  the  world  should  throw  him  back  upon 
study  and  retnrement."  To  this  Swift  answered  with 
great  propriety,  that  Pope  had  not  yet  either  acted  or 
suffered  enough  in  the  world  to  have  become  weary  of  it. 
And,  indeed,  it  must  be  some  very  powerful  reason  that 
can  drive  back  to  solitude  him  who  has  once  enjoyed  the 
pleasures  of  society. 

In  the  letters,  both  of  Swift  and  Pope,  there  appears 
such  narrowness  of  mind,  as  makes  them  insensible  of  any 
excellence  that  has  not  some  afiinity  with  their  own,  and 
confines  their  esteem  and  approbation  to  so  small  a  number, 
that  whoever  should  form  his  opinion  of  the  age  from  their 
representation,  would  suppose  them  to  have  lived  amidst 
ignorance  and  barbarity,  unable  to  find,  among  their  con* 
temporaries,  either  virtue  or  intelligence,  and  persecuted 
by  those  that  could  not  understand  them. 

When  Pope  murmurs  at  the  world,  when  he  professes 
eontempt  of  fame,  when  he  speaks  of  riches  and  poverty, 
of  success  and  disappointment,  with  negligent  indifference, 
he  certainly  does  not  express  his  habitual  and  settled  sen- 
timents, but  eiihet  wilfully  disgoises  his  own  character,  or, 
what  is  more  likely,  invests  himself  with  temporary  quali- 
ties, and  sallies  out  in  the  tolours  of  the  present  moment. 
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Hifl  hopes  and  fears,  bis  joys  and  sonrows,  acted  strongly 
upon  his  mind ;  and,  if  he  differed  from  others,  it  was  not 
by  carelessness;  he  was  irritable  and  resentful;  his  ma- 
lignity to  Philips,  whom  he  had  first  made  ridiculous,  and 
then  hated  for  being  angry,  continued  too  long.  Of  his 
vain  desire  to  make  Bentley  contemptible,  I  never  heard 
any  adequate  reason.  He  was  sometimes  wanton  in  his 
attacks;  and,  before  Chandos,  lady  Wortley,  and  Hill, 
was  mean  in  his  retreat. 

The  virtues  which  seem  to  have  had  most  of  his  affec- 
tion were  liberality  and  fidelity  of  friendship,  in  which  it 
does  not  appear  that  he  was  other  than  he  describes  him- 
self. His  fortune  did  not  suffer  his  charity  to  be  splendid 
and  conspicuous;  but  he  assisted  Dodsley  with  a  hundred 
pounds,  that  he  might  open  a  shop;  and,  of  the  subscrip- 
tion of  forty  pounds  a  year,  that  he  raised  for  Savage, 
twenty  were  paid  by  himself.  He  was  accused  of  loving 
money ;  but  his  love  was  eagerness  to  gain,  not  solicitude 
to  keep  it. 

In  the  duties  of  friendship  he  was  zealous  and  constant; 
his  early  maturity  of  mind  commonly  united  him  with  men 
older  than  himself,  and,  therefore,  without  attaining  any 
considerable  length  of  life,  he  saw  many  companions  of 
his  youth  sink  into  the  grave ;  but  it  does  not  appear  that 
he  lost  a  single  friend  by  coldness  or  by  injury ;  those  who 
loved  him  once,  continued  their  .kindness.  His  ungrateful 
mention  of  Allen,  in  his  will,  was  the  effect  of  his  ad- 
herence to  one  whom  he  had  known  much  longer,  and 
whom  he  naturally  loved  with  greater  fondness.  His  vio* 
lation  of  the  trust  reposed  in  him  by  Bolingbroke,  could 
have  no  motive  inconsistent  with  the  warmest  affection ; 
he  either  thought  the  action  so  near  to  indifferent  that  he 
forgot  it,  or  so  laudable,  that  he  expected  his  friend  to 
approve  it. 

It  was  reported,  with  such  confidence  as  almost  to  en- 
force belief,  that  in  the  papers  intrusted  to  his  executes 
was  found  a  defamatory  life  of  Swift,  which  he  had  pre- 
pared as  an  instrument  of  vengeance,  to  be  used  if  any 
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provocation  should  be  evier  given.  Aboat  this  I  inquired 
of  the  earl  of  Marcbmont,  who  assured  me,  that  no  such 
piece  was  among  his  remuns. 

The  religion  in  which  he  lived  and  died  was  that  of  the 
church  of  Rome,  to  which,  in  his  correspondence  with 
Racine,  he  professes  himself  a  sincere  adherent.  That  he 
was  not  scrupulously  pious  in  some  part  of  his  life,  is 
known  by  many  idle  and  indecent  applications  of  sen- 
tences taken  from  the  scriptures ;  a  mode  of  merriment 
which  a  good  man  dreads  for  its  profaneness,  and  a  witty 
man  disdains  for  its  easiness  and  vulgarity.  But  to  what- 
ever levities  he  has  been  betrayed,  it  does  not  appear 
that  his  principles  were  ever  corrupted,  or  that  he  ever 
lost  his  belief  of  revelation.  The  positions,  which  he 
transmitted  from  Bolingbroke,  he  seems  not  to  have  un- 
derstood; and  was  pleased  with  an  interpretation,  that 
made  them  orthodox. 

A  man  of  such  exalted  saperiority,  and  so  little  mode- 
ration, would  naturally  have  all  his  delinquencies  observed 
and  aggravated ;  those  who  could  not  deny  that  he  was 
excellent,  would  rejoice  to  find  that  he  was  not  perfect. 

Perhaps  it  may  be  imputed  to  the  unwillingness  with 
which  the  same  man  is  allowed  to  possess  many  advan- 
tagesj  that  his  learning  has  been  depreciated.  He  cer- 
tainly was,  in  his  early  life,  a  man  of  great  literary  cu- 
riosity ;  and,  when  he  wrote  his  Essay  on  Criticism,  had, 
for  his  age,  a  very  wide  acquaintance  with  books.  When 
he  entered  into  the  living  world,  it  seems  to  have  hap- 
pened to  him,  as  to  many  others,  that  he  was  less  attentive 
to  dead  masters;  he  studied  in  the  academy  of  Paracelsus, 
and  made  the  universe  his  favourite  volume.  He  gathered 
his  notions  fresh  from  reality,  not  from  the  copies  of  au- 
thors, but  the  originals  of  nature.  Yet,  there  is  no  reason 
to  believe,  that  literature  ever  lost  his  esteem  ;  he  always 
professed  to  love  reading ;  and  Dobson,  who  spent  some 
time  at  his  house,  translating  his  Essay  on  Man,  when  I 
asked  him  what  learning  he  found  him  to  possess,  an- 
swered, "  More  than  I  expected."    His  frequent  refer- 


\. 


320  POPB. 

ences  to  history,  his  alhtsions  to  varioiu  kinds  of  know^ 
ledge,  and  his  images,  selected  from  art  and  nature^  with 
his  obsenrations  on  the  operations  of  the  mind,  and  the 
modes  of  life,  show  an  intelligence  perpetually  on  the 
wing,  excursive,  vigorous,  and  diligent,  eager  to  pursue 
knowledge^  and  attentive  to  retain  it. 

From  this  curiosity  arose  the  desire  of  travelling,  to 
which  he  alludes  in  his  verses  to  Jervas ;  and  which,  though 
he  never  found  an  opportunity  to  gratify  it,  did  not  leave 
him  till  bis  life  declined. 

Of  his  intellectual  character,  the  constituent  and  funda- 
mental principle  was  good  sense,  a  prompt  and  intuitive 
perception  of  consonance  and  propriety.  He  saw  imme- 
diately, of  bis  own  conceptions,  what  was  to  be  chosen, 
and  what  to  be  rejected ;  and,  in  the  works  of  others,  what 
was  to  be  shunned,  and  what  was  to  be  copied. 

But  good  sense  alone  is  a  sedate  and  quiescent  quality, 
which  manages  its  possessions  well,  but  does  not  increase 
them ;  it  collects  few  materials  for  its  own  operations,  and 
preserves  safety,  but  never  gains  supremacy.  Pope  had, 
likewise,  genius ;  a  mind  active,  ambitious,  and  adventur- 
ous, always  investigating,  always  aspiring ;  in  its  widest 
searches  still  longing  to  go  forward,  in  its  highest  flights 
still  wishing  to  be  higher;  always  imagining  something 
greater  than'  it  knows,  always  endeavouring  more  than  it 
can  do. 

To  assist  these  powers,  he  is  said  to  have  had  great 
strength  and  exactness  of  memory.  That  which  he  had 
heard  or  read  was  not  easily  lost ;  and  he  had  before  him 
not  only  what  his  own  meditation  suggested,  but  what  he 
had  found  in  other  writers  that  might  be  accommodated  to 
his  present  purpose. 

These  benefits  of  nature  he  improved  by  incessant  and 
unwearied  diligence ;  he  had  recourse  to  every  source  of 
intelligence,  and  lost  no  opportunity  of  information ;  he 
consumed  the  living  as  well  as  the  dead  \  he  read  his  com- 
positions to  his  friends,  and  was  never  content  with  medi- 
ocrity, when  excellence  could  be  attained.   He  considered 
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poetry  as  the  basiness  of  his  life ;  and,  however  he  might 
seem  to  lament  his  occupation,  he  followed  it  with  con- 
stancy ;  to  make  verses  was  his  first  labour,  and  to  mend 
them  was  his  last. 

From  his. attention  to  poetry  he  was  never  diverted.  If 
conversation  offered  any  thing  that  could  be  improved,  he 
committed  it  to  paper ;  if  a  thought,  or,  perhaps,  an  ex- 
pression more  happy  than  was  common,  rose  to  his  mind» 
he  was  careful  to  write  it;  an  independent  distich  was 
preserved  for  an  opportunity  of  insertion,  and  some  little 
fragments  have  been  found  containing  lines,  or  parts  of 
lines,  to  be  wrought  upon  at  some  other  time. 

He  was  one  of  those  few  whose  labour  is  their  pleasure: 
he  was  never  elevated  to  negligence,  nor  wearied  to  impa- 
tience ;  he  never  passed  a  fault  unamended  by  indifference, 
nor  quitted  it  by  despair.  He  laboured  his  works,  first  to 
gain  reputation,  and  afterwards  to  keep  it. 

Of  composition  there  are  different  methods.  Some  em- 
ploy at  once  memory  and  invention,  and,  with  little  inter- 
mediate use  of  the  pen,  form  and  polish  large  masses  by 
continued  meditation,  and  write  their  productions  only 
when,  in  their  own  opinion,  they  have  completed  them.  It 
is.  related  of  Virgil,  that  his  custom  was  to  pour  out  a  great 
number  of  verses  in  the  morning,  and  pass  the  day  in  re- 
trenching exuberances  and  correcting  inaccuracies.  The 
method  of  Pope,  as  may  be  collected  from  his  translation, 
was  to  write  his  first  thoughts  in  his  first  words,  and  gra- 
dually to  amplify,  decorate,  rectify,  and  refine  them. 

With  such  faculties,  and  such  dispositions,  he  excelled 
every  other  writer  in  poetical  prudence :  he  wrote  in  such 
a  manner  as  might  expose  him  to  few  hazards.  He  used 
almost  always  the  same  fabrick  of  verse ;  and,  indeed,  by 
those  few  essays  which  he  made  of  any  other,  he  did  not 
enlarge  his  reputation.  Of  this  uniformity  the  certain 
coQsequence  was  readiness  and  dexterity.  By  perpetual 
practice,  language  had,  in  his  mind,  a  systematical  arrange- 
ment ;  having  always  the  same  use  for  words,  he  had  words 
so  selected  and  combined  as  to  be  ready  at  his  call.    This 
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increase  of  facility  he  confessed  himself  to  have  perceited 
in  the  progress  of  his  translation. 

But  what  was  yet  of  more  importance,  his  elusions  were 
always  voluntary,  and  his  subjects  chosen  by  himself.  His 
independence  secured  him  from  drudging  at  a  task,  and 
labouring  upon  a  barren  topick:  he  never  exchanged  praise 
for  money,  nor  opened  a  shop  of  condolence  or  congratu- 
lation. His  poems,  therefore,  were  scarcely  ever  tempo- 
rary. He  suffered  coronations  and  royal  marriages  to  pass 
without  a  song ;  and  derived  no  opportunities  from  recent 
events,  nor  any  popularity  from  the  accidental  disposition 
of  his  readers.  He  was  never  reduced  to  the  necessity  of 
soliciting  the  sun  to  shine  upon  a  birthday,  of  calling  the 
graces  and  virtues  to  a  wedding,  or  of  saying  what  multi- 
tudes have  said  before  him.  When  he  could  produce  no- 
thing new,  he  was  at  liberty  to  be  silenL 

His  publications  were,  for  the  same  reason,  never  hasty. 
He  is  said  to  have  sent  nothing  to  the  press  till  it  had  lain 
two  years  under  his  inspection :  it  is  at  least  certain,  that 
he  ventured  nothing  without  nice  examination.  He  suf- 
fered the  tumult  of  imagination  to  subside,  and  the  novel- 
ties of  invention  to  grow  familiar.  He  knew  that  the  miod 
is  always  enamoured  of  its  own  productions,  and  did  not 
trust  his  first  fondness.  He  consulted  his  friends,  and 
listened  with  gpreat  willingness  to  criticism ;  and,  what  was 
of  more  importance,  he  consulted  himself,  and  let  nothing 
pass  against  his  own  judgment. 

He  professed  to  have  learned  his  poetry  from  Dryden, 
whom,  whenever  an  opportunity  was  presented,  he  praised 
through  his  whole  life  with  unvaried  liberality ;  and,  per- 
haps, his  character  may  receive  some  illustration,  if  he  be 
compared  with  his  master. 

Integrity  of  understanding,  and  nicety  of  discernment, 
were  not  allotted  in  a  less  proportion  to  Dryden  than  to 
Pope.  The  rectitude  of  Dryden's  mind  was  sufficiently 
shown  by  the  dismission  of  his  poetical  prejudices,  and  the 
rejection  of  unnatural  thoughts  and  rugged  numbers.  But 
Dryden  never  desired  to  apply  all  the  judgment  that  he 
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had.  He  wrote,  and  professed  to  write,  merely  for  the 
people ;  and  when  he  pleased  others,  he  contented  himself. 
He  spent  no  time  in  straggles  to  rouse  latent  powers ;  he 
never  attempted  to  make  that  better  which  was  already 
good,  nor  often  to  mend  what  he  must  have  known  to  be 
faulty.  He  wrote,  as  he  tells  us,  with  very  little  consider- 
ation ;  when  occasion  or  necessity  called  upon  him,  he 
poured  out  what  the  present  moment  happened  to  supply, 
and,  when  once  it  had  passed  the  press,  ejected  it  from 
his  mind ;  for,  when  he  had  no  pecuniary  interest,  he  had 
no  further  solicitude. 

Pope  was  not  content  to  satisfy ;  he  desired  to  excel, 
and,  therefore,  always  endeavoured  to  do  his  best :  he  did 
not  court  the  candour,  but  dared  the  judgment  of  his  reader, 
and,  expecting  no  indulgence  from  others,  he  showed  none 
to  himself.  He  examined  lines  and  words  with  minute 
and  punctilious  observation,  and  retouched  every  part  with 
indefatigable  diligence,  till  he  had  left  nothing  to  be  for- 
given. 

For  this  reason  he  kept  his  pieces  very  long  in  his  hands, 
whSe  he  considered  and  reconsidered  them.  The  only 
poems  which  can  be  supposed  to  have  been  written  with 
such  regard  to  the  times  as  might  hasten  their  publication, 
were  the  two  satires  of  Thirty-eight ;  of  which  Dodsley  told 
me,  that  they  were  brought  to  him  by  the  author,  that  they 
might  be  fairly  copied.  ''  Almost  every  line,^  he  said,  "  was 
then  written  twice  over ;  I  gave  him  a  clean  transcript, 
which  he  sent  some  time  afterwards  to  me  for  the  press, 
with  almost  every  line  written  twice  over  a  second  time. 

His  declaration,  that  his  care  for  his  works  ceased  at 
their  publication,  was  not  strictly  true.  His  parental  at- 
tention never  abandoned  them ;  what  he  found  amiss  in  the 
Sttt  edition,  he  silently  corrected  in  those  that  followed. 
He  appears  to  have  revised  the  Iliad,  and. freed  it  from 
some  of  its  imperfections;  and  the  Essay  on  Criticism  re- 
ceived many  improvements  after  its  first  appearance.  It 
will  seldom  be  found  that  he  altered,  without  adding  clear- 
ness, elegance,  or  vigour.     Pope  had,  perhaps,  the  judg- 
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ment  of  Dryden ;  but  Dryden  eertainly  wanted  the  dHi- 
gence  of  Pope. 

In  acqnired  knowledge,  the  superiority  must  be  aHoiwed 
to  Dryden,  whose  education  was  more  scholastiek,  and  who, 
before  he  became  an  author,  had  been  allowed  more  time 
for  study,  with  better  means  of  information.  His  mind 
has  a  larger  range,  and  he  collects  his  images  and  iUustm- 
tions  from  a  more  extensive  circumference  of  science. 
Dryden  knew  more  of  man  in  his  general  nature,  and  Pope 
in  his  local  manners.  The  notions  of  Dryden  were  formed 
by  comprehensive  speculation,  and  those  of  Pope  by  minute 
attention.  There  is  more  dignity  in  the  knowledge  of 
Dryden,  and  more  certainty  in  that  of  Pope. 

Poetry  was  not  the  sole  praise  of  either :  for  both  ex- 
celled likewise  in  prose ;  but  Pope  did  not  borrow  biB  prose 
from  his  predecessor.  The  style  of  Dryden  is  capricioiis 
and  varied ;  that  of  Pope  is  cautious  and  uniform.  Dryden 
obeys  the  motions  of  his  own  mind ;  Pope  constrains  kii 
mind  to  his  own  rules  of  composition.  Dryden  is  some- 
times vehement  and  rapid ;  Pope  is  always  smooth,  ani* 
form,  and  gentle.  Dryden's  page  is  a  natural  field,  rising 
into  inequalities,  and  diversified  by  the  varied  exuberance 
of  abundant  vegetation ;  Pope*s  is  a  velvet  lawn,  shaven 
by  the  sithe,  and  levelled  by  the  roller. 

Of  genius,  that  power  which  constitutes  a  poet ;  that 
quality  without  which  judgment  is  cold,  and  knowledge  is 
inert ;  that  energy  which  collects,  combines,  amplifies,  and 
animates ;  the  superiority  must,  with  ^ome  hesitation,  be 
allowed  to  Dryden.  It  is  not  to  be  inferred,  that  of  tUft 
poetical  vigour  Pope  had  only  a  little,  because  Dryden 
had  more ;  for  every  other  writer  since  Milton  must  give 
place  to  Pope ;  and  even  of  Dryden  it  must  be  said,  thst, 
if  he  has  brighter  paragraphs,  he  has  not  better  poems. 
Dryden's  performances  were  always  hasty,  either  excited 
by  some  external  occasion,  or  extorted  by  domestick  ne- 
cessity ;  he  composed  without  consideration,  and  pubiisbed 
without  correction.  What  his  mind  could  supply  at  call, 
or  gather  in  one  excursion,  was  all  that  he  sought,  and  aH 
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that  he  gave.  The  dilatory  caution  of  Pope  enabled  him 
to  condense  his  aentiments,  to  multiply  his  images,  and  to 
aeciimulate  all  that  study  might  produce,  or  chance  might 
supply*  If  the  flights  of  Dryden,  therefore,  are  higher. 
Pope  continues  longer  on  the  wing.  If  of  Dryden's  fire 
th^  blasEe  is  brighter,  of  Pope's  the  heat  is  more  regular 
and  constant.  Dryden  often  surpasses  expectation,  and 
Pope  never  falls  below  it.  Drydeu  is  read  with  frequent 
astonishment,  and  Pope  with  perpetual  delight. 

This  parallel  will,  I  hope,  when  it  is  well  considered, 
be  found  just;  and,  if  the  reader  should  suspect  me,  as  I 
suspect  myself,  of  some  partial  fondness  for  the  memory  of 
Dryden,  let  him  not  too  hastily  condemn  me ;  for  medita- 
tion and  inquiry,  may,  perhaps^  show  him  the  reasonable- 
ness of  my  determination. 

The  works  of  Pope  are  now  to  be  distinctly  examined, 
not  so  much  with  attention  to  slight  faults,  or  petty  beau- 
ties, as  to  the  general  character  and  effect  of  each  per- 
fornMinoe. 

It  seems  natural  for  a  young  poet  to  initiate  himself  by 
pastorals,  which,  not  professing  to  imitate  real  life,  require 
no  experience ;  and,  exhibiting  only  the  simple  operation  of 
unmingled  passions,  admit  no  subtile  reasoning  or  deep  in- 
quiry. Pope's  pastorals  are  not,  however,  composed  but 
with  close  thought;  they  have  reference  to  the  times  of 
the  day,  the  seasons  of  the  year,  and  the  periods  of  human 
Jife.  The  last,  that  which  turns  the  attention  upon  age 
and  death*  was  the  author's  favourite.  To  tell  of  disap- 
pointment and  misery,  to  thicken  the  darkness  of  futurity, 
and  peiplex  the  labyrinth  of  uncertainty,  has  been  always 
.a  delicious  employment  of  the  poets.  His  preference  was 
probably  ju^t.  I  wish,  however,  that  his  fondness  had  not 
overlooked  a  line  in  which  the  zephyrs  are  made  **  to  la- 
ment in  silence." 

To  charge  these  pastorals  with  want  of  invention,  is  to 
require  what  was  never  intended.  The  imitations  are  so 
ambitiously  frequent,  that  the  writer  evidently  means  ra- 
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ther  to  show  his  literature,  than  his  wit.  It  is  snrely  suffi- 
cient for  an  author  of  sixteen,  not  only  to  be  able  to  copy 
the  poems  of  antiquity  with  judicious  selection,  but  to 
have  obtained  sufficient  power  of  language,  and  skill  in 
metre,  to  exhibit  a  series  of  versification,  which  had  in  Eng- 
lish poetry  no  precedent,  nor  has  since  had  an  imitation. 

The  design  of  Windsor  Forest  is  evidently  derived  from 
Cooper^s  Hill,  with  some  attention  to  Waller's  poem  on 
the  Park ;  but  Pope  cannot  be  denied  to  excel  his  mas- 
ters in  variety  and  elegance,  and  the  art  of  interchanging 
description,  narrative,  and  morality.  The  objection  made 
by  Dennis  is  the  want  of  plan,  of  a  regular  subordination 
of  parts  terminating  in  the  principal  and  original  design. 
There  is  this  want  in  most  descriptive  poems,  because,  as 
the  scenes,  which  they  must  exhibit  successively,  are  all 
subsisting  at  the  same  time,  the  order  in  which  they  are 
shown  must  by  necessity  be  arbitrary,  and  more  b  not  to 
be  expected  from  the  last  part  than  from  the  first.  The 
attention,  therefore,  which  cannot  be  detained  by  suspense, 
must  be  excited  by  diversity,  such  as  his  poem  offers  to 
its  reader. 

But  the  desire  of  diversity  may  be  too  much  indulged ; 
the  parts  of  Windsor  Forest  which  deserve  least  praise, 
are  those  which  were  added  to  enliven  the  stillness  of  the 
scene,  (he  appearance  of  Father  Thames,  and  the  trans- 
formation of  Lodona.  Addison  had  in  his  Campaign  de- 
rided the  rivers  that  **  rise  from  their  oozy  beds"  to  tell 
stories  of  heroes;  and  it  is,  therefore,  strange  that. Pope 
should  adopt  a  fiction  not  only  unnatural  but  lately  cen- 
sured. The  story  of  Lodona  is  told  with  sweetness**,  but 
a  new  metamorphosis  is  a  ready  and  puerile  expedient; 
nothing  is  easier  than  to  tell  how  a  flower  was  once  a 
blooming  virgin,  or  a  rock  an  obdurate  tyrant. 

The  Temple  of  Fame  has,  as  Steele  warmly  declared, 
*'  a  thousand  beauties.''  Every  part  is  splendid ;  there  is 
g^eat  luxuriance  of  ornaments;  the  original  vision  of 
Chaucer  was  never  denied  to  be  much  improved ;  the  al- 
legory is  very  skilfully  continued,  the  imagery  is  properly 
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selected,  and* learnedly  displayed;  yet,  with  all  this  com- 
prehension of  excellence,  as  its  scene  is  laid  in  remote 
ages,  and  its  sentiments,  if  the  concluding  paragraph  be  ex- 
cepted, have  little  relation  to  general  manners  or  common 
life,  it  never  obtained  much  notice,  but  is  turned  silently 
over,  and  seldom  quoted  or  mentioned  with  either  praise 
or  blame. 

That  the  Messiah  excels  the  Pollio,  is  no  great  praise, 
if  it  be  considered  from  what  original  the  improvements 
are  derived. 

The  Verses  on  the  unfortunate  Lady  have  drawn  much  at- 
tention by  the  iliaudable  singularity  of  treating  suicide  with 
respect ;  and  they  must  be  allowed  to  be  written,  in  some 
parts,  with  vigorous  animation,  and,  in  others,  with  gentle 
tenderness ;  nor  has  Pope  produced  any  poem  in  which 
the  sense  predominates  more  over  the  diction.  But  the 
tale  is  not  skilfully  told ;  it  is  not  easy  to  discover  the  cha- 
racter of  either  the  lady  or  her  guardian.  History  relates 
that  she  was  about  to  disparage  herself  by  a  marriage  with 
an  inferiour ;  Pope  praises  her  for  the  dignity  of  ambition, 
and  yet  condemns  the  uncle  to  detestation  for  his  pride ; 
the  ambitious  love  of  a  niece  may  be  opposed  by  the  in- 
terest, malice,  or  envy  of  an  uncle,  but  never  by  his  pride. 
On  such  an  occasion  a  poet  may  be  allowed  to  be  obscure, 
but  inconsistency  never  can  be  right  ^. 

The  Ode  for  St.  Cecilia's  Day  waa  undertaken  at  the 

k  The  account  herein  before  giren  of  this  lady  and  her  catastrophe,  cited  by 
Johoaon  from  Rnffhead,  with  a  kind  of  acquiesceace  in  the  truth  thereof,  seems 
no  other  than  might  have  been  extracted  from  the  verses  themselves.  I  have 
in  my  possession  a  letter  to  Dr.  Johnson,  containing  the  name  of  the  lady ; 
and  a  reference  to  a  gentleman  well  known  in  the  literary  world  for  her  his- 
tory. Him  I  have  seen ;  and,  fron)  a  memorandum  of  some  particulars  to  the 
purpose,  communicated  to  him  by  a  lady  of  quality,  he  informs  me,  that  the  un- 
fortunate lady's  name  was  Withinbury  *,  corruptly  pronounced  Winbury ;  that 
she  was  in  love  with  Pope,  and  would  have  married  him ;  that  her  guardian, 
though  she  was  deformed  in  person,  looking  upon  such  a  match  as  beneath  her, 
tent  her  to  a  convent ;  and  that  a  noose,  and  not  a  sword,  put  ao  end  to  her 
life.    H. 

>  According  to  Warton,  the  lady's  name  was  Waiflsbiuy*    £o. 
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desk e  of  Steele :  id  this  the  author  is  generally  coofessed 
to  have  miscarried,  yet  he  has  miscarried  only  as  compared 
with  Dryden;  for  he  has  far  outgone  other  competitors* 
Dryden*s  plan  is  better  chosen ;  history  will  always  take 
stronger  hold  of  the  attention  than  fable  :  the  passions  ex- 
cited by  Dryden  are  the  pleasures  and  pains  of  real  life, 
the  scene  of  Pope  is  laid  in  imaginary  existence ;  Pope  is 
read  with  calm  acquiescence,  Dryden  witk  tmrbolent  de- 
light; Pope  hangs  upon  the  ear,  and  Dryden  finds  the 
passes  of  the  mind. 

Both  the  odes  want  the  essential  constituent  of  metrical 
compositions,  the  stated  recurrence  of  settled  numbers. 
It  may  be  alleged  that  Pindar  is  said  by  Horace  to  have 
written  "  numeris  lege  solutis :"  but  as  no  such  lax  per-^ 
formances  have  been  transmitted  to  us,  the  meaning  of 
that  expression  cannot  be  fixed ;  and,  perhaps,  the  like 
return  might  properly  be  made  to  a  modern  Piodarist,  as 
Mr.  Cobb  received  from  Bentley,  who,  when  he  found  his 
criticisms  upon  a  Greek  exercise,  which  Cobb  had  pre- 
sented, refuted  one  after  another  by  Pindar's  authority, 
cried  out,  at  last,  *'  Pindar  was  a  bold  fellow,  but  thou  art 
an  impudent  one." 

If  Pope*s  ode  be  particularly  inspected,  it  will  be  found 
that  the  first  stanza  consists  of  sounds  well  chosen  indeed, 
but  only  sounds. 

The  second  ^consists  uf  hyperbolical  commonplaces,  ea- 
sily to  be  found,  and,  perhaps,  without  much  difficulty  to 
be  as  well  expressed. 

In  the  third,  however,  there  are  numbers,  images,  har- 
mony, and  vigour,  not  unworthy  the  antagonist  of  Dryden. 
Had  all  been  like  this— 4)ut  every  part  cannot  be  the  best. 

The  next  stanzas  place  and  detain  as  in  the  dark  and 
dismal  regions  of  mythology,  where  neither  hope  nor  fear, 
neither  joy  nor  sorrow,  can  be  found  :  the  poet,  however, 
faithfully  attends  us :  we  have  all  that  can  be  performed  by 
elegance  of  diction,  or  sweetness  of  versification  ;  but 
what  can  form  avail  without  better  matter  ? 

The  last  stanza  recurs  again  to  commonplaces.     The 
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oODclasion  is  too  evidently  modelled  by  that  of  Drydeo ; 
and  it  may  be  remarked  that  both  end  with  the  same  fault : 
the  comparison  of  eadh  is  literal  on  one  side,  and  metapho- 
rical on  the  other. 

Poets  do  not  always  express  their  own  thoughts ;  Pope, 
with  all  this  laboar  in  the  praise  of  musick,  was  ignorant  of 
its  principles,  and  insensible  of  its  effects. 

One  of  his  greatest,  though  of  his  earliest  works,  is  the 
Essay  on  Criticism,  which,  if  he  had  written  nothing  else, 
would  have  placed  him  among  the  first  criticks  and  the 
first  poets,  as  it  exhibits  every  mode  of  excellence  that, 
can  embellish  or  dignify  didactick  composition,  selectioa 
of  matter,  novelty  of  arrangement,  justness  of  precept, 
sptendour  of  iUostradon,  and  propriety  of  digression.  I 
know  not  whether  it  be  pleasing  to  consider  that  he  pro- 
duced this  piece  at  twenty,  and  never  afterwards  excelled 
it :  he  that  delights  himself  with  observing  that  such  powers 
may  be  so  soon  attained,  cannot  but  grieve  to  think  that 
life  was  ever  after  at  a  stand. 

To  mention  the  particular  beauties  of  the  essay  would 
be  unprofitably  tedious ;  bat  I  cannot  forbear  to  observe, 
that  the  comparison  of  a  students  progress  in*  the  sciences 
with  the  journey  of  a  traveller  in  the  Alps,  is,  perhaps,  the 
best  that  £!nglish  poetry  can  show.  A  simile,  to  be  per- 
fect, must  both  illustrate  and  ennoble  the  subject ;  must 
show  it  to  the  understanding  in  a  clearer  view,  and  dis- 
play it  to  the  fancy  with  gpreater  dignity ;  but  either  of 
these  qualities  may  be  suflScient  to  recommend  it.  In  di- 
dactick poetry,  of  which  the  great  purpose  is  instruction, 
a  simile  may  be  praised  which  illustrates,  though  it  does 
not  ennoble ;  in  heroicks,  that  may  be  admitted  which 
ennobles,  though  it  does  not  illustrate.  That  it  may  be 
complete,  it  is  required  to  exhibit,  independently  of  its  re- 
ferences, a  pleasing  image;  for  a  simile  is  s€ud  to  be  a 
short  episode.  To  this  antiquity  was  so  attentive,  that 
circumstances  were  sometimes  added,  which,  having  no 
parallels,  served  ouly  to  fill  the  imagination,  and  produced 
what  Perrault  ludicrously  called  '*  comparisons  with  a  loog 
tail.**     In  their  similes  the  greatest  writers  have  some- 
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times  failed;  the  ship-race,  compared  with  the  chariot- 
race,  is  neither  illustrated  nor  aggrandized;  land  and 
water  make  all  the  difference :  when  Apollo,  running  after 
Daphne,  is  likened  to  a  greyhound  chasing  a  hare,  there 
is  nothing  gained  ;  the  ideas  of  pursuit  and  flight  are  too 
plain  to  be  made  plainer,  and  a  god  and  the  daughter  of  a 
god  are  not  represented  much  to  their  advantage  by  a 
hare  and  dog.  The  simile  of  the  Alps  has  no  useless 
parts,  yet  affords  a  striking  picture  by  itself;  it  makes  the 
foregoing  position  better  understood,  and  enables  it  to 
take  faster  hold  on  the  attention ;  it  assists  the  apprehen- 
sioif,  and  elevates  the  fancy. 

Let  me,  likewise,  dwell  a  little  on  the  celebrated  para- 
graph, in  which  it  is  directed  that.''  the  sound  should  seem 
an  echo  to  the  sense ;''  a  precept  which  Pope  is  allowed  to 
have  observed  beyond  any  other  English  poet. 

This  notion  of  representative  metre,  and  the  desire  of 
discovering  frequent  adaptations  of  the  sound  to  the  sense, 
have  produced,  in  my  opinion,  many  wild  conceits  and 
imaginary  beauties.  ^  All  that  can  furnish  this  representa- 
tion are  the  sounds  of  the  words  considered  singly,  and 
the  time  in  which  they  are  pronounced.  Every  language 
has  some  words  framed  to  exhibit  the  noises  which  they 
express,  as  lAump,  ratik,  growl,  hiss.  These,  however,  are 
but  few,  and  the  poet  cannot  make  them  more,  nor  can 
they  be  of  any  use  but  when  sound  is  to  be  mentioned. 
The  time  of  pronunciation  was,  in  the  dactylick  measures 
of  the  learned  languages,  capable  of  considerable  variety ; 
but  that  variety  could  be  accommodated  only  to  motion  or 
duration,  and  different  degrees  of  motion  were,  perhaps, 
expressed  by  verses  rapid  or  slow,  without  much  attention 
of  the  writer,  when  the  image  had  full  possession  of  his 
fancy ;  but  our  language  having  little  flexibility,  our  verses 
can  differ  very  little  in  their  cadence.  The  fiEmcied  re- 
semblances, I  fear,  arise  sometimes  merely. from  the  am- 
biguity of  words ;  there  is  supposed  to  be  some  relation 
between  a  soft  line  and  a  soft  couch,  or  between  hard 
syllables  and  hard  fortune. 

Motion,  however,  may  be  in  some  sort  exempUfied ;  and 
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yet  it  may  be  suspected  that  even  in  such  resemblances 
the  mind  often  governs  the  ear,  and  the  sounds  are  estir 
mated  by  their  meaning.  One  of  the  most  successful 
attempts  has  been  to  describe  the  labour  of  Sisyphus : 

With  many  a  weary  step,  and  many  a  groan^ 
Up  a  high  hill  he  heaves  a  huge  round  stone; 
The  huge  round  stone,  resulting  with  a  bound. 
Thunders  impetuous  down,  and  smokes  along  the  ground. 

Who  does  not  perceive  the  stone  to  move  slowly  upward, 
and  roll  violently  back?  But  set  the  same  numbers  to 
another  sense : 

While  many  a  merry  tale,  and  many  a  song, 
Cheer'd  the  rough  road,  we  wish'd  tiie  rough  road  long. 
The  rough  road  then,  returning  in  a  round, 
Mock'd  our  impatient  steps,  for  all  was  feiry  ground. 

We  have  now,  surely,  lost  much  of  the  delay,  and  much 
of  the  rapidity. 

But,  to  show  how  little  the  greatest  master  of  numbers 
can  fix  the  principles  of  representative  harmony,  it  will  be 
sufficient  to  remark  that  the  poet,  who  tells  us,  that 

When  Ajax  strives  some  rodc's  vast  weight  to  throw. 

The  line  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  slow: 

Not  so  when  swifit  Camilla  scours  the  plain. 

Flies  o'er  th'  unbending  com,  and  skims  along  the  main; 

when  he  had  enjoyed,  for  about  thirty  years,  the  praise  of 
Camilla's  lightness  of  foot,  tried  another  experiment  upon 
sound  and  time,  and  produced  this  memorable  triplet : 

Waller  was  smooth;  but  Dryden  taught  to  join 
The  varying  verse,  the  full  resounding  line. 
The  long  majestick  march,  and  energy  divine. 

Here  are  the  swiftness  of  the  rapid  race,  and  the  march  of 
slow-paced  majesty,  exhibited  by  the  same  poet  in  the 
same  sequence  of  syllables,  except  that  the  exact  prosodist 
will  find  the  line  of  swiftness  by  one  time  longer  than  that 
of  tardiness. 
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Beauties  of  this  kind  are  oommooly  fancied ;  and,  whea 
real,  are  technical  and  negatory*  not  to  be  rejected^  and 
not  to  be  solicited. 

To  the  praises  which  have  been  accamnlated  on  the 
Rape  of  the  Lock  by  readers  of  every  class,  from  the  cri- 
tick  to  the  waiting-maid,  it  is  diflScnlt  to  make  any  addition. 
Of  that  which  is  universally  allowed  to  be  the  most  attrac- 
tive of  all  ludicrous  compositions,  let  it  rather  be  now  iur 
quired  from  what  sources  the  power  of  pleasing  is  derived. 

Dr.  Warburton,  who  excelled  in  critical  perspicacity, 
has  remarked  that  the  preternatural  agents  are  very  hapi- 
pily  adapted  to  the  purposes  of  the  poem.  The  heathen 
deities  can  no  longer  gain  attention :  we  should  have  turned 
away  from  a  contest  between  Venus  and  Diana.  The  em- 
ployment of  allegorical  persons  always  excites  conviction 
of  its  own  absurdity ;  they  may  produce  effects,  but  can- 
not conduct  actions ;  when  the  phantom  is  put  in  motion, 
it  dissolves;  thus  Discord  may  raise  a  mutiny,  but  Dis- 
cord cannot  conduct  a  march,  or  besiege  a  town.  Pope 
brought  into  view  a  new  race  of  beings,  with  powers  and 
passions  proportionate  to  their  operation.  The  sylphs  and 
gnomes  act,  at  the  toilet  and  the  tea-table,  what  more 
terrifiok  and  more  powerful  phantoms  perform  on  the 
stormy  ocean,  or  the  field  <^  battle ;  they  give  their  proper 
help,  and  do  their  proper  mischief. 

Pope  is  said,  by  an  ofajectcnr,  not  to  have  been  thfe  in- 
venter  of  this  petty  nation ;  a  charge  which  might,  with 
more  justice,  have  been  brought  against  the  author  of  the 
Iliad,  who,  doubtless,  adopted  the  religious  system  of  his 
country ;  for  what  is  there,  but  the  names  of  his  agents, 
which  Pope  has  not  invented  ?  Has  he  not  assigned  them 
characters  and  operations  never  heard  of  before  ?  Has  he 
not,  at  least,  given  them  their  first  poetical  existence  i  If 
this  is  not  sufficient  to  denominate  his  work  original,  no- 
thing original  ever  can  be  written. 

In  this  work  are  exhibited,  in  a  very  high  degree,  the 
two  most  engaging  powers  of  an  author.  New  things  ajre 
made  familiar,  and  familiar  things  are  made  new.    A  race 
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or  aerial  people,  never  heard  of  before,  is  presented  to  us 
in  a  manner  so  dear  and  easy,  that  the  reader  seeks  for  no 
further  information,  but  immediately  mingles  with  his  new 
aequaintance,  adopts  their  interests,  and  attends  tbeir  pur- 
suits, loTOs  a  sylph,  and  detests  a  gnome. 

That  familiar  things  are  made  new,  every  paragraph 
will  prove.  The  subject  of  the  poem  is  an  event  below 
the  common  incidents  of  common  life ;  nothing  real  is  in- 
troduced that  is  not  seen  so  often  as  to  be  no  longer  re- 
garded; yet  the  whole  detail  of  a  female  day  is  here 
brought  before  us  invested  with  so  much  art  of  decoration, 
that,  though  nothing  is  disguised,  every  thing  is  striking, 
and  we  feel  all  the  appetite  of  curiosity  for  that  firom  which 
we  have  a  thousand  times  turned  fostidiously  away. 

The  purpose  of  the  poet  is,  as  he  tells  us,  to  laugh  at 
''  the  little  unguarded  follies  of  the  female  BexJ'  It  is, 
therefore,  without  justice  that  Dennis  charges  the  Rape  of 
the  Lock  with  the  want  of  a  moral,  and  for  that  reason  sets 
it  below  the  Lutrin,  which  exposes  the  pride  and  discord 
of  the  clergy.  Perhaps  neither  Pope  nor  Boileau  has 
made  the  world  much  better  than  he  found  it;  but  if 
they  had  both  succeeded,  it  were  easy  to  tell  who  would 
have  deserved  most  from  publick  gratitude.  The  freaks, 
and  humours,  and  spleen,  and  vanity  of  women,  as  they 
embroil  families  in  discord,  and  fill  houses  with  disquiet, 
do  more  to  obstruct  the  happiness  of  Hfe  in  a  year  than  the 
ambition  of  the  clergy  in  many  centuries.  It  has  been  well 
x>bserved,  that  the  misery  of  man  proceeds  not  ftnm  any 
single  crush  of  overwhelming  evil,  but  from  small  vexa- 
tions continually  repeated. 

It  is  remarked  by  Dennis  likewise,  that  the  machinery 
is  superfluous ;  that,  by  all  the  bustle  of  preternatural  oper- 
ation, the  main  event  is  neither  hastened  nor  retarded. 
To  this  charge  an  efficacious  answer  is  not  easily  made. 
The  sylphs  cannot  be  said  to  help  or  to  oppose ;  and  it 
must  be  allowed  to  imply  some  want  of  art,  that  their 
power  has  not  been  sufficiently  intermingled  witli  the  notion. 
Other  parts  may,  likewise,  be  charged  with  want  of  con- 
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nexion ;  the  game  at  ombre  might  be  spared ;  hot,  if  the 
lady  had  lost  her  hair  while  she. was  intent  npon  her  cards, 
it  might  have  been  inferred  that  those  who  are  too  fond  of 
play  will  be  in  danger  of  neglecting  more  important  inter- 
ests. Those,  perhaps,  are  faults ;  bnt  what  are  such  faults 
to  so  much  excellence  ? 

The  epistle  of  Eloise  to  Abelard  is  one  of  the  most 
happy  productions  of  human  wit :  the  subject  is  so  judi- 
ciously chosen,  that  it  would  be  difficult,  in  turning  over 
the  annals  of  the  world,  to  find  another  which  so  many  cir^ 
cumstances  concur  to  recommend.  We  reg^arly  interest 
ourselves  most  in  the  fortune  of  those  who  most  deserYC 
our  notice.  Abelard  and  Eloise  were  conspicuous  in  their 
days  for  eminence  of  merit  The  heart  naturally  loves 
truth.  The  adventures  and  misfortunes  of  this  illustrious 
pair  are  known  from  undisputed  history.  Their  fate  does 
not  leave  the  mind  in  hopeless  dejection ;  for  Aey  both 
found  quiet  and  consolation  in  retirement  and  piety.  So 
Hew  and  so  affecting  is  their  story,  that  it  supersedes  in- 
vention, and  imagination  ranges  at  full  liberty  without 
straggling  into  scenes  of  fable. 

The  story,  thus  skilfully  adopted,  has  been  diligently 
improved.  Pope  has  left  nothing  behind  him,  which  seems 
more  the  effect  of  studious  perseverance  and  laborious  re- 
visal.  Here  is  particularly  observable  the  **  curiosa  felici- 
tas,"  a  fruitful  soil  and  careful  cultivation.  Here  is  no 
crudeness  of  sense,  nor  asperity  of  language. 

The  sources  from  which  sentiments,  which  have  so  much 
vigour  and  efficacy,  have  been  drawn,  are  shown  to  be  the 
mystick  writers  by  the  learned  author  of  the  Essay  od  the 
life  and  Writings  of  Pope ;  a  book  which  teaches  how 
the  brow  of  criticism  may  be  smoothed,  and  how  she  may 
be  enabled,  with  all  her  severity,  to  attract  and  to  delight. 

The  train  of  my  disquisition  has  now  conducted  me  to 
that  poetical  wonder,  the  translation  of  the  Iliad,  a  per- 
formance which  no  age  or  nation  can  pretend  to  equal. 
To  the  Greeks  translatioa  was  almost  unknown;  it  was 
totally  unknown  to  the  inhabitants  of  Greece.    They  had 
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DO  recoiirse  to  the  barbarians  for  poetical  beauties,  but 
sought  for  every  thing  in  Homer»  where,  indeed,  there  is 
but  little  that  they  might  not  find. 

The  Italians  have  been  very  diligent  translators ;  but  I 
can  hear  of  no  version,  unless,  perhaps  Anguillara's  Ovid 
may  be  excepted,  which  is  read  with  eagerness.  The 
Ilj^d  of  Salvini  every  reader  may  discover  to  be  punctili- 
ously exact ;  but  it  seems  to  be  the  work  of  a  linguist 
skilfully  pedantick ;  and  his  countrymen,  the  proper  judges 
of  its  power  to  please,  reject  it  with  disgust. 

Their  predecessors,  the  Romans,  have  left  some  speci- 
mens of  translation  behind  them,  and  that  employment 
must  have  had  some  credit  in  which  Tully  and  Germanicus 
engaged ;  but,  unless  we  suppose,  what  is  perhaps  true, 
that  the  plays  of  Terence  were  versions  of  Menander, 
nothing  translated  seems  ever  to  have  risen  to  high  repu- 
tation. The  French,  in  the  meridian  hour  of  their  learn- 
itig,  were  very  laudably  industrious  to  enrich  their  own 
language  with  the  wisdom  of  the  ancients;  but  found 
themselves  reduced,  by  whatever  necessity,  to  turn  the^ 
Greek  and  Roman  poetry  into  prose.  Whoever  could 
read  an  author,  could  translate  him.  From  such  rivals 
little  can  be  feared. 

The  chief  help  of  Pope  in  this  arduous  undertaking  was 
drawn  from  the  versions  of  Dryden.  Virgil  had*borrowed 
much  of  his  imagery  from  Homer,  and  part  of  the  debt 
was  now  paid  by  his  translator.  Pope  searched  the  pages 
of  Dryden  for  happy  combinations  of  heroick  diction ;  but 
it  will  not  be  denied  that  he  added  much  to  what  he  found. 
He.  cultivated  our  language  with  so  much  diligence  and 
art,  that  he  has  left  in  his  Homer  a  treasure  of  poetical 
elegancies  to  posterity.  His  version  may  be  said  to  have 
tuned  the  English  tongue ;  for,  since  its  appearance,  no 
writer,  however  deficient  in  other  powers,  has  wanted  me- 
lody. Such  a  series  of  lines,  so  elaborately  corrected,  and 
so  sweetly  modulated,  took  possession  of  the  publick  ear ; 
the  vulgar  was  enamoured  of  the  poem,  and  the  learned 
wondered  at  the  translation. 
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Bat  in  the  most  general  applause  discordant  moes  will 
always  be  heard.  It  has  been  objected,  by  some  who  wish 
to  be  numbered  among  the  sons  of  learning,  that  F6pe*s 
version  of  Homer  is  not  Homerical ;  that  it  exhibits  no  re- 
semblance of  the  original  and  characteristick  manner  of 
the  father  of  poetry,  as  it  wants  his  awful  simplicity,  his 
artless  grandeur,  his  unaffected  majesty '°.  This  cannot  ^ 
totally  denied ;  but  it  must  be  remembered  that  ''  neces- 
sitas  quod  cogit  defendit  ;*'  that  may  be  lawfully  done  which 
cannot  be  forborne.  Time  and  place  will  always  enforce 
regard.  In  estimating  this  translation,  consideration  must 
be  had  of  the  nature  of  our  language,  the  form,  of  our  metre, 
and,  above  dl,  of  the  change  which  two  thousand  years 
have  made  in  the  modes  of  life  and  the  habits  of  thought. 
Virgil  wrote  in  a  language  of  the  same  general  fabrick 
with  that  of  Homer,  in  verses  of  the  same  measure,  and  in 
an  age  nearer  to  Homer's  time  by  eighteen  hundred  years ; 
yet  he  found,  even  then,  the  state  of  the  world  so  mnoh 
altered,  and  the  demand  for  elegance  so  much  increased, 
that  mere  nature  would.be  endured  no  longer;  and,  per^ 
haps,  in  the  multitude  of  borrowed  passages,  very  few  can 
be  shown  which  he  has  not  embellished. 

There  is -a  time  when  nations,  emerging  from  barbarity, 
and  falling  into  regular  subordination,  gain  leisure  to  grow 
wise,  and  feel  the  shame  of  ignorance  and  the  craving  pain 
of  unsatisfied  curiosity.  To  this  hunger  of  the  mind  plain 
sense  is  grateful;  that  which  fills  the  void  removes  un- 
easiness, and  to  be  free  from  pain  for  awhile  is  pleasure ; 

>"  B«iitley  was  one  of  these.  He  and  Pope,  soon  after  the  imblicatiQa  of 
Homer,  met  at  Dr.  Mead's  at  dinner ;  when  Pope,  desirous  of  bis  opinion  of 
the  translation,  addressed  him  thus :  "  Dr.  Bentley,  I  ordered  my  bookseller  to 
send  you  your  books :  I  hope  you  received  them.'*  Bentley,  who  had  purposely 
avoided  saying  any  thing  about  Homer,  pretended  not  to  understand  him,  umI 
asked,  "Books!  books!  what  booksr—"  My  Homer,"  replied  Pope, '<  which 
you  did  me  the  honour  to  subscribe  for." — **  Oh,"  said  Bentley,  **  aye,  now 
I  recollect — your  translation  : — it  is  a  pretty  poem,  Mr.  Pope ;  but  you  must 
not  call  it  Homer."    H. 

Some  good  remarks  on  Pope**  translation  may  be  found  in  the  work  of  Md* 
moth,  entitled  Fitzosbome's  Letters.    Ed. 
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bot  repletioa  g^neralds  fastitoimeat ;  a  ajalnrated  inteifoct 
soon  becomes  luxurious,  and  knowledge  finds  do  wilKng 
reception  tiH  it  is  recommended  by  tttifieial  dietioiii.  Tbus 
it  wOl  be  Ibvnd,  in  the  progress  of  leamiag,  tkel  iB  wli 
nations  tbe  first  writers  are  simple^  and  that  eyeijr  age  im-* 
proves  in  el^jpaaee.  One  refinement  atway»  makes  wa^ 
for  another ;  and  what  was  expedient  to  "S^^U  was  ne-^ 
eessarj  to  Pope. 

I  suppose  many  readers  ef  the  English  Iliad,  iriien  tbey 
have  been  touched  with  some  unexpeeted  beanty  ef  the 
fighter  kind,,  have  tried  to  enjoy  it  in  tbe  orighml,,  where,, 
alas !  it  was  not  to  be  found.  Homer,  doobtleas,  owe»  tn 
his  translator  many  Ovidian  graces  not  exnetfy  smtaMe  to 
his  character;  but  ta have  added  can  be  no  great ctfime, if 
nothing  be  taken  away.  Elegance  is  surely  te  be  desiiwd, 
if  it  be  not  gained  at  the  expense  of  dignify.  A  here 
would  wish  to  be  loved,  as  well  as  to  be  tfevevenoedw 

To  a  thousand  cavils  one  answer  is  sufimest^  the  par- 
pose  of  a  writer  is  to  be  read,  and  tfaecritieism  wfaicbwouU 
destroy  the  power  of  pleasing  must  be  blown  aside;  Pope 
wrote  for  ins  own  age  and  his  own  nation :  he  knew  that 
it  waa  neoeasary  Co  colour  the  images  and  point  the  senti- 
ments of  his  author;,  he^  thereSsfe,  madd  fa&m  gsnseM,  bni 
lost  him  some  of  his  sublimity. 

The  copious  notes  with  which  the  version^  in  accompanied, 
and  by  which  it  is  recommended  to  many  readers,  though 
they  were  undoubtedly  written  to  swell  the  volomes^  ought 
not  to  pasa  without  praise :  eommentariea  wUeh  attraet 
the  reader  by  the  pleasure. of  pestisal  have  not  often  ap- 
peared ;  the  notes  of  others  .ase  read  to  clear  difficulties, 
those  of  Pope  to  vary  entsrtainment. 

It  has,  however,  been  objected,  with  sufficient  reason, 
that  there  is  in  the  commentary  too  nnish«  irf*  unaeasonable 
levity  and  aiectod  gaiety ;  that  too  many  appeals  are  made 
to  the  ladies,  and  the  ease  which  is  so  caaefnlly  pseserved 
is,  sometimes,  the  ease  of  a  trifler.  Every  art  has*  its  teiBM, 
and  every  bind  of  instruetion'  its  proper  style;  the  gravity 
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of  common  criticks  may  be  tedious^  but  is  less  despicable 
than  childish  merriment. 

Of  the  Od jssey»  nothing  remains  to  be  observed :  the 
same  general  praise  may  be  given  to  both  translations,  and 
a  particular  examination  of  either  would  require  a  large 
volume.  The  notes  were  written  by  Broome,  who  endea- 
voured, not  unsuccessfully,  to  imitate  his  master. 

Of  the  Dunciad,  the  hint  is  confessedly  taken  from  Dry- 
den*s  Mac  Flecknoe;  but  the  plan  is  so  enlarged  and 
diversified,  as  justly  to  claim  the  praise  of  an  original,  and 
affords  the  best  specimen  that  has  yet  appeared  of  personal 
satire  ludicrously  pompous. 

That  the  design  was  moral,  whatever  the  author  might 
tell  either  his  readers  or  himself,  I  am  not  convinced.  The 
first  motive  was  the  desire  of  revenging  the  contempt  with 
which  Theobald  had  treated  his  Shakespeare,  and  regaining 
the  honour  which  he  had  lost,  by  crushing  his  opponent 
Theobald  was  not  of  bulk  enough  to  fill  a  poem,  and,  there- 
fore, it  was  necessary  to  find  other  enemies  with  other 
names,  at  whose  expense  he  might  divert  the  publick. 

In  this  design  there  was  petulance  and  malignity  enough; 
but  I  cannot  think  it  very  criminal.  An  author  places 
himself  uncalled  before,  the  tribunal  of  criticism,. and  so- 
licits fame  at  the  hazard  of  disgrace.  Dulness  or  deformity 
are  not  culpable  in  themselves,  but  may  be  very  justly  re- 
proached when  they  pretend  to  the  honour  of  wit  or  the 
influence,  of  beauty.  If  bad  writers  were  to  pass  without 
reprehension,  what  should  restrain  them  ?  ''  impune  diem 
consumpserit  ingens  Telephus ;"  and  upon  bad  writers  only 
will  censure  have  much  effect.  The  satire  which  brought 
Theobald  and  Moore  into  contempt,  dropped  impotent 
from  Bentley,  like  the  javelin  of  Priam. 

All  truth  is  valuable,  and  satirical  criticism  may  be.con-- 
sidered  as  useful  when  it  rectifies  errour  and  inqiroves 
judgment ;  he  that  refines  the  publick  taste  is  a  publick 
benefactor. 

The.  beauties  of  this  poem  are  well  known ;  its  chief 
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fault  18  the  grossness  of  its  images.  Pope  and  Swift  had 
an  unnatural  delight  in  ideas  physically  impure,  such  as 
every  other  tongue  utters  with  unwillingness,  and  of 
which  every  ear  shrinks  flrom  the  mention. 

But  even  this  fault,  offensive  as  it  is,  may  be  forgiven 
for  the  excellence  of  other  passages ;  such  as  the  forma 
tion  and  dissolution  of  Moore,  the  account  of  the  traveller, 
the  misfortune  of  the  florist,  and  the  crowded  dioughts 
and  stately  numbers  which  dignify  the  concluding  para- 
graph. 

The  alterations  which  have  been  made  in  the  Dunciad, 
not  always  for  the  better,  require  that  it  should  be  pub- 
lished, as  in  the  present  collection,  with  all  its  variations. 

The  Essay  on  Man  was  a  work  of  great  labour  and  long 
consideration,  but  certainly  not  the  happiest  of  Pope's 
performances.  The  subject  is,  perhaps,  not  very  proper 
for  poetry,  and  the  poet  was  not  sufficiently  niaster  of  his 
subject ;  metaphysical  morality  was  to  him  a  new  study ; 
he  was  proud  of  his  acquisitions,  and,  supposing  himself 
master  of  great  secrets,  was  in  haste  to  teach  what  he  had 
not  learned.  Thus  he  tells  us,  in  the  first  epistle,  that 
from  the  nature  of  the  supreme  being  may  be  deduced  an 
order  of  beings  such  as  mankind,  because  infinite  excel- 
lence can  do  only  what  is  best.  He  finds  out  that  these 
beings  must  be  **  somewhere ;"  and  that  '*  all  the  question 
is,  whether  man  be  in  a  wrong  place.*^  Surely  if,  accord- 
ing to  the  poet's  Leibnitzian  reasoning,  we  may  infer  that 
man  ought  to  be,  only  because  he  is,  we  may  allow  that 
his  place  is  the  right  place,  because  he  has  it.  Supreme 
wisdom  is  not  less  infallible  in  disposing  than  in  creating. 
But  what  is  meant  by  "  somewhere"  and  "  place,"  and 
'*  wrong  place,"  it  had  been  vain  to  ask  Pope,  who,  pro- 
bably, had  neVer  asked  himself. 

Having  exalted  himself  into  the  chair  of  wisdom,  he 
tells  us  much  that  every  man  knows,  and  much  that  he 
does  not  know  himself;  that  we  see  but  little,  and  that  the 
order  of  the  universe  is  beyond  our  comprehension ;  an 
opinion  iiot  very  uncommon  :  and  that  there  is  a  chain  of 
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sukordinate  beings  "  from  iifiBite  to  nothing/'  of  wUcfc 
himself  and  hb  readers  are  eqadly  igmirani.  Bat  he  giyct 
US  one  comfort,  which,  without  his  help,  he  supposes  aaat* 
tainable,  in  the  positioB  ^  that  though  we  are  fbeb,  jet 
Grod  is  wise." 

This  essay  affords  an  egiegpous  instance  of  the  pre- 
dominance of  genius,  the  dazzling  splendour  of  imageiy, 
and  the  seductiTO  powers  of  eloquence.  Never  were 
penary  of  knowledge  and  volgarity  of  sentiment  so  hap- 
pily disguised.  The  reader  feels  his  mind  full,  though 
he  learns  nothing;  and,  when  he  meets  it  in  its  new  array, 
BO  longer  knows  the  talk  of  his  mother  and  his  nurse. 
When  these  wonder-woriung  sounds  sink  into  sense,  anl 
the  doctrine  of  the  bssay,  disrobed  of  its  ornaments,  is  left 
to  the  powers  of  its  naked  excellence,  what  Aail  we  dis- 
coTer  ?  That  we  are,  in  comparison  with  our  creator,  yeiy 
weak  and  ignorant;  that  we  do  not  uphold  the  chain  of 
existence ;  and  that  we  could  not  make  one  another  with 
more  skill  than  we  are  made.  We  may  leant  yet  nmre: 
that  the  arts  of  human  life  were  copied  from  ti»  in* 
stinctiTe  operations  of  other  animals;  that  if  die  world  be 
made  for  man,  it  may  be  said  that  man  was  made  for  geese. 
To  these  profound  principles  of  natond  knowledge  are 
added  some  moral  instructions  eqwdly  new ;  that  sdf-in- 
terest,  well  understood,  wilt  produce  social  conoocd ;  tlot 
men  are  mutual  gainers  by  mutual  benefila;  that  evil  is 
sometimes  balanced  by  good ;  that  human  advantages  are 
unstable  and  fallacious,  of  om^rtain  duration  and  doubifnl 
effect ;  that  our  true  honour  is,,  not  to  hare  a  great  part, 
but  to  act  it  well ;  that  virtue  only  b  our  own ;  amd  diat 
happiness  is  always  in  our  power. 

Surely  a  man  of  no  very  comprehensive  search  may 
venture  to  say  that  he  has  heard  all  this  before ;  but  it 
was  never  tfll  now  recommended. by  such  a  blaze  of  em- 
bellishment, or  such  sweetness  of  meloiiy.  The  vigmrous 
contraction  of  some  thoughts,  the  luxuriant  ampKfieatioa 
of  others,  the  incidental  illustrations,  and  somethnea  the 
dignity,  sometimes  the  softness  of  the  verses,  enehain  |dn* 
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losophy,  8iiq>eiid  oiitidsiii»  and  oppTen  jad^^ent  by  over- 
|K>wering  pleaiiire. 

This  is  tme  of  many  paragraphs ;  yet  if  I  kad  ouder- 
iokea  to  exemplify  Pope's  felicity  of  composition  before  a 
rigid  erkiek,  I  should  not  select  the  Essay  on  Man  \  for  it 
oontaios  more  fines  nnsnccessfniiy  labonred,  more  harsh- 
DCH  of  diction^  move  thoughts  imperfectly  exfHressed,  more 
levity  ¥Pithoat  elegance,  and  more  heaviness  without 
strength,  than  will  easSy  be  found  in  all  lus  other  works. 

The  Characters  of  Men  and  Women  are  the  product  of 
diligent  speculation  upon  human  life:  much  labour  has 
been  bestowed  upon  them,  and  Pope  very  seldom  laboured 
in  vain.  That  Us  excelleace  may  be  properly  estimated, 
I  recommend  a  comparison  of  hb  Characters  of  Women 
with  Boileau^s  Satnre ;  it  will  then  be  seen  with  how  much 
more  pempicacity  female  nature  is  investigated,  and  fe- 
male excellence  seiecled;  and  he  surely  is  no  mean  writer 
to  whom  Boiletttt  shall  be  found  inferiour.  The  Characters 
of  Men,  however,  are  written  with  more,  if  not  with 
deeper,  thought,  and  exhibit  nmny  passages  exquisitely 
beautifuL  The  Gem  and  the  Flower  will  not  easily  be 
equalled.  In  the  women's  part  are  some  defects:  the 
character  of  Alossa  is  not  to  neatly  finished  as  that  of 
Clodio ;  and  some  of  the  female  characters  may  be  found, 
peihaps,  more  frequency  among  men;  what  is  said  of 
Pbilomede  was  true  of  Prior. 

In  the  epistles  to,  lord  Bathurat  and  lord  Burlington, 
Dr.  Warburton  has  endeavoured  to  find  a  train  of  thought 
which  was  never  in  the  writer^s  head,  and,  to  support  his 
hypothesis,  has  printed  that  first  which  was  published  last. 
In  one,  the  most  valuable  passi^  is,  perhaps,  the  Elogy 
on  good  Sense ;  and  the  other,  the  End  of  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham. 

The  epistle  to  Arbutimot,  now  arbitrarily  called  the  Pro- 
logue to  the  Satires,  is  a  perfornMmce  consisting,  as  it  seems, 
of  many  fragments  wrought  into  one  design,  which,  by  this 
imion  of  scattered  beauties,  contains  more  striking  para- 
graphs than  could,  probably,  have  been  brought  together 


348  POPB. 

into  an  occasional  work.  Ab  there  is  no  stronger  moiiTe 
to  exertion  than  self-defence,  no  pact  has  more  elegaoee, 
spirit,  or  dignity^  than  the  poet's  vindication  of  his,  own 
character.    The  meanest  passage  is  the  satire  upon  Sponis. 

Of  the  two  poems  which  derived  their  names  firom  the 
year,  and  which  are  called  the  Epilogue  to  the  Satires,  it 
was  very  jastly  remarked  by  Savage,  that  the  second  W9s, 
in  the  whole,  more  strongly  conceived,  and  more  equally 
supported,  bat  that  it  had  no  single  passages  eqoal  to  tlie 
contention  in  the  first  for  the  dignity  of  vice,  and  the  cele- 
bration of  the  triumph  of  corruptiop. 

The  imitations  of  Horace  seem  to  have  been  written  as 
relaxations  of  his  genius.  This  employment  became  ius 
favourite  by  its  facility ;  the  plan  was  ready  to  his .  hand, 
and  nothing  was  required  but  to  acconmiodatei  as  he  codd, 
the  sentifnents  of  an  old  author,  to  recent  facts  or  familiar 
images ;  but  what  is  easy  is  seldom,  excellent ;  such  imi- 
tations cannot  give  pleasure  to  common  readers ;  the  man 
of  learning  may  be  sometimes  surprised  and  delighted  by 
an  unexpected  parallel ;  but  the  comparison  requires  know- 
ledgpe  of  the  original,  which  will  likewise  often  detect 
strained  applications.  Between  Roman  images  and.£Dg« 
Ush  manners,  there  will  be  an  irreconcilable  dissimili- 
tude, and  the  work  will  be  generally,  uncouth  and  •  party- 
coloured  ;  neither  original  nor  translated,  neither  ancient 
nor  modern  ". 

Pope  had,  in  proportions  very  nicely  adjusted  to  each 

.  B  la  one  of  these  poemA  is  a  couplet,  to  which  belongs  a  story  that  I  once 
beard  the  reverend  Dr.  Ridley  relate  : 

"  Slander  or  poison  dread  from  Delia's  rage ; 
Hard  words,  or  hanging,,  if  your  judge  be  *  *  *  *." 
Sir  Francis  Page,  a  judge  weU  known  in  his  time,  conceiving  that  his  naine 
was  meant  to  fill  up  the  blank,  sent  his  clerk  to  Mr.  Pope,  to  complain  of  the 
insult.  Pope  told  Uie  young  man  that  the  blank  might  be  supplied  by  maay 
moaosyllables,  other  than  the  judge's  name  :-^'  but,  sir,"  said  thi  clerk*  "  the 
judge  says  that  no  other  word  will  make  sense  of  the  passage." — "  So  then  it 
seems,"  says  Pope  **  your.maater  is  not  only  a  judge  but  a  poet ;  as  that  is  the 
case,  the  odds  are  against  me.  Give  my  respects  to  the  judge,  and  tell  him,  I 
will  not  contend  with  one  that  has  the  aidvantage  of  me,  and  he  may  fiU  i^  the 
blank  as  he  pleases."    H. 
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other,  all  the  qualiiiea  that  cohstitute  genius.  He  had  ih- 
veotion,  by  which  new  trains  of  events  are  formed,  and 
new  scenes  of  imagery'  displayed,  as  in  the  Rape  of  the 
Lock ;  and  by  which  extrinsick  and  adyentitious  embellish- 
ments and  illustrations  are  connected  with  a  known  sub- 
ject, as  in  the  E^say  on  Criticism.  He  had  imagination, 
which  strongly  impresses  on  the  writer's  mind,  and  enables 
him  to  convey  to  the  reader,  the  various  forms  of  nature, 
incidents  of  life,  and  energies  of  passion,  as  in  his  Eloisa, 
Windsor  Forest,  and  Ethick  Epistles.  He  had  judgment, 
,  which  selects  from  life  or  nature  what  the  present  purpose 
requires,  and  by  separating  the  essence  of  things  from  its 
concomitants,  often  makes  the  representation  more  power- 
ful than  the  reality :  and  he  had  colours  of  language  al- 
ways before  htm,  ready  to  decorate  his  matter  with  every 
g^ace  of  elegant  expression,  as  when  he  accommodates  his 
diction  to  the  wonderful  multiplicity  of  Homer's  senti- 
Inents  aild  descriptions. 

Poetical  expression  includes  sound  as  well  as  meaning ; 
**  Musick,"  says  Dryden,  *'  is  inarticulate  poetry;"  among 
the  excellencies  of  Pbpe^  therefore,  must  be  mentioned  the 
melody  of  his  metre.  By  perusing  the  works  of  Dryden, 
he  discovered  the  most  perfect  fabrick  of  English  verse, 
and  habituated  himself  to  that  only  which  he  found  the 
best;  in  consequence  of  which  restraint,  his  poetry  has 
heen  censured  as  too  uniformly  musical,  and  as  glutting 
the  ear  with  unvaried  sweetness.  I  suspect  this  objection 
'  to  be  the  cant  of  those  who  judge  by  principles  rather  than 
perception;  and  who  would  even  themselves  have  less 
.  pleasure  in  his  works,  if  he  had  tried  to  relieve  attention 
by  studied  discords,  or  affected  to  break  his  lines  and  vary 
his  pauses. 

But,  though  he  was  thus  careful  of  his  versification,  he 
did  not  oppress  his  powers  with  superfluous  rigour.  He 
seems  to  have  thought,  with  Boifleau,  that  the  practice  of 
writing  might  be  refined  till  the  difficulty  should  over- 
balance the  advantage.  The  construction  of  bis  language 
is  not  always  strictiy  grammatical;   with  those  rhymes. 
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which  pvesoriptiQfii  had  eoBfohied,  he  ooateoled  hiriiseH; 
viAhoiit  tegard  to  Swift's  remonstrattoes,  though  there  was 
ao  striking  oeMooauoe ;  nor  was  he  v^y  ctfefal  te  yar^ 
his  tenhinatianSy  or  to  refose  adaussion,  nt  a  smdl  distanee, 
to  the  saai^  rhymes. 

.  To  S  wift^B  edict,  for  die  exclusion  of  sleEandHnes  and 
tri|ileta,  he  paid  little  regard ;  he  admitted  ^kem,  bnt,  in 
the  qunion  of  Fenton,  too  rarely;  he  uses  them  mora 
liberally  in  Us  translation  than  his  poems. 

He  has  a  few  double  rhymes ;  and  always,  I  think,  nn^ 
successfully,  except  onc<B  in  the  Bape  of  the  Lock. 

Expletives  he  very  early  ejected  from  his  verses ;  bat 
he  now  and  then  adoMts  an  epithet  rather  commodious  than 
important.  Each  of  the  six  first  lines  of  the  Itifld  might 
loaa  tw4>  syllables  with  very  little  dinination  of  the  mean* 
ing;  and  sometimes,  after  all  his  art  and  lid»our,  one 
vene  seems  to  be  made  for  the  sake  of  another.  In  Us 
latter  productions  the  diction  is  sometimes  vitiated  1^ 
French  idioms,  with  which  B<^gbroke  had,  perhaps,  in- 
fected htm* 

I  have  been  told,  that  the  eooplet  by  which  he  dedarsd 
ius  own  ear  to  be  most  gratified,  was  this : 

Loj  where  Msotis  sleeps,  and  hardly  flows 
The  freesuig  Tanais  through  a  waste  of  snows. 

But  the  reason  of  this  preference  I  cannot  discover. 

It  is  remarked  by  Watts»  that  there  is  scarcely  a  happy 
combination  of  words,  or  a  phrase  poeticaOy  elegant,  in 
the  English  language,  which  Pope  has  not  inserted  into 
his  version  of  Homer.  How  he  obtained  possession  of  so 
many  beauties  of  tspeeeht  it  were  desirable  to  know.  That 
he  gleaned  from  authors,  obscure  as  well  as  eminent,  what 
he  thought  brilliant  or  useful,  and  preserved  it  all  in  a 
regular  collection,  is  not  unlikely.  When,  in  his  last  years. 
Hall's  Satires  were  shown  him,  he  wished  that  he  had  seen 
them  sooner. 

New  sentiments,  and  new  images,  others  may  praduce ; 
but  to  attempt  any  farther,  improvement  of  versifiDation 
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win  lie  dBBgennu.  Art  «nd  dUigenee  lurw  bow  done  Aeir 
baii»  aidl  what  «iMil  lie  «Aded  viU  be  the  ettott  ef  ledTHms 
tei  and  needlesa  ouriontf . 

After  all  diis,  it  is,  cBrely»  aeperflaooB  to  atiAper  tko 
qnestioa  that  has  onoe  been  asked»  whether  Pope  was  a 
poet  ?  oihapwiaa  thao  by  asking  in  reiara,  if  Pope  be  not 
a  poet,  wbfltB  is  poetry  to  be  found  ?  To  eifcaanscribe 
poetry  by  a  deiaftioa*  will  oidy  show  the  nanromiesB  of 
the  definer,  thoagfa  a  definition,  which  ahaU  exclude  Pope, 
wiD  not  easily  be  laade.  Jjdi  as  look  round  upon  the  i»e- 
seot  time,  and  back  upon  the  past;  let  as  inquire  to  whom 
the  Yosce  ef  auoikind  has  decreed  the  wnflitb  of  poetry ; 
lol  their  produelsons  be  examined,  and  their  claims  stated, 
asd  the  preieasioM  of  Pope  will  be  no  more  disputedi 
Had  he  given  the  worid  only  his  venion,  the  name  of 
poet  mast  have  been  fdlowed  him :  if  die  writer  of  the 
Iliad  were  to  class  his  saceessors,  he  wonld  assiga  a  very 
high  place  to  his  translator,  without  requiring  any  other 
eridense  of  genius. 


The  Cblbwing  Letter,  ef  wUch  the  original  is  in  the 
hands  of  lord  Hardwieke,  was  communicated  to  me  by 
the  kindness  of  Mr.  Jodrell. 


"  To  Mr.  Bridgbs,  at  the  bishop  of  London's,  at 

Fulham. 

*'  SiK,— The  favour  of  your  letter,  with  your  remarks, 
can  nerer  be  enough  acknowledged  ;  and  the  speed  with 
which  you  discharged  so  troublesome  a  task,  doubles  the 
obiigatioBi. 

*'  I  arast  own,  yea  haye  pleased  me  very  much  by  the 
oommendatioas  tfo  ill  bestowed  upon  me;  but,  I  assure 
you,  much  more  by  the  frankness  of  your  censure,  which  I 
ought  to  take  the  more  kindly  of  the  two,  as  it  is  more 
adrantageous  to  a  scribbler  to  be  improved  in  his  jndg'- 
menC  than  to  be  soothed  in  his  vanity.  The  greater  part 
ij£  those  deviations  from  the  Greek,  which  you  have  ob- 
served, I  was  led  into  by  Chapman  and  Hobbes ;  who  are. 
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it  seems,  as  much  celebrated  for  their  knowledge  of  die 
original,  as  they  are  decried  for  the  badness  of  their  trans* 
lations.  Chapman  pretends  to  have  restored  the  genuine 
sense  of  the  author,  from  the  mistakes  of  all  former  ex- 
plainers, in  several  hundred  places ;  and  the  Cambridge 
editors  of  the  large  Homer,  in  Greek  and  Latin,  attri- 
buted so  much  to  Hobbes,  that  they  confess  they  have  cor- 
rected the  old  Latin  interpretation,  very  often  by  his 
version.  For  my  part,  I  generally  took  the  author*s  mean- 
ing to  be  as  you  have  explained  it;  yet  their  authority^ 
joined  to  the  knowledge  of  my  own  imperfectness  in  the 
language,  overruled  me.  However,  sir,  you  may  be  con- 
fident I  think  you  in  the  right,  because  you  happen  to  be 
of  my  opinion :  for  men  (let  them  say  what  they  will)  never 
approve  any  other's  sense,  but  as  it  squares  with  their 
own.  But  you  have  made  me  much  more  proud  of,'and 
positive  in,  my  judgpn^it,  since  it  is  strengthened  by  youre. 
I  think  your  criticisms,  which  r^ard  the  expresnon,  very 
just,  and  shall  make  my  profit  of  them :  to  give  you  some 
proof  that  I  am  in  earnest,  I  will  alter  three  verses  on 
your  bare  objection,  though  I  have  Mr.  Dryden's  example 
for  each  of  them.  And  this,  I  hope,  you  will  account  no 
small  piece  of  obedience,  from  one,  who  values  the  autho- 
rity of  one  true  poet  above  that  of  twenty  criticks  or  com- 
mentators. But,  though  I  speak  thus  of  commentators,  I 
will  continue  to  read  carefully  all  I  can  procure,  to  make 
up,  that  way,  for  my  own  want  of  critical  understanding  in 
the  original  beauties  of  Homer.  Though  the  greatest  of 
them  are  certainly  those  of  the  invention  and  design, 
which  are  not  at  all  confined  to  the  language :  for  the  dis- 
tinguishing excellencies  of  Homer  are  (by  the  consent  of 
the  best  criticks  of  all  nations)  first  in  the  manners,  (which 
include  all  the  speeches,  as  being  no  other  than  the  repre- 
sentations of  each  person's  manners  by  his  words ;)  and 
then  in  that  rapture  and  fire,  which  carries  you  away  with 
him,  with  that  wonderful  force,  that  no  man,  who  has  a 
true  poetical  spirit,  is  master  of  himself,  while  he  reads 
him.     Homer  makes  you  interested  and  concerned  before 
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yoQ  are  awfiroi  all  at  once ;  whereas,  Virgil  does  it  by.  soft 
de^fees.  Tbis»  I  believeyis  what  a  translator,  of  Homer 
ought,  prbcipally,  to  imitate ;  and  it  is  very  hard  for  any 
translator  to  come  up  to  it,  because  the  chief  reason,  why 
all  translations  fall  short  of  their  originals  is,  that  the  very 
constraint  they  are  obliged  to,  renders  them  heavy  and 
dispirited. 

**  The  great  beauty  of  Homer's  language,  as  I  take  it, 
consists  in  that  noble  simplicity  which  runs  through  all  his 
works;  (and  yet  his  diction,  contrary  to  what  one  would 
imagine  consistent  with  simplicity,  is,  at  the  same  time, 
very  copious.)  I  don't  know  how  I  have  run  into  thb  pedan- 
try in  a  letter,  but  I  find  I  have  said  too  much,  as  well  as 
spoken  too  inconsiderately ;  what  farther  thoughts  I  have 
upon  this  subject,  I  shall  be  glad  to  communicate  to  yon, 
for  my  own  imjMrovementj  when  we  meet ;  which  is  a  hap- 
piness I  very  earnestly  desire,  as  I  do  likewise  some  oppor- 
tunity of  proving  how  much  I  think  myself  obliged  to  your 
friendship,  and  how  truly  I  am,  sir, 

**  Your  most  faithful,  humble  servant, 

••  A.  POPB.'* 

The  criticism  upon  Pope's  epitaphs,  ®  which  was  printed 
in  the  Universal  Visiter,  is  placed  here,  being  too  minute 
and  particular  to  be  inserted  in  the  life. 

Every  art  is  best  taught  by  example.  Nothing  contri- 
butes more  to  the  cultivation  of  propriety,  than  remarks 
on  the  works  of  those  who  have  most  excelled.  I  shall, 
therefore,  endeavour,  at  this  visit,  to  entertain  the  young 
students  in  poetry  with  an  examination  of  Pope's  epitaphs. 

To  define  an  epitaph  is  useless ;  every  one  knows  that  it 
is  an  inscription  on  a  tomb.  An  epitaph,  therefore,  implies 
DO  particular  character  of  writing,  but  may  be  composed  in 
verse  or  prose.  It  is,  indeed,  commonly  panegyrical ;  be- 
cause we  are  seldom  distinguished  with  a  stone  but  by  our 
friends ;  but  it  has  no  rule  to  restrain  or  modify  it,  except 

**  See  Doif ,  by  Gifford*  on  Johoaon'i  criticism  here  in  MasoDger't  worki. 
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dus,  that  it  ought  ool  to  be  longer  than  common  be^ 
holders  may  he  expeoted  to  ha?e  foisaro  and  patieaoe  to 
penue. 

I. 

On  Charlbs^  earl  of  Dobsbt^  in  the  church  of 
Wylhyham,  m  Stutex. 

Donet>  tlie  grace  of  oonrts,  the  muse'a  pride^ 
Patron  of  arts,  and  judge  of  nature,  dy*d> — 
The  scourge  of  pride,  tiiongh  sanctify'd  or  great, 
Qi  fops  in  learning,  and  of  knares  in  state  ; 
Yet  soft  in  nature,  though  severe  his  lay. 
His  ai^er  mond,  and  his  wisdom  gay. 
Blest  satirist !  who  touch'd  the  mean  so  true. 
As  show'd*  vice  had  his  hate  and  pity  toe. 
Blest  courtier  J  who  could  king  and  country  please. 
Yet  sacred  kept  his  friendship,  and  his  ease. 
Blest  peer !  his  great  forefather's  every  grace 
Reflecting,  and  reflected  on  his  race ; 
Where  other  Buckhursts,  other  Dorsets  shine. 
And  patriots  still,  or  poets,  deck  the  line. 

The  first  distich  of  this  epitaph  contains  a  kind  of  infor- 
mation which  few  would  want,  that  the  man  for  whom  the 
tomb  was  erected,  died.  There  are,  indeed,  some  qualities 
worthy  of  praise  ascribed  to  the  dead,  but  none  that  were 
likely  to  exempt  him  from  the  lot  of  man,  or  incline  us 
much  to  wonder  that  he  should  die.  What  is  meant  by 
"  judge  of  nature,"  is  not  easy  to  say.  Nature  is  not  the 
object  of  human  judgment ;  for  it  is  vain  to  judge  where 
we  cannot  alter.  If  by  nature  is  meant  what  is  commonly 
called  nature  by  the  criticks,  a  just  representation  of  things 
really  existing,  and  actions  really  performed,  nature  cannot 
be  properly  opposed  to  art ;  nature  being,'  in  this  ^ense, 
only  the  best  effect  of  art. 

The  scourge  of  pride — 
Of  this  eovplet,  the  second  line  is  not,  what  is  intended. 
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an  ilhiBtratioii  of  the  former.  Prids  ia  the  jnal,  ia,  indeed , 
well  enough  connected  with  knaves  in  state,  though  knaves 
18  a  word  rather  too  ludicrous  and  light ;  but  the  mention 
of  sanctified  pride  will  not  lead  the  thoughts  to  fops  in 
leammg,  but  rather  to  aoflte  species  of  tyranny  or  oppres- 
Moa,  somethiDg  nunre  gloomy  and  miure  fiormididile  than 
foppery. 

Yet  soft  his  nature — 

This  is  a  high  compliment*  bni  was  not  firsi  bestowed  on 
Dorset  by  Pope  p.    The  next  verse  is  extremely  beautiful. 

Blest  satirist ! 

In  this  distich  is  another  line  of  which  Pope  was  not  the 
author.  I  do  not  mean  to  blame  these  imitationa  with 
much  harshness;  in  long  performances  they  are  scarcely 
to  be  avoided ;  and  in  shorter  they  may  be  indnlg^d^  be-- 
cause  the  train  of  the  composition  may  naturally  involve 
them,  or  the  scantiness  of  the  subject  allow  liitle  choice. 
However,  what  is  borrowed  is  not  to  be  enjeyed  a&our  own ; 
and  it  is  the  business  of  critical  jnsttce  to  give  every  bird 
of  the  muses  his  proper  fbather. 
Blest  courtier  \ 

Whether  a  courtier  can  properly  be  commended  for 
keeping  his  ease  sacred,  may»  perhaps^  be  disputable.  To 
please  king  and  country,  without  saori&eing  friendship  to 
any  change  of  times,  was  a  very  un^^mmon  instance  of 
prudence  or  felicity,  and  deserved  to  be  kept  separate  from 
so  poor  a  commendation  as  care  of  his  ease.  I  wish  our 
poets  would  attend  a  little  more  accurately  to  the  use  of 
the  word  sacred^  which  surely  should  never  be  applied  in 
a  serious  composition,  but  where  some  reference  may  be 
made  to  a  higher  being,  or  where  some  duty  b  exacted, 
or  implied.  A  man  may  keep  his  friendship  sacred,  be- 
cause promises  of  friendship  are  very  awful  ties;  but, 

9  J^tmn,  I  imapne,  aYlvctot  to  a  welUMwii  line  by  Biicli«ft«r: 
Th€  hMt  good  nuMT  wiai  the  woraUnftliii'd  imiM. 
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methinksy  he  cannot,  but  in  a  burlesque  sense,  be  said  to 
ke^  his  ease  sacred. 

Blest  peer ! 

The  blessing  ascribed  to  the  peer  has  no  connexion  with 
his  peerage ;  they  might  happen  to  any  other  man  whose 
ancestors  were  remembered,  or  whose  posterity  are  likely 
to  be  reg^ded. 

I  know  not  whether  this  epitaph  be  worthy  either  of  the 
writer  or  of  the  man  entombed. 

II 

On  sir  William  Tuvm^vll,  one  of  the  principal  secretaries  of 
state  to  king  William  the  third,  who, ,  having  resigned  his 
place,  died  in  his  retirement  at  Easthamstead,  in  Berkshire, 

1716. 

A  pleasing  form ;  a  firm,  yet  cautious  mind ; 
Sincere,  though  prudent ;  constant,  yet  resign'd ; 
Honour  unchanged,  a  principle  profest, 
Fix'd  to  <me  side,  but  moderate  to  the  rest : 
An  honest  courtier,  yet  a  patriot  too; 
Just  to  his  prince,  and  to  his  country  true ; 
Fill'd  with  the  sense  of  age,  the  fire  of  youth, 
A  scorn  of  wrangling,  yet  a  zeal  for  truth ; 
A  gen'rous  £aith,  from  superstition  free ; 
A  love  to  peace,  and  hate  of  granny ; 
Such  this  man  was ;  who  now,  from  earth  remov'd. 
At  length  enjoys  that  liberty  he  lov'd.   . 

In  this  epitaph,  as  in  many  others,  there  appears,  at  the 
first  view,  a  fault  which,  I  think,  scarcely  any  beauty  can 
compensate.  The  name  is  omitted.  The  end  of  an  epi- 
taph is  to  convey  some  account  of  the  dead ;  and  to  what 
purpose  is  any  thing  told  of  him  whose  name  is  concealed? 
An  epitaph,  and  a  history  of  a  nameless  hero,  are  equally 
absurd,  since  the  virtues  and  qualities  so  recounted  in 
either  are  scattered  at  the  mercy  of  fortune  to  be  appro 
priated  by  guess.  The  name,  it  is  true,  may  be  read  upon 
the  stone ;  but  what  obligation  has  it  to  the  poet,  whose 
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▼eraes  wander  over  the  earth,  and  leave  their  subject  be- 
hind them,  and  who  is  forced,  like  an  miskilfal  painter,  to 
make  his  purpose  known  by  adventitious  help  ? 

This  epitaph  is  wholly  without  elevation,  and  contains 
nothing  striking  or  particular ;  but  the  poet  is  not  to  be 
blamed  for  the  defects  of  his  subject.  He  said,  perhaps, 
the  best  that  could  be  said.  There  are,  however,  some 
defects  which  were  not  made  necessary  by  the  character 
in,  which  he  was  employed.  There  is  no  opposition  be- 
tween an  honest  courtier  and  a  patriot ;  for,  an  honest 
courtier  cannot  but  be  9i  patriot. 

It  was  unsuitable  to  the  nicety  required  in  short  compo- 
sitions, to  close  his  verse  with  the  word  too :  every  rhyme 
should  be  a  word  of  emphasis ;  nor  can  this  rule  be  safely 
neglected,  except  where  the  length  of  the  poem  makes 
slight  inaccuracies  excusable,  or  allows  room  for  beauties 
suflScient  to  overpower  the  effects  of  petty  faults. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  seventh  line  the  word  ^lled  is 
weak  and  prosaick,  having  no  particular  adaptation  to  any 
of  the  words  that  follow  it. 

The  thought  in  the  last  line  is  impertinent,  having  no 
connexion  with  the  foregoing  character,  nor  with  the  con- 
dition of  the  man  described.  Had  the  epitaph  been  writ- 
ten on  the  poor  conspirator**  who  died  lately  in  prison,  after 
a  confinement  of  more  than  forty  years,  without  any  crime 
proved  against  him,  the  sentiment  had  been  just  and  pa- 
thetical ;  but  why  should  Trumbull  be  congratulated  upon 
his  liberty,  who  had  never  known  restraint  ? 

lU. 

On  the  honourable  Simon  Harcourt,  onfy  son  of  the  lord  chan- 
cellor Harcourt,  oI  the  church  of  Stanton^ Harcourt,  in 
Oxfordshire,  1790. 

To  this  sad  shrine,  whoe'er  thou  art,  draw  near. 
Here  lies  the  friend  most  lov'd,  the  son  most  dear : 

4  Major  Bernaidi,  who  died  in  Newgate,  Sept  20, 1736.    See  Gent.  Mag. 
Yol.l.p.136.    N. 


35^  POPB. 

Wlio  ne'er  knew  joy,  but  ffiendriiip  mi^t  divide^ 
Or  gave.hift  ftifther  grief  but  when  he  died. 

How  vain  i»reaBoii»  doqiienee  hovr  weak! 
If  Pope  must  tell  what  Harooiurt  cannot  speak. 
Oh !  let  thy  once-lov'd  friend  inscribe  thy  stone. 
And  with  a  father's  sorrows  mix  his  own ! 

nrbi»  epitaph  is  principally  remarkable  for  the  artfal  in- 
trodnetion  of  the  onme,  which  is  inserted  with  a  pecidiar 
feKcity,  to  which  chance  must  concur  with  genius,  which 
no  man  can  hope  to  attmn  twice,  and  wbieb  cannot  be 
copied  but  with  servile  imitatioB. 

I  cannot  but  wish  that,  of  this  inscription^  the  two  last 
lines  had  been  omitted,  as  they  take  away  frmii  the  enei^ 
what  they  do  hot  add  ta  the  sense. 

IV. 
ON  JAMBS  GRA6GS,  S8Q. 

JACOBVS  OBAOOS, 

RBOI  UAONAB  BBITANNTAS  A  SSCBBTIS 

m  C0MSII#IX1S  8ANCVI0BIBV9 

PaniCIPIB  FABVTBB  AC  POrvU  AMOB  BT  BBI<ICIAB 

-  YXZirV  TIVTblS  ET  J^NVtDftA  »AJOB, 

ABiNOa  HB¥  PATOOSj  XXXV. 

OB.  FBB.  XVI.  MOeCXZ. 

Statesman,  yet  friend  to  tnitii !  of  soul  sineem^ 
In  action  fiuthful,  and  in  hononr  dear ! 
Who  broke  no  promise,  serv'd  no  private  end, 
\7ho  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  fnend ; 
Ennobled  by  himself,  by  all  approv'd, 
Prais'd,  wept,  and  honour'd,  by  the  muse  he  lov'd. 

The  lines  on  Cx9igg&  were  not  originally  intended  for  an 
epitaph ;  and,  therefore,  some  faults  are  ta  be  imputed  to 
the  violence  with  which  they  are  torn  from  the  poem  that 
first  contained  them.  We  may,  however,  observe  some 
defects.  There  is  a  redundancy  of  words  in  the  first 
couplet :  it  is  suf^rfluous  to  tell  of  him,  who  waa  mosre, 
true^  sndfaiihfult  that  he  was  in  honour  clear* 
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There  seems  to  be  an  oppositiou  intended  in  the  foartb 
line«  which  is  not  very  obvious :  where  is  the  relation  be- 
tween the  two  positions,  that  he  gained  no  title  and  loai  no 
friend? 

It  may  be  proper  here  to  remark  the  absurdity  of  join- 
ing, in  the  same  inscription,  Latin  and  English,  or  verse 
and  prose.  If  either  language  be  preferable  to  the  other, 
let  that  only  be  used;  for  no  reason  can  be  given  why 
part  of  the  information  should  be  given  in  one  tongue,  and 
part  in  another,  on  a  tomb,  more  than  in  any  other  place, 
or  any  other  occasion  ;  and  to  tell  all  that  can  be  conveni«> 
ently  told  in  verse,  and  then  to  call  in  the  help  of  prose, 
has  always  the  appearance  of  a  very  artless  expedient,  or 
of  an  attempt  unaccomplished.  Such  an  epitaph  resem- 
bles the  conversation  of  a  foreigner,  who  tells  part  of  his 
meaning  by  words,  and  conveys  part  by  signs. 

V. 

INTENDED  FOR  MR.  ROWE. 

In  Westminster  Abhey^, 

Thy  reliques^  Rowe>  to  this  fair  urn  we  trust. 
And,  sacred,  place  by  Dryden's  awful  dust ; 
Beneath  a  rude  and  nameless  stone  he  lies. 
To  which  thy  tomb  shall  guide  inquiring  eyes. 
•  Peace  to  thy  gentle  shade,  and  endless  rest ! 
Blest  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love,  too,  blest  i 
One  grateful  woman  to  thy  fame  supplies 
What  a  whole  thankless  land  to  his  denies. 

Of  this  inscription  the  chief  fault  is,  that  it  belongs  less 
to  Rowe,  for  whom  it  is  written,  than  to  Dryden,  who  was 
buried  near  him ;  and,  indeed,  gives  very  little  information 
concerning  either. 

To  wbh  "  Peace  to  thy  shade,'*  is  too  mythological  to  be 
admitted  into  a  christian  temple :  the  ancient  worship  has 

^  This  was  altered  much  for  the  better,  as  it  now  stands  on  the  monomtnt  in 
the  abbey,  erected  to  Rowe  and  his  daughter.    Waiib. 
See  Bowles's  edition  of  Pope's  works,  ii.  416. 
VOL.  VIII.  A  a 
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infected  almost  all  oar  other  compositions,  and  might, 
therefore,  be  contented  to  spare  our  epitaphs.  Let  fiction, 
at  least,  cease  with  life,  and  let  us  be  serions  oyer  the 
grave. 

VI. 

ON  MRS.  CORBET, 

Who  died  of  a  cancer  in  her  breast  •. 

Here  rests  a  woman,  good  without  pretence. 
Blest  with  plain  reason,  and  with  sober  sense : 
No  conquest  she,  but  o'er  herself,  desir'd ; 
No  arts  essay'd,  but  not  to  be  admir'd. 
Passion  and  pride  were  to  her  soul  unknown, 
Convinc'd  that  virtue  only  is  our  own. 
So  unaffected^  so  compos'd  a  mind. 
So  firm,  yot  soft,  so  strong,  yet  so  refin'd, 
Heav'n^  as  its  purest  gold,  by  tortures  try'd ; 
The  saint  sustain'd  it,  but  the  woman  dv'd. 


> 


I  have  always  considered  this  as  the  most  valuable  of 
all  Pope's  epitaphs ;  the  subject  of  it  is  a  character  not 
discriminated  by  any  shining  or  eminent  peculiarities ;  yet 
that  which  really  makes  though  not  the  splendour,  the  feli- 
city of  life,  and  that  which  every  wise  man  will  choose  for 
his  final  and  lasting  companion  in  the  languor  of  age,  in 
the  quiet  of  privacy,  when  be  departs  weary  and  disgusted 
from  the  ostentatious,  the  volatile,  and  the  vain.  Of  such 
a  character,  which  the  dull  overlook,  and  the  gay  despise, 
it  was  fit  that  the  value  should  be  made  known,  and  the 
dignity  established.  Domestick  virtue,  as  it  is  exerted 
without  great  occasions,  or  conspicuous  consequences,  in 
an  even  unnoted  tenour,  required  the  genius  of  Pope  to 
display  it  in  such  a  manner  as  might  attract  regard,  and 
enforce. reverence.  Who  can  forbear  to  lament  that  this 
amiable  woman  has  no  name  in  the  verses  ? 

If  the  particular  lines  of  this  inscription  be  examined,  it 
will  appear  less  faulty  than  the  rest.    There  is  scarcely 

*  In  th«  north  aifle  of  the  ptrish  church  of  St.  Margaret,  Wc«tiniiMt«t.    H. 
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one  line  taken  from  commonplaces,  unless  it  be  that  in 
which  only  v^tue  is  said  to  be  our  oum,  I  once  heard  a 
lady  of  gpreat  beanty  and  excellence  object  to  the  fourth 
line,  that  it  contained  an  unnatural  and  incredible  panegy- 
riok*     Of  this  let  the  ladies  judge. 

VII. 

On  the  ftumumerU  of  the  honourable  Robert  Digby«  and  of  hit 
sister  Mabt,  erected  by  their  father  the  lord  Digby,  in  the 
church  of  Sherborne f  in  Dorsetshire,  1727« 

Gro !  fair  example  of  untainted  youths 
Of  modest  wisdom,  and  pacific  truth  : 
Compos'd  in  sufTrings,  and  in  joy  sedate, 
€kx)d  without  noise,  without  pretension  great. 
Just  of  thy  word,  in  ev'ry  thought  sincere. 
Who  knew  no  wish  but  what  the  world  might  hear  : 
Of  softest  manners,  unaffected  mind. 
Lover  of  peace,  and  friend  of  human  kind : 
Go,  live !  for  heay'n's  eternal  year  is  thine ; 
Go,  and  exalt  thy  mortal  to  divine. 

And  thou,  blest  maid !  attendant  on  his  doom. 
Pensive  hast  followed  to  the  silent  tomb, 
Steer'd  the  same  course  to  the  same  quiet  shore. 
Not  parted  long,  and  now  to  part  no  more ! 
Go,  then,  where  only  bliss  sincere  is  known ! 
Go,  where  to  love  and  to  enjoy  are  one  ! 
Yet  take  these  tears,  mortality's  relief. 
And,  till  we  diare  your  joys,  fingive  our  grief: 
These  little  rites,  a  stone,  a  verse  receive, 
'Tis  all  a  father,  all  a  friend  can  give ! 

This  epitaph  contains  of  the  brother  only  a  general  in- 
discriminate character,  and  of  the  sister  tells  nothing  but 
that  she  died.  The  difficulty  in  writing  epitaphs  is  to  give 
a  particular  and  appropriate  praise.  This,  however,  is  not 
always  to  be  performed,  whatever  be  the  diligence  or  abi- 
lity of  the  writer ;  for,  the  greater  part  of  mankind  have  no 
character  at  all,  have  little  that  distinguishes  them  from 
others  equally  good  or  bad,  and,  therefore,  nothing  can  be 
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said  of  them  which  may  not  be  applied  with  eqaal  propriety 
to  a  thonsand  more.  It  is,  indeed,  no  great  panegyrick^ 
that  there  is  inclosed  in  this  tomb  one  who  was  born  in  one 
year,  and  died  in  another;  yet  many  useful  and  amiable 
lives  have  been  spent,  which  yet  leave  little  materials  for 
any  other  memorial.  These  are,  however,  not  the  proper 
subjects  of  poetry ;  and  whenever  friendship,  or  any  other 
motive,  obliges  a  poet  to  write  on  such  subjects,  he  must 
be  forgiven  if  he  sometimes  wanders  in  generalities,  and 
utters  the  same  praises  over  different  tombs. 

The  scantiness  of  human  praises  can  scarcely  be  made 
more  apparent,  than  by  remarking  how  often  Pope  has,  in 
the  few  epitaphs  which  he  composed,  found  it  necessary  to 
borrow  from  himself.  The  fourteen  epitaphs,  which  he 
has  written,  comprise  about  a  hundred  and  forty  lines,  in 
which  there  are  more  repetitions  than  will  easily  be  found 
in  all  the  rest  of  his  works.  In  the  eight  lines  which  make 
the  character  of  Digby,  there  is  scarce  any  thought,  or 
word,  which  may  not  be  found  in  the  other  epitaphs. 

The  ninth  line,  which  is  far  the  strongest  and  most  ele- 
gant, is  borrowed  from  Dryden.  The  conclusion  is  the 
same  with  that  on  Harcourt,  but  is  here  more  elegant  and 
better  connected. 

VIII. 
ON  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER. 
In  Westminster  Abbey,  1723. 

Kneller,  by  heav'n,  and  not  a  master^  taught. 
Whose  art  was  nature,  and  whose  pictures  thought ; 
Now  for  two  ages,  having  snatcH'd  from  &te 
Whate'er  was  beauteous,  or  whate'er  was  great. 
Lies  crown'd  with  princes'  honours,  poets'  lays. 
Due  to  his  merit,  and  brave  thirst  of  praise. 

Living,  great  nature  fear'd  he  inight  outvie 
Her  works ;  and  dying,  fears  herself  may  die. 

Of  this  epitaph  the  first  couplet  is  good,  the  second  not 
bad,  the  third  is  deformed  with  a  broken  metaphor,  the 
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word  crowned  not  being  applicable  to  the  Hontmrs  or  the 
iays;  and  the  foarth  is  not  only  borrowed  from  the  epit^>h 
on  Raphael,  but  of  very  harsh  construction. 

IX. 

ON  GENERAL  HENRY  WITHERS. 

In  Westminster  Abbey y  ]  723. 

Here^  Withers^  rest !  thou  bravest^  gentlest  mind. 
Thy  country's  friend,  but  more  of  human  kind. 
O  !  bom  to  arms !  O !  worth  in  youth  approv'd ! 
O !  soft  humanity  in  age  belov'd ! 
For  thee  the  hardy  vefran  drops  a  tear. 
And  the  gay  courtier  feels  the  sigh  sincere. 

Withers^  adieu !  yet  not  with  thee  rembve 
Thy  martial  spirit,  or  thy  social  love ! 
Amidst  corruption,  luxury  and  rage. 
Still  leave  some  ancient  virtues  to  our  age : 
Nor  let  us  say  (those  English  glories  gone) 
The  last  true  Britpli  lies  beneath  this  stone. 

The  epitaph  on  Withers  affords  another  instance  of  com- 
monplaces, though  somewhat  diversified,  by  mingled  qua* 
lities,  and  the  peculiarity  of  a  profession. 

The  second  couplet  is  abrupt,  general,  and  unpleasing ; 
exclamation  seldom  succeeds  in  our  language;  and,  I 
think,  it  may  be  observed,  that  the  particle  O !  used  at  the 
beginning  of  a  sentence,  always  offends. 

The  third  couplet  is  more  happy ;  the  value  expressed 
for  him,  by  different  sorts  of  men,  raises  him  to  esteem; 
there  is  yet  something  of  the  common  cant  of  superficial 
satirists,  who  suppose  that  the  insincerity  of  a  courtier  de- 
stroys all  his  sensations,  and  that  he  is  equally  a  dissembler 
to  the  living  and  the  dead  ^ 

'  The  thought  was,  probably,  borrowed  from  Carew's  Obsequies  to  the  lady 
Anne  Hay : 

I  heard  the  virgins  sigh ,  I  saw  the  sleek 
And  polish'd  courtier  channel  his  fresh  cheek 
Wiik  rtal  teari.  J.  B. 


358  POPB, 

• 

At  the  third  couplet  I  ahould  wish  the  epitaph  to  close, 
but  that  I  shoald  be  unwilling  to  lose  the  two  next  lines^ 
which  yet  are  dearly  bought  if  they  cannot  be  retained 
without  the  four  that  follow  them. 

X. 

ON  MR.  ELIJAH  FENTON. 
At  EastkatMtead,  in  Berkshire,  1730. 

This  modest  stone^  what  few  vain  marbles  can. 
May  truly  say,  here  lies  an  honest  man : 
A  poet,  blest  beyond  the  poet's  fate. 
Whom  heay'n  kept  sacred  from  the  proud  and  great  : 
Foe  to  loud  praise,  and  Mend  to  learned  ease. 
Content  with  science  in  the  vale  of  peace. 
Calml]^  he  look'd  on  either  life,  and  here 
Saw  nothing  to  r^ret,  or  there  to  fear ; 
From  nature's  temp'rate  feast  rose  satisfy'd, 
Thank'd  heaven  that  he  liv'd,  and  that  he  dy'd. 

The  first  couplet  of  this  epitaph  is  borrowed  from  Cra- 
shaw.  The  four  next  lines  contain  a  species  of  prabe, 
peculiar,  original,  and  just  Here,  therefore,  the  inscrip- 
tion should  have  ended,  the  latter  part  containing  nothing 
but  what  is  common  to  every  man  who  is  wise  and  good. 
The  character  of  Fenton  was  so  amiable,  that  I  cannot 
forbear  to  wish  for  some  poet  or  biographer  to  display  it 
more  fully  for  the  advantage  of  posterity.  If  he  did  not 
stand  in  the  first  rank  of  genius,  he  may  claim  a  place  in 
the  second;  and,  whatever  criticism  may  object  to  his 
writings,  censure  could  find  very  little  to  blame  in  his  life. 

XI. 
ON  MR.  GAY. 

In  Westminster  Abbey,  1732. 

Of  manners  gentle,  of  affections  mild ; 
In  wit,  a  man ;  simplicity,  a  child  ;^ 
With  native  humour  temp'ring  virtuous  rage, 
Form'd  to  delight  at  once  and  lash  the  age ; 
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Afxive  temptation,  in  a  low  estate ; 
And  unoorrupted  e'en  among  the  great :  ' 
A  safe  companion  and  an  easy  friend, 
Uublam'd  through  life,  lamented  in  thy  end ; 
These  are  thy  honours  !  not  that  here  thy  bust 
Is  mix'd  with  heroes,  or  with  kings  thy  dust ; 
But  that  the  worthy  and  the  good  shall  say. 
Striking  their  pensive  bosoms — Here  lies  Cray  ! 

As  Gay  was  the  favourite  of  our  author,  this  epitaph 
was  probably  written  with  an  uncommon  degree  of  atten- 
tion ;  yet  it  is  not  more  successfully  executed  than,  the 
rest,  for  it  will  not  always  happen  that  the  success  of  a 
poet  is  proportionate  to  his  labour.  The  same  observation 
may  be  extended  to  all  works  of  imagination,  which  are 
often  influenced  by  causes  wholly  out  of  the  performer's 
power,  by  hints  of  which  he  perceives  not  the  origin,  by 
sudden  elevations  of  mind  which  he  cannot  produce  in 
himself,  and  which  sometimes  rise  when  he  expects  them 
least. 

The  two  parts  of  the  first  line  are  only  echoes  of  each 

other ;  gentle  manners  and  mild  affections,  if  they  mean 
any  thing,  must  mean  the  same. 

That  Gay  was  a  man  in  wit  is  a  very  frigid  commen- 
dation ;  to  have  the  wit  of  a  man,  is  not  much  for  a  poet. 
The  wit  of  a  man ",  and  the  simplicity  of  a  child,  make 
a  poor  and  vulgar  contrast,  and  raise  no  ideas  of  excel- 
lence, either  intellectual  or  moral. 

In  the  next  couplet  rage  is  less  properly  introduced 
after  the  mention  of  mildness  and  gentleness  which  are 
made  the  constituents  of  his  character ;  for  a  man  so  mild 
and  gentle  to  temper  his  rage,  was  not  difficult. 

The  next  line  is  inharmonious  in  its  sound,  and  mean  in 
its  conception;  the  opposition  is  obvious,  and  the  word 
lash  used  absolutely,  and  without  any  modification,  is  gross 
and  improper. 

To  be  above  temptation  in  poverty,  and  free  from  cor- 

"  Her  wit  wm  more  thsn  man,  her  iimocenee  &  efuld, 

Pryosn,  on  Mrs.  Killigrew. 
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Wbefn  a  man  is  once  buried^  the  qoestioiiy  under  what 
he  is  buried  y  is  easily  decided.  He  forgot  that  though  he 
wrote  the  epitaph  in  a  state  of  uncertainty,  yet  it  could 
not  be  laid  over  him  till  his  grave  was  made.  Such  is  the 
folly  of  wit  when  it  is  ill  employed. 

The  world  has  but  little  new ;  even  this  wretchednesa 
seems  to  have  been  borrowed  from  the  following  tuneless 
lines : 

Ludovici  Areosti  humantur  ossa 

Sub  hoc  marmorej  vel  sub  bac  humo,  seu 

Sub  quicquid  voluit  benignus  haares^ 

Sive  hcerede  benignior  comes,  seu 

Opportunius  incidens  viator ; 

Nam  scire  baud  potuit  futura,  sed  nee 

T^pti  erat  vacuum  sibi  cadaver 

Ut  umam  cuperet  parare  vivens ; 

Vivens  ista  tamen  sibi  paravit. 

Quae  inscribi  voluit  sue  sepulchro 

Olim  siquod  haberet  is  sepulchrum. 

Surely  Ariosto  did  not  venture  to  expect  that  his  trifle 
would  have  ever  had  such  an  illustrious  imitator. 
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Christopher  Pitt,  of  whom  whatever  I  shall  relate, 
more  than  has  been  already  pnblishedy  I  owe  to  the  kind 
commanication  of  Dr.  Warton,  was  born,  in  1699,  at  ^land- 
fordy  the  son  of  a  physician  much  esteemed. 

He  was,  in  1714,  received  as  a  scholar  into  Winchester 
college,  where  he  was  distinguished  by  exercises  of  un- 
common elegance,  and,  at  his  removal  to  New  college,  in 
1719,  presented  to  the  electors,  as  the  product  of  his  pri- 
vate and  voluntary  studies,  a  complete  version  of  Lucau's 
poem,  which  he  did  not  then  know  to  have  been  translated 
by  Rowe.  « 

This  is  an  instance  of  early  dUigence  which  well  deserves 
to  be  recorded.  The  suppression  of  such  a  work,  recom- 
mended by  such  uncommon  circumstances,  is  to  be  re- 
gretted. It  is,  indeed,  culpable  to  load  libraries  with 
superfluous  books ;  but  incitements  to  early  excellence  are 
never  superfluous,  and,  from  this  example,  the  danger  is 
not  great  of  many  imitations. 

When  he  had  resided  at  his  college  three  years,  he  was 
presented  to  the  rectory  of  Pimpern,  in  Dorsetshire,  1722, 
by  his  relation,  Mr.  Pitt,  of  Stratfield  Say,  in  Hampshire ; 
and,  resigning  his  fellowship,  continued  at  Oxford  two 
years  longer,  till  he  became  master  of  arts,  1724. 

He  probably  about  this  time  translated  Vida's  Art  of 
Poetry,  which  Tristram's  splendid  edition  had  then  made 
popular.  In  this  translation  he  distinguished  himself,  both 
by  its  general  elegance,  and  by  the  skilful  adi^tation  of  his 
numbers  to  the  images  expressed;  a  beauty  which  Vida 
has,  with  gpreat  ardour,  enforced  and  exemplified. 

He  then  retired  to  his  living,  a  place  very  pleasing  by 
its  situation,  and,  therefore,  likely  to  excite  the  imagination 
of  a  poet ;  where  he  passed  the  rest  of  his  life,  reverenced 
for  his  virtue,  and  beloved  for  the  softness  of  his  temper 
and  the  easiness  of  his  manners.    Before  strangers  he  had 
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something  of  the  acholar^s  timidity  or  distrust ;  bat  when 
he  became  familiar  he  was,  in  a  very  high  degree,  cheer- 
ful and  entertaining.  His  general  benevolence  procured 
general  respect ;  and  he  passed  a  life  placid  and  honour- 
able, neither  too  great  for  the  kindness  of  the  low,  nor  too 
low  for  the  notice  of  the  g^eat. 

At  what  time  he  composed  his  Miscellany,  published  in 
1727,  it  is  not  easy  or  necessary  to  know:  those  which 
have  dates  appear  to  have  been  very  early  productions, 
and  I  have  not  observed  that  any  rise  above  mediocrity. 

The  success  of  his  Vida  animated  him  to  a  higher  under- 
taking ;  and  in  his  thirtieth  year  he  published  a  version  of 
the  first  book  of  the  iEneid.  This  being,  I  suppose,  com- 
mended by  his  friends,  he,  some  time  afterwards,  added 
three  or  four  more ;  with  an  advertisement,  in  which  he 
represents  himself  as  translating  with  great  indifference, 
and  with  a  progress  of  which  himself  was  hardly  conscious. 
This  can  hardly  be  true,  and,  if  true,  is  nothing  to  the 
reader. 

At  last,  without  any  farther  contentipn  with  his  modesty, 
or  any  awe  of  the  name  of  Dryden,  he  gave  us  a  complete 
English  iCneid,  which  I  am  sorry  not  to  see  joined  in  this 
publication  with  his  other  poems'.  It  would  have  been 
pleasing  to  have  an  opportunity  of  comparing  the  two  best 
translations  that,  perhaps,  were  ever  produced  by  one  na- 
tion of  the  same  author. 

Pitt,  engaging  as  a  rival  with  Dryden,  naturally  ob- 
served his  failures,  and  avoided  them ;  and,  as  he  wrote 
after  Pope's  Iliad,  he  had  an  example  of  an  exact,  equable, 
and  splendid  versification.  With  these  advantages,  se- 
conded by  great  diligence,  he  might  successfully  labour 
particular  passages,  and  escape  many  errours.  If  the  two 
versions  are  compared,  perhaps  the  result  would  be,  that 
Dryden  leads  the  reader  forward  by  his  general  vigour  and 
sprightliness,  and  Pitt  often  stops  him  to  contemplate  the 
excellence  of  a  single  couplet ;  that  Dryden's  faults  are  for- 

y  It  has  since  been  added  to  the  collection.    R. 


PITT.  365 

gotten  in  the  hany  of  delight,  and  that  Pitt*8  beanties  are 
neglected  in  the  languor  of  a  cold  and  listless  perusal ;  that 
Pitt  pleases  the  criticksy  and  Dryden  the  people ;  that  Pitt 
is  quoted,  and  Dryden  read. 

He  did  not  long  enjoy  the  rc4)utation  which  this  great 
work  deservedly  confenred ;  for  he  left  the  world  in  1748, 
and  lies  buried  under  a  stone  at  Blandford,  on  which  is 
this  inscription : 

In  memory  of 
Chr.  Pitt,  clerk,  M.A. 

Very  eminent 

for  his  talents  in  poetry  ; 

and  yet  m6re 

for  the  universal  candour  of 

his  mind,  and  the  primitive 

simplicity  of  his  manners. 

He  lived  innocent ; 

and  died  beloved^ 

Apr.  13,  1748, 

aged  48. 
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James  Thomsok,  the  son  of  a  minister  well  esteemed 
for  his  piety  ismd  diligence,  was  born  September  7, 1700, 
at  Ednam,  in  the  shire  of  Roxburgh,  of  which  his  father 
was  pastor.  His  mother,  whose  name  was  Hnme ',  inhe- 
ritedy  as  coheiress,  a  portion  of  a  small  estate.  The  re- 
venue of  a  parish  in  Scotland  is  seldom  large ;  and  it  was, 
probably,  in  commiseration  of  the  difficulty  with  which 
Mr.  Thomson  supported  his  family,  having  nine  children, 
that  Mr.  Biccarton,  a  neighbouring  minister,  discovering 
in  James  uncommon  promises  of  future  excellence,  ander- 
took  to  superintend  his  education,  and  provide  him  books. 

He  was  taught  the  common  rudiments  of  learning  at 
the  school  of  Jedburg,  a  place  which  he  delights  to  recol- 
lect in  his  poem  of  Autumn ;  but  ^^  not  considered  by 
his  master  as  superiour  to  common  boys,  though,  in  those 
early  days,  he  amused  his  patron  and  his  friends  with 
poetical  compositions;  with  which,  however,  he  so  little 
pleased  himself,  that,  on  every  new-year*s  day,  he  threw 
into  the  fire  all  the  productions  of  the  foregoing  year. 

From  the  school  he  was  removed  to  Edinburgh,  where 
he  had  not  resided  two  years  when  his  father  died,  and 
left  all  his  children  to  the  care  of  their  mother,  who  raised, 
upon  her  little  estate,  what  money  a  mortgage  could  afford, 
and,  removing  with  her  family  to  Edinburgh,  lived  to  see 
her  son  rising  iiito  eminence. 

The  design  of  Thomson's  friends  was  to  breed  him  a 
minister.  He  lived  at  Edinburgh,  as  at  school,  without 
distinction  or  expectation,  till,  at  the  usual  time,  he  per- 
formed a  probationary  exercise  by  explaining  a  psalm.  His 
diction  was  so  poetically  splendid,  that  Mr.  Hamilton,  the 


*  According  to  the  Biographical  Dictionary  the  name  of  Thomson's  mother 
was  Beatrix  Trotter.    Hume  waa  the  name  of  his  grandmother.    Ed. 
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professor  of  divinity,  reproved  him  for  speaking  language 
unintelli^ble  to  a  popular  audience ;  and  he  censured  one 
of  his  expressions  as  indecent,  if  not  profane  *. 

This  rebuke  is  reported  to  have  repressed  his  thoughts 
of  an  ecclesiastical  character,  and  he  probably  cultivated, 
with  new  diligence,  his  blossoms  of  poetry,  which,  how*^ 
ever,  were  in  some  danger  of  a  blast ;  for,  submitting  his 
productions  to  some  who  thought  themselves  qualified  to 
criticise,  he  heard  of  nothing  but  faults ;  but,  finding  other 
judges  more  favourable,  he  did  not  sufier  himself  to  sink 
into  despondence. 

He  easily  discovered,  that  the  only  stage  on  which  a 
poet  could  appear,  with  any  hope  of  advantage,  was  Lon- 
don ;  a  place  too  wide  for  the  operation  of  petty  competi- 
tion and  private  malignity,  where  merit  might  soon  be- 
come conspicuous,  and  would  find  friends  as  soon  as  it 
became  reputable  to  befriend  it.  A  lady,  who  was  ac- 
quainted with  his  mother,  advised  him  to  the  journey,  and 
promised  some  countenance,  or  assistance,  which,  at  last, 
he  never  received  ;  however,  he  justified  his  adventure  by 
her  encouragement,  and  came  to  seek,  in  London,  patron- 
age and  fame. 

At  his  arrival  he  found  his  way  to  Mr.  Mallet,  then 
tutor  to  the  sons  of  the  duke  of  Montrose.  He  had  re- 
commendations to  several  persons  of  consequence,  which 
(le  had  tied  up  carefully  in  his  handkerchief;  but  as  he 
passed  along  the  street,  with  the  gaping  curiosity  of  a  new- 
comer, his  attention  was  upon  every  thing  rather  than  his 
pocket,  and  his  magazine  of  credentials  was  stolen  from 
him. 

His  first  want  was  a  pair  of  shoes.  For  the  supply  of 
all  his  necessities,  his  whole  fund  was  his  Winter,  which 
for  a  time  could  find  no  purchaser ;  till,  at  last,  Mr.  Miilan 
was  persuaded  to  buy  it  at  a  low  price ;  and  this  low  price 


*  See  the  Life  of  Beattie,  by  sir  Wtlliam  Forbes,  for  some  additional  anec- 
dotes.   Ed. 
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he  had,  for  some  time,  reason  to  regret** ;  bal^  by  accident, 
Mr.  Whatley,  a  man  not  wholly  unknown  among  authors, 
happening  to  turn  his  eye  upon  it,  was  so  delighted  that 
he  ran  from  place  to  place  celebrating  its  excellence. 
Thomson  obtained,  likewise,  the  notice  of  Aaron  Hill, 
whom,  being  friendless  and  indigent,  and  glad  of  kind- 
ness, he  courted  with  every  expression  of  servile  adulation. 
.  'Winter  was  dedicated  to  sir  Spencer  Compton,  but 
attracted  no  regard  from  him  to  the  author;  till  Aaron 
Hill  awakened  his  attention  by  some  verses  addressed  to 
Thomson,  and  published  in  one  of  the  newspapers,  which 
censured  the  great  for  their  neglect  of  ingenious  men. 
Thomson  then  received  a  present  of  twenty  guineas,  of 
which  he  gives  this  account  to  Mr.  Hill : 

**  I  hinted  to  you  in  my  last,  that  on  Saturday  morning 
I  was  with  sir  Spencer  Compton.  A  certain  gentleman, 
without  my  desire,  spoke  to  him  concerning  me ;  his  an- 
swer was,  that  I  had  never  come  near  him.  Then  the  gen- 
tleman put  the  question,  if  he  desired  that  I  should  wait 
on  him:  he  returned,  he  did.  On  this,  the  gentleman 
gave  me  an  introductory  letter  to  him.  He  received  me 
in  what  they  commonly  call  a  civil  manner;  asked  me 
some  commonplace  questions ;  and  made  me  a  present  of 
twenty  guineas.  I  am  very  ready  to  own  that  the  present 
was  larger  than  my  performance  deserved;  and  shall 
ascribe  it  to  his  generosity,  or  any  other  cause,  rather 
than  the  merit  of  the  address." 

The  poem,  which,  being  of  a  new  kind%  few  would  ven- 

**  WartoD  was  told  by  MiUan  that  the  book  lay  a  long  time  unsold  on  hit 
stall.    £j>. 

c  *>  It  was  at  this  time  that  the  school  of  Pope  was  giving  way :  addicsses  to 
the  head  rather  than  to  the  heart,  or  the  fancy ;  moral  axioms  and  witty  obser- 
vations, expressed  in  harmonious  numbers,  and  with  epigrammatick  terseness ; 
the  limip  tabor,  all  the  artifices  of  a  highly  polished  style,  and  the  graces  of 
finished  composition,  which  had  long  usurped  the  place  of  the  more  sterling 
beauties  of  the  imagination  and  sentiment,  began  first  to  be  lessened  in  the  pub- 
lic estimation  by  the  appearance  of  Thomson's  Seasons,  a  work  which  consti- 
tuted a  new  era  in  our  poetryw"  Censura  literaria,  iv.  280. 
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tare  at  first  to  like,  by  degrees  gained  apon  the  pnbliok ; 
and  one  edition  was  very  speedily  succeeded  by  aupther. . 

Thomson's  credit  was  now  high,  and  every  day  brought 
him  new  friends ;  among  others  Dr.  Bundle,  a  man  after* 
wards  unfortunately  famous,  sought  his  acquaintance,  and 
found  his  qualities  such,  that  he  recommended  him  to  the 
lord  chancellor  Talbot. 

Winter  was  accompanied,  in  many  editions,  not  only 
with  a  preface  and  a  dedication,  but  with  poetical  praises 
by  Mr.  Hill,  Mr.  Mallet,  (then  Malloch,)  and  Mira,  the  Jio- 
titious  name  of  a  lady  once  too  well  known.  Why  the 
dedications  we,  to  Winter  and  the  other  seasons,  contra- 
rily  to  custom,  left  out  in  the  collected  works,  the  reader 
may  inquire. 

The  next  year,  1727,  he  distinguished  himself  by  three 
publications ;  of  Summer,  in  pursuance  of  his  plan ;  of  9 
Poem  on  the  Death  of  sir  Isaac  Newton,  which  he  was 
enabled  to  perform  as  an  exact  philosopher  by  the  instruc- 
tion of  Mr.  Gray ;  and  of  Britannia,  a  kind  of  poetical  in- 
vective against  the  ministry,  whom  the  nation  then  thought 
not  forward  enough  in  resenting  the  depredations  of  the 
Spaniards.  By  this  piece  he  declared  himself  an  adherent 
to  the  opposition,  and  had,  therefore,  no  favour  to  expect 
from  the  court. 

Thomson,  having  been,  some  time  entertained  in  the 
family  of  the  lord  Binning,  was  desirous  of  testifying  his 
gratitude  by  making  him  the  patron  of  hu  Summer ;  but 
the  same  kindness  which  had  first  disposed  lord  Binning 
to  encourage  him,  determined  him  to  refuse  the  dedication, 
which  was,  by  his  advice,  addressed  to  Mr.  Dodington,  a 
man  who  had  more  power  to  advance  the  reputation  and 
fortune  of  a  poet. 

Spring  was  published  next  year,  with  a  dedication  to  the 
countess  of  Hertford ;  whose  practice  it  was  to  invite  eveiy 
summer  some  poet  into  the  country,  to  hear  her  verses, 
and  assist  her  studies.  This  honour  was  one  summer  con- 
ferred on  Thomson,  who  took  more  delight  in  carousing 
with  lord  Hertford  and  his  friends  than  assisting  her  hidy- 

VOUTUI.  B  b 
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ihip^s' poetical  operations^  and,  therefore,  never  received 
another  summons. 

Atttamn,  th^  season  to  which  the  Spring  and  Summer 
are  preparatory,  still  remained  nnsnng,  and  was  delayed  till 
he  published,  1730,  his  works  collected. 

He  produced  in  1727  the  tragedy  of  Sophonisba,  which 
raised  such  expectation,  that  every  rehearsal  was  dignified 
with  a  splendid  audience,  collected  to  anticipate  the  delight 
that  was  preparing  for  the  publick.  It  was  observed, 
however,  that  nobody  was  much  affected,  and  that  the  com- 
pany rose  as  irom  a  moral  lecture. 

It  had  upon  the  stage  no  unusual  degree  of  success. 
SKght  accidents  will  operate  upon  the  taste  of  pleasure. 
There  is  a  feeble  line  in  the  play : 
O,  Sophonisba,  Sophonisba,  O ! 
This  gave  occasion  to  a  waggish  parody : 

O,  Jemmy  Thomson,  Jemmy  Thomsoii,  O ! 

which  for  awhile  was  echoed  through  the  town. 

I  have  been  told  by  Savage,  that  of  the  prologue  to 
Sophonisba,  the  first  part  was  written  by  Pope,  who  could 
not  be  persuaded  to  finish  it ;  and  that  the  concluding  lines 
were  added  by  Mallet. 

Thomson  was  not  long  afterwards,  by  the  influence  of 
Dr.  Rundle,  sent  to  travel  with  Mr.  Charles  Talbot,  the 
eldest  son  of  the  chancellor.  He  was  yet  young  enough 
to  receive  new  impressions,  to  have  his  opinions  rectified, 
and  his  views  enlarged ;  nor  can  he  be  supposed  to  have 
wanted  that  curiosity  which  is  inseparable  from  an  active 
and  comprehensive  mind.  He  may,  therefore,  now  be  sup- 
posed to  have  revelled  in  all  the  joys  of  intellectual  lu^tury ; 
he  was  every  day  feasted  with  instructive  novelties;  he 
lived  splendidly  without  expense ;  and  might  expect,  when 
he  returned  home,  a  certain  establishment. 

At  this  time  a  long  course  of  opposition  to  sir  Robert 
Walpole  had  filled  the  nation  with  clamours  for  liberty,  of 
which  no  man  felt  the  want,  and  with  care  for  liberty,  which 
was  not  in  danger.    Thomson  in  his  travels  on  the  oonti- 


THOMSON.  371 

nenty  found  or  fancied  bo  many  evib  arising  from  the  ty* 
ranny  of  other  goyernmentB,  that  he  resolved  to  wdte  a 
▼ery  long  poem,  in  five  parts,  upon  liberty. 

While  he  was  busy  on  the  first  book,  Mr.  Talbot  died ; 
and  Thomson,  who  had  been  rewarded  for  his  attendance 
by  the  place  of  secretary  of  the  briefs,  pays  in  the  initial 
lines  a  decent  tribute  to  his  memory. 

Upon  this  great  poem  two  years  were  spent,  and  the 
author  congratalated  himself  upon  it  as  his  noblest  work ; 
but  an  author  and  his  reader  are  not  always  of  a  mind. 
•Liberty  called  in  vain  upon  her. votaries  to  read  her 
praises  and  reward  her  encomiast :  her  praises  were  con- 
demned to  harbour  spiders,  and  to  gather  dust ;  none  of 
Thomson's  performances  were  so  little  regarded. 

The  judgment  of  the  publick  was  not  erroneous ;  the 
recurrence  of  the  same  images  must  tire  in  time ;  an  enu- 
meration of  examples  to  prove  a  position  which  nobody 
denied,  as  it  was  from  the  beginning  superfluous,  must 
qnickly  grow  disg^ting. 

The  poem  of  Liberty  does  not  now  appear  in  its  original 
state ;  but,  when  the  author's  works  were  collected  after 
his  death,  was  shortened  by  sir  George  Lyttelton,  with  a 
liberty,  which,  as  it  has  a  manifest  tendency  to  lessen  the 
confidence,  of  society,  and  to  confound  the  characters  of 
authors,  by  making  one  man  write  by  the  judgment  of  an- 
other,  cannot  be  justified  by  any  supposed  propriety  of  the 
alteration,  or  kindness  of  the  friend.  I  wish  to  see  it  ex- 
hibited as  its  author  left  it. 

Thomson  now  lived  in  ease  and  plenty,  and  seems,  for 
awhile,  to  have  suspended  his  poetry ;  hot  he  was  soou  called 
back  to  labour  by  the  death  of  the  chancellor,  for  his  place 
then  became  vacant*';  and  though  the  lord  Hardwicke 


*  An  inteiesiing  anecdote  respecting  Thomson's  deportment  before  a  eommis- 
non,  tnstitated  in  1732,  for  an  inquiry  into  the  state  of  the  public  offices  under 
the  lord  chancellor,  is  omitted  by  Johnson  and  all  the  poet's  btogr|iphers.  We 
extract  it  from  the  nineteenth  rolnme  of  the  Critical  Review,  p.  141.  "  Mr. 
Thomson's  place  of  secretary  of  the  l>rife&  fell  under  the  cogniiance  of  thii  com- 
mission; and  he  was  summoned  to  attend  it,  which  he  accordingly  did,  and 
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delayed,  ibr  some  time,  to  give  it  away,  ThontBon's  bashful- 
nesSy  or  pride,  or  some  other  motiyey  perhaps  not  moie 
laudable,  withheld  him  from  soliciting ;  and  the  new  chan- 
cellor would  not  give  him  what  he  would  not  ask. 

He  now  relapsed  to  his  former  indigence;  bni  the 
prince  of  Wales  was  at  that  time  stniggling  for  popularity, 
and,  by  the  influence  of  Mr.  Lyttelton,  professed  himsdf 
the  patron  of  wit :  to  him  Thomson  was  introduced,  and 
'being  gaily  interrogated  about  the  state  of  his  affaars^ 
3aid^  ''  that  they  were  in  a  more  poetical  posture  than 
formerly  ;*'  and  had  a  pension  aUowed  him  of  one  hundred 
pounds  a  year. 

Being  now  obliged  to  write,  he  produced,  1738%  the 
tragedy  of  Agamemnon,  which  was  much  shortened  in  the 
representation.  It  had  the  fate  which  most  commonly  at- 
tends mythological  stories,  and  was  only  endured,  but  not 
favoured.  It  struggled  with  such  diflScnlfy  through  the 
'first  night,  that  Thomson,  coming  late  to  his  friends  "with 
whom  he  was  to  sup,  excused  his  delay  by  telling  them 
how  the  sweat  of  his  distress  had  so  disordered  his  wig, 
that  he  could  not  come  till  he  had  been  refitted  by  a 
barber. 

He  so  interested  himself  in  his  own  drama,  that,  if  I  ro- 
member  right,  as  he  sat  in  the  upper  gallery,  he  accompa- 
•nied  the  players  by  audible  recitation,  till  a  friendly  hint 
'frighted  him  to  silence.  Pope  countenanced  Agamem- 
non, by  coming  to  it  the  first  night,  and  was  welcomed 
to  the  theatre  by  a  general  clap;  he  had  much  regard 
for  Thomson,  and  once  depressed  it  in  a  poetical  epistle 
sent  to  Italy,  of  which,  however,  he  abated  the  value» 

made  a  speech,  ezplainiBg  the  nature,  duty,  and  income  of  hia  place,  in  teima 
that,  though  very  concise,  were  so  perspicuous  and  elegant,  that  lord  chancellor 
Talbot,  who  was  present,  publicly  said  he  preferred  that  single  speech  to  the 
best  of  his  poetical  compositions."  The  above  praise  is  precisely  such  as  we 
might  anticipate  that  an  old  lawyer  would  give,  but  it,  at  all  events,  ezemgts 
the  poet's  character  from  the  imputation  of  listless  indolence,  advanced  by  Mur- 
doch, and  leaves  lord  Hardwicke  little  excuse  for  his  conduct.    £n. 

«  It  is  not  generally  known  that  in  this  year  an  edition  of  Milton's  Areopagi- 
tiea  was  published  by  Millar,  to  which  Thomaon  wrote  a  preface. 
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by  irafesplaotkig  somo  of  the  lines  ioto  bis  epistle  to  Ar* 
bttthnot. 

Abont  this  time  the  act  was  passed  for  lioeosiog  plays, 
of  which  the  first  operatioD  was  tiie  prohibition  of  Gnstavus 
Vasa^  a  tragedy  of  Mr.  Brooke,  whom  the  pnblick  re- 
compensed by  a  very  liberal  subscription ;  the  next  was 
the  refusal  of  Edward  and  Eleonora,  oiTered  by  Thomson; 
It  is  hard  to  discover  why  either  play  should  have  been 
obstructed.  Thomson,  likewise,  endeavoured  to  repair  his 
loss  by  a  subscription,  of  which  1  cannot  now  tell  tho 
success. 

When  the  publick  murmured  at  the  unkind  treatment 
of  Thomson,  one  of  the  ministerial  writers  remarked^  that 
**  he  had  taken  a  Uheriy  which  was  not  agreeable  to  Bn- 
tanma  in  any  weaaon.^ 

He  was  soon  after  employed,  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Mallet»  to  write  the  mask  of  Alfred,  which  was  acted  be- 
fore the  prince  at  Cliefden-house. 

His  next  work,  1745,  was  Tancred  and  Sigismunda,  the 
most  successful  of  all  his  tragedies ;  for  it  still  keeps  its 
turn  upon  the  stage.  It  may  be  doubted  whether  he  was, 
either  by  the  bent  of  nature  or  habits  of  study,  much  qua- 
tified  for  tragedy.  It  does  not  appear  that  he  had  much 
sense  of  the  pathetick ;  and  his  diffusive  and  descriptiver 
sti^  produced  declamation  rather  than  dialogue. 
.  His  friend  Mr.  Lyttelton  was  now  in  power,  and  con- 
ferred upon  him  the  office  of  surveyor-general  of  the  Lee- 
ward Islands ;  from  which,  when  his  deputy  was  paid,  he 
received  about  three  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

The  last  piece  that  he  lived  to  publish  was  the  Castle  of 
Indolence,  which  was  many  years  under  his  hand,  but  was, 
at  last,  finished  with  great  accuracy.   The  first  canto  opens 
a  scene  of  lazy  luxury  that  fills  the  imagination. 
^  He  was  now  at  ease,  but  was  not  long  to  enjoy  it ;  for, 
by  taking  cold  on  the  water  between  London  and  Kew>  he- 

^  See  vol.  T.  p.  329  of  this  ediiioo,  and  Mr.Rotcoe's  life  of  Pope,  for  some 
•BMdotet  respecting  Gay's  B^gars'  Opera  and  PoUy»  illuatcative  of  the  efficacy 
of  a  lofd-chambcriain's  interference  with  the  stage.    En. 
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caught  a  diflorder,  wUchi  with  some  careless  exasperatioD; 
jended  in  a  fever  that  put  an  end  to  his  life,  August  27» 
1748.  He  was  buried  in  the  chnrch  of  Richmond,  wilhoat 
an  inscription ;  but  a  monument  has  been  erected  to  his 
memory  in  Westminster  Abbey. 

Thomson  was  of  stature  above  the  middle  siae,  and 
*'  more  fat  than  bard  beseems/'  of  a  dull  countenance,  and 
a  gross,  unatdmated,  uninviting  appearance ;  silent  in  min- 
gled company,  but  cheerful  among  select  fxiends,  and  by 
hiift  friends  very  tenderly  and  warmly  beloved  *• 

He  left  behind  him  the  tragedy  of  Coriolanus,  which 
wasi  by  the  zeal  of  his  patron,  sir  Creorge  LytteltoD, 
brought  upon  the  stage  for  the  benefit  at  his  family,  and 
recommended  by  a  prologue,  which  Qtiin,  who  had  1od|^ 
lived  with  Thomson  in  fond  intimacy,  spoke  in  such  a 
manner  as  showed  him  '*to  be,"  on  that  occasion,  *'iio 
actor.''  The  commencement  of  this  benevolence  is  very 
honourable  to  Quin;  who  is  reported  to  have  deUveied 
Thomson,  then  known  to  him  only  for  his  geuus,  from  an 
arrest  by  a  very  consideraUe  present;  and  its  continuanos 
i^  honourable  to  both ;  for  friendship  is  not  always  the  se- 
quel of  obligation.  By  this  tragedy  a  considerable  som 
was  raised,  of  which  part  discharged  his  debts,  and  the  rest 
was  remitted  to  Ins  sisters,  whom,  however  removed  from 
them  by  place  or  Qonditbn,  he  regarded  with  great  ten- 
derness, as  will  appear  by  the  following  letter,  which  I 
communicate  with  much  pleasure,  as  it  gives  mo»  at  oooe, 
an  opportunity  of  recording  the  firatemal'  kindness  of 
Thomson,  and  reflecting  on  the  friendly  assistance  of  Mr. 
Boswell,  from  whom  I  received  it. 

"  Hagley  in  WorcMtenhiie,  O0U  4tli,  1747. 

"  My  dear  Sister, — I  thought  you  had  known  me 
better  than  to  interpret  my  silence  into  a  decay  of  affection, 
especially  as  your  behaviour  has  always  been  snob  as  ra- 
ther to  increase  than  diminish  it.  Don't  imagine,  because  I 

'  Stvenl  anecdotes  of  Tbomaon'i  penonal  appearance  and  htbila  tic  v^* 
tared  over  the  Tolvmes  of  Boswell.    Eo. 


THOllBOlf.  375 

am  a  bad  correspondeot,  that  I  caa  ever  prove  an  imkind 
friend  aod  brother.  I  mast  do  myself  the  justice  to  teU 
yottf  that  my  affectioiis  are  naturally  very  fixed  and  oon- 
atant ;  and  if  I  had  ever  reason  of  complaint  against  yon* 
(of  vhich,  by  the  by,  I  have  not  the  least  shadow,)  I  am 
conscious  of  so  many  defects  in  myself,  as  dispose  me  to 
be  not  a  little  charitsJble  and  forgiving. 

It  gives  me  the  truest  heartfelt  satisfaction  to  hear  you 
have  a  good,  kind  husband,  and  ^r^  in  easy,  contented  cir* 
Gumstances;  but  were  they  otherwise,  that  would  only 
awaken  and  heighten  my  tenderness  towards  you.    As  our 
good  and  tender-hearted  parents  did  not  live  to  receive 
any  material  testiiQonies  of  that  highest  human  gratitude  I 
owed  them,  (than  which  nothiog  could  have  given  me  eqpal 
pleasure,)  the  only  return  I  can  make  them  tow  is  by  kind* 
Bess  to  those  they  left  behind  them*    Would  to  God  pooip 
liasj  had  lived  longer,  to  have  been  a  further  witness  of 
the  truth  of  what  I  say,  and  that  I  might  have  had  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  once  more  a  sister  who  so  truly  deserved 
my  esteem  and  love !    But  she  is  happy,  while  we  must  toil 
a  little  longer  here  below :  let  us^  however,  do  it  cheerfully 
and  gratefully,  supported  by  the  pleasing  hope  of  meet- 
ing yet  again  on  a  safer  shore,  where  to  recollect  the 
storms  and  diiBculties  of  life  will  not,  perhaps,  be  incon- 
sistent with  that  blissful  state.    You  did  right  to  call  your 
daughter  by  her  name ;  for  you  must  needs  have  had  a 
particular  tender  friendship  for  one  another,  endeared  as 
you  were  by  nature,  by  having  passed  the  affectionate  years 
of  your  youth  together ;  and  by  that  great  softener  and 
engager  of  hearts,  mutual  hardship.    That  it  was  in  my 
power  to  ease  it  a  little,  I  account  one  of  the  most  exqui- 
site pleasures  of  my  life.     But  enough  of  this  melancholy, 
though  not  unpleasing  strain. 

''  I  esteem  you  for  your  sensible  and  disinterested  ad- 
vice to  Mr.  Bell,  as  you  will  see  by  u^j  letter  to  him:  as  I 
approve  entirely  of  his  marrying  again,  you  may  readily  ask 
me  why  I  don*t  marry  at  all.  My  circumstances  have,  hi- 
therto, been  so  variable  and  uncertain  in  this  fluctuating 


576  THOMSON. 

w€ir\dp  as  indoce  to  keep  me  from  engaging  in  sneh  a  slatB  z 
and  noWy  though  they  are  more  setded,  and  of  late  (which 
you  will  be  glad  to  hear)  considerably  improTod,  I  begin 
to  think  mjsAt  too  far  advaneed  in  life  for  such  yonthM 
undertakings,  not  to  mention  some .  other  petty  reasons 
that  are  apt  to  startle  the  delicacy  of  difficult  old  bachelors. 
I  am,  however,  not  a  little  suspicious  that,  was  I  to  pay  a 
yisit  to  Scotland,  (which  I  have  some  thoughts  of  doing 
soon,)  I  might,  possibly,  be  tempted  to  think  of  a  thing  no< 
easily  repaired  if  done  amiss.  I  have  always  been  of  <^ 
nion  that  none  make  better  wives  than  the  ladies  of  Scot- 
land ;  and  yet,  who  more  forsaken  than  they,  while  the 
gentlemen  are  continually  running  abroad  all  the  world 
over  ?  Some  of  them,  it  is  true,  are  wise  enough  to  return 
for  a  wife.  You  se.e  I  am  beginning  to  make  interest  al- 
ready with  the  Scots  ladies.  But  no  more  of  this  infectious 
subject.  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you  now  and  then ;  and 
though  I  am  not  a  regular  correspondent,  yet,  perhaps,  I 
may  mend  in  that  respect.  Remember  me  kindly  to  your 
husband,  and  believe  me  to  be 

**  Your  most  affectioQate  brother, 

"  Jambs  Thomson.*' 

(Addretaed)    "  To  Mrs.  Thomson,  in  Lanark.*' 

The  benevolence  of  Thomson  was  fervid,  but  not  active : 
he  would  give,  on  all  occasions,  what  assistance  his  purse 
would  supply;  but  the  offices  of  intervention  or  solicitation 
he  could  not  conquer  bis  sluggishness  sufficiently  to  per- 
form. The  affairs  of  others,  however,  were  not  more  neg- 
lected than  his  own.  He  had  often  felt  the  inconveniencies 
of  idleness,  but  he  never  cured  it ;  and  was  so  conscious  of 
his  own  character,  that  he  talked  of  writing  an  eastern  tale 
of  the  Man  who  loved  to  be  in  Distress. 

Among  his  peculiarities  was  a  very  unskilful  ainl  inarti- 
culate manner  of  pronouncing  any  lofty  or  solemn  compo- 
sition. He  was  once  reading  to  Dodington,  who,  being 
himself  a  reader  eminently  elegant,  was  so  much  provoked 
by  his  odd  utterance,  that  he  snatched  the  paper  from  his 


THOMSON.  377 

iiand,  and  told  bun  that  he  did  not  nildentand  bis  oim 

▼01*868. 

Tbe  biographer  of  Thomson  has  remarked,  that  an  an-' 
tiior^s  life  is  best  read  in  bis  works :  bis  obser^tion  was 
not  well-timed.  Savage,  who  lived  much  with]  Thomson, 
Onee  told  me,  be  heard  a  lady  remarking  that  she  conld 
gather  from  his  works  three  parts  of  his  character,  that  be 
was  **  a  great  lover,  a  great  swimmer,  and  rigorously  absti- 
nent ;**  but,  said  Savage,  be*  knows  not  any  love  but  that  of 
the  sex ;  he  was,  perhaps,  never  in  cold  water  in  his  life ; 
and  he  indulges  himself  in  all  the  luxury  that  comes  within 
his  reach.  .Yet  Savage  always  spoke  with  tbe  most  eager 
praise  of  bis  social  qualities,  his  warmth  and  constancy  of 
firiendship,  and  bis  adherence  to  bis  first  acquaintance  when 
the  advancement  of  his  reputation  bad  left  them  behind 
him. 

As  a  writer  be  is  entitled  to  one  praise  of  the  highest 
kind :  his  mode  of  thinking,  and  of  expressing  his  thoughts, 
is  original.  His  blank  verse  is  no  more  tbe  blank  verse  of 
Milton,  or  of  any  other  poet,  than  the  rhymes  of  Prior  are 
the  rhymes  of  Cowley.  His  numbers,  his  pauses,  bis  dic- 
tion, are  of  his  own  growth,  without  transcription,  without 
imitation.  He  thinks  in  a  peculiar  train,  and  be  thinks 
always  as  a  man  of  genius ;  be  looks  round  on  nature  and 
on  life  with  the  eye  which  nature  bestows  only  on  a  poet ; 
the  eye  that  distinguishes,  in  every  thing  presented  to  its 
view,  whatever  there  is  on  which  imagination  can  delight 
to  be  detained,  and  with  a  mind  that  at  once  comprehends 
the  vast,  and  attends  to  tbe  minute.  Tbe  reader  of  tbe 
Seasons  wonders  that  be  never  saw  before  what  Thomson 
shows  him,  and  that  he  never  yet  has  felt  what  Thomson 
impresses. 

His  is  one  of  the  works  in  which  blank  verse  seems 
properly  used.  Thomson's  wide  expansion  of  general 
views,  and  bis  enumeration  of  circumstantial  varieties, 
would  have  been  obstructed  and  embarrassed  by  the  fre- 
quent intersection  of  the  sense,  which  are  the  necessary 
effects  of  rhyme. 
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descriptions  of  extended  scenes  and  general  effects 
bring  before  us  the  whole  magnificence  of  nature,  whether 
pleasing  or  dreadful.  >  The  gaiety  of  spring,  the  splendour 
of  summer,  the  tranquillity  of  autamn,  and  the  honour  of 
winter,  take,  in  their  turns,  possession  of  the  mind.  The 
poet  leads  us  through  the  appearances  of  things  as  they  are 
successively  varied  by  the  vicissitudes  of  the  year,  and  im- 
parts to  us  so  much  of  his  own  enthusiasm,  that  oar 
thoughts  expand  with  his  imagery,  and  kindle  with  his  sen- 
timents. Nor  is  the  naturalist  without  his  part  in  the  en- 
tertainment ;  for  he  is  assisted  to  recollect  and  to  combine, 
to  arrange  his  discoveries,  and  to  amplify  the  sphere  of  his 
contemplation. 

The  great  defect  of  the  Seasons  is  want  of  method;  but 
for  this  I  know  not  that  there  was  any  remedy.  Of  many 
appearances  subsisting  all  at  once,  no  rule  can  be  given 
why  one  should  be  mentioned  before  another ;  yet  the  me- 
mory wants  the  help  of  order,  and  the  curiosity  is  not  ex- 
cited by  suspense  or  expectation. 

His  diction  is  in  the  highest  degree  florid  and  luxuriant, 
such  as  may  be  said  to  be  to  his  images  and  thoughts, ''  both 
their  lustre  and  their  shade:''  such  as  invest  them  with 
splendour,  through  which,  perhaps,  they  are  not  always 
easily  discerned.  It  is  too  exuberant,  and  sometimes  may 
be  charged  with  filling  the  ear  more  than  the  mind. 

These  poems,  with  which  I  was  acquainted  at  their 
first  appearance,  I  have  since  found  altered  and  enlarged  by 
subsequent  revisals**,  as  the  author  supposed  his  ji^dgmeot 
to  grow  more  exact,  and  as  books  or  conversation  extended 
his  knowledge  and  opened  his  prospects.  They  are,  I 
think,  improved  in  general ;  yet  I  know  not  whether  thej 
have  not  lost  part  of  what  Temple  calls  their  **  race  f  a 
word  which,  applied  to  wines,  in  its  primitive  sense,  means 
the  flavour  of  the  soil. 

h  For  on  interesting  collection  of  the  various  readings  of  the  successive  editiom 
of  the  Seasons,  see  vols.  ii.  iii.  and  iv.  of  the  Censura  literaria.  Thornton's 
own  prelace  to  the  second  edition  of  Winter  may  be  found  in  voL  ii*  p.  67,  «f 
the  above-quoted  vrork.  ^j>. 
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liberty,  when  it  first  appeared,  I  tried  to  read,  and  soon 
desisted.  I  have  never  tried  again,  and,  therefore,  will  not 
hazard  either  praise  or  censure. 

The  highest  praise  which  he  has  received  onght  not  to 
be  suppressed ;  it  is  said  by  lord  Ly  ttelton,  in  the  prologue 
to- his  posthumous  play,  that  his  works  contained 

No  line  whichj  dying,  he  could  wish  to  blot. 
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The  poems  of  Dr.  Watts  were,  by  my  recommendatioiiy  in- 
serted in  the  late  collection;  the  readers  of  which  are  to  im- 
pute to  me  whatever  pleasure  or  weariness  they  may  find 
in  the  perusal  of  Blackmore^  Watts,  Pomfrety  and  Yalden. 
Isaac  Watts  was  born  July  17»  1874,  at  Southampton, 
where  his  father,  of  the  same  name,  kept  a  boarding-school 
for  young  gentlemen,  though  common  report  makes  him  a 
shoemaker.  He  appears,  from  the  narrative  of  Dr.  Gib- 
bons, to  have  been  neither  indigent  nor  illiterate, 

Isaac,  the  eldest  of  nine  children,  was  given  to  books 
from  his  infancy ;  and  began,  we  are  told,  to  learn  Latin 
when  he  was  four  years  old,  I  suppose,  at  home.  He  was 
afterwards  taught  Latin,  Greek,  and  Hebrew,  by  Mr.  Pin- 
horn,  a  clergyman,  master  of  the  free-school  at  South- 
ampton, to  whom  the  gratitude  of  his  scholar  afterwards 
inscribed  a  Latin  ode. 

His  proficiency  at  school  was  so  conspicuous,  that  a  sub- 
scription was  proposed  for  his  support  at  the  university ; 
but  he  declared  his  resolution  of  taking  his  lot  with  the 
dissenters.  Such  he  was  as  every  christian  church  would 
rejoice  to  have  adopted. 

He,  therefore,  repaired,  in  1690,  to  an  academy  taught 
by  Mr.  Rowe,  where  he  had  for  his  companions  and  fellow- 
students  Mr.  Hughes  the  poet,  and  Dr.  Horte,  afterwards 
archbishop  of  Tnam.  Some  Latin  essays,  supposed  to 
have  been  written  as  exercises  at  this  academy,  show  a 
degree  of  knowledge,  both  philosophical  and  theological, 
such  as  very  few  attain  by  a  much  longer  course  of  study. 

He  was,  as  he  hints  in  bis  Miscellanies,  a  maker  of 
verses  from  fifteen  to  fifty,  and,  in  his  youth,  appears  to 
have  paid  attention  to  Latin  poetry.     His  verses  to  his 
brother,  in  the  glyconick  measure,  written  when  he  was 
seventeen,  are  remarkably  easy  and  elegant.    Some  of 
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his  other  odes  -ate  deformed  by  the  Pindarick  folly  then 
prevuling,  and  are  written  with  snch  neglect  of  all  metrical 
rules,  as  is  without  example  among  the  ancients ;  but  his 
diction,  thongh,  perhaps,  not  always  exactly  pore,  has 
such  copiousness  and  splendour,  as  shows  that  he  was  but 
a  very  little  distance  from  excellence. 

His  method  of  study  was  to  impress  the  contents  of  his 
books  upon  his  memory  by  abridging  them,  and  by  inter- 
leaving them  to  amplify  one  system  with  supplements 
from  another* 

With  the  congregation  of  his  tutor  Mr.  Howe,  who 
were,  I  believe,  independents,  he  communicated  in  his 
nineteenth  year. 

At  the  age  of  twenty  he  left  the  academy,  and  spent 
two  years  in  study  and  devotion  at  the  house  of  his  father, 
who  treated  him  with  great  tenderness ;  and  had  the  hap- 
piness, indulged  to  few  parents,  of  living  to  see  his  son 
eminent  for  literature,  and  venerable  for  piety. 

He  was  then  entertained  by  sir  John  Hartopp  five  years, 
.as  domestick  tutor  to  hb  son:  and  in  that  time  particur 
larly  devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  the  holy  scriptures; 
and,  being  chosen  assistant  to  Dr.  Chauncey,  preached 
the  first  time  on  the  birthday  that  completed  Ids  twenty- 
fourth  year ;  probably  considering  that  as  the  day  of  a 
second  nativity,  by  which  he  entered  on  a  new  .period 
of  existence* 

In  about  three  years  he  succeeded  Dr.  Chauncey ;  but, 
soon  after  his.  entrance  on  his  charge,  he  was  seized  by  a 
dangerous  illness,  which  sunk  him  to  such  weakness,  that 
the  congregation  thought  an  assistant  necessary,  and  ap- 
pointed Mr.  Price.  His  health  then  returned  gradually ; 
and  he  performed  lus  duty  till,  1712,  he  was  seized  by  a 
fever  of  such  violence  and  continuance,  that  from  the 
feebleness  which  it  brought  upon  him  he  never  perfectiy 
recovered. 

This  calamitous  state  made  the  compassion  of  his  friends 
necessary,  and  drew  upon  him  the  attention  of  sir  Thomas 
Abney,  who  received  hidi  into  his  house ;  where,  with  a 


382  WATTS. 

constancy  of  ftiendBbip  and  unifbrarity  of  condiM^  not  of  tea 
to  be  found,  he  was  treated  for  tliirty*eix  years  wkh  all 
the  kindness '  that  firiendafaip  eoidd  prompt^  and  all  the 
attention  that  respect  could  dictate.  Sir  Thomas  died 
about  eight  years  afterwards ;  but  he  eontimied  with  the 
lady  and  her  daughters  to  the  end  of  his  life.  The  lady 
died  about  a  year  after  him. 

A  coalition  Kke  this,  a  state  in  which  the  notions  of 
patronage  and  dependence  were  overpowered  by  the  per- 
ception of  reciprocal  benefits,  deserves  a  particular  me- 
morial; and  I  will  not  withhold  from  the  reader  Dr. 
Gibbon's  representation ;  to  which  regard  is  to  be  paid, 
as  to  the  narrative  of  one  who  writes  what  he  knows,  and 
what  is  known  likewise  to  multitudes  besides. 

**  Our  next  observation  shall  be  made  upon  'that  re* 
narkably  kind  providence  which  brought  the  doelor  into 
sir  Thomas  Abney's  family,  and  continued  him  there  tiH 
his  death,  a  period  of  no  less  than  thirty-six  years.  In  die 
midst  of  his  sacred  labours  for  the  glory  <^  God,  and  good 
of  his  generation,  he  is  seised  with  a  m6st  violent  aad 
threatening  fever,  which  leaves  him  oppressed  with  great 
wedtness,  and  puts  a  stop,  at  leasts  to  his  publick  services 
for  four  years.  In  this  distressing  season,  doubly  so  to 
his  active  and  pious  spirit,  he  is  invited  to  sir  Thomas 
Abney's  family,  nor  ever  removes  from. it  till  he  had  finisb- 
ed  his  days.  Here  he  enjoyed  the  uninterrupted  demon- 
strations of  the  truest  friendship.  Here,  without  any  care 
of  his  own,  he  had  every  thing  which  could  contribute  to 
the  enjoyment  of  life,  and  favour  the  unwearied  pursuits 
of  his  studies.  Here  he  dwelt  in  a  family,  which  for  piety, 
(Nrder,  harmony,  and  every  virtue,  was  an  house  of  God. 
Here  he  had  the  privilege  of  a  country  recess,  the  fragrant 
bower,  the  spreading. lawn,  the  flowery  garden,  and  other 
advantages,  to  sooth  his  mind,  and  aid  his  restoration  to 
health ;  to  yield  him,  whenever  he  chose  them,  most  grate- 
ful intervals  from  his  laborious  studies,  and  enable  him  to 
return  to  them  with  redoubled  vigour  and  delight.  Had 
it  not  been  for  this  most  happy  event,  he  might»  as  to 


WATTS.  383 

oatward  view,  have  feebly,  it  may  be  painfully,  dragged 
on  throngh  many  more  years  of  languor,  and  inability  for 
pnblick  aervioe,  and  even  for  profitable  stady,  or,  perhaps, 
might  have  sank  into  his  grave  nnder  the  overwhelmbig 
load  of  infirmities  in  the  midst  of  his  days ;  and  thns  the 
church  and  world  would  have  been  deprived  of  those  many 
excellent  sermons  and  works,  which  he  drew  up  and  pub- 
lished daring  his  long  residence  in  this  family.  In  a  few 
years  after  his  coming  hither,  sir  Thomas  Abney  dies ;  but 
his  amiable  consort  survives,- who  shows  the  doctor  the 
same  respect  and  friendship  as  before,  and  most  happily 
for  him  and  great  numbers  besides;  for,  as  her  riofaes: 
were  great,  her  generosity  and  munificence  were  in  full 
proportion ;  her  thread  of  life  was  drawn  out  to  a  great 
age,  even  beyond  that  of  the  doctor*s ;  and  thus  this  ex- 
cellent man,  through  her  kindness,  and  that  of  her  daughter,' 
the  present  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Abney,  who  in  a  like  degree 
esteemed  and  honoured  him,  enjoyed  all  the  benefits  and 
felicities  he  experienced  at  his  first  entrance  into  this 
family,  till  his  days  were  numbered  and  finished ;  and,  like 
a  shock  of  com  in.  its  season,  he  ascended  into  the  regions 
of  perfect  and  immortal  life  and  joy." 

If  this  quotation  has  appeared  long,  let  it  be  considered 
that  it  comprises  an  account  of  six-ahd-thirty  years,  and 
those  the  years  of  Dr.  Watts. 

Frmn  the  time  of  his  reception  into  this  family,  his  life 
was  no  otherwise  diversified  than  by  successive  publica- 
tions. The  series  of  his  works  I  am  not  able  to  deduce ; 
their  number  and  their  variety  show  the  intenseness  ai  his 
industry,  and  the  extent  of  his  capacity. 

He  was  one  of  the  first  authors  that  taught  the  dissent- 
ers to  court  attention  by  the  graces  of  language.  What- 
ever they  had  among  them  before,  whether  of  learning  or 
acuteness,  was  commonly  obscured  and  blunted  by  coarse- 
ness, and  inelegance  of  style.  He  showed  them,  that  zeal 
and  purity  might  be  expressed  and  enforced  by  polished 
diction. 

He  continued  to  the  end  of  his  life  the  teacher  of  a 
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oongregation ;  and  no  reader  .of  his  waAs  can  donbt  hia 
fidelity  or  diligence.  In  the  pulpit,  though  his  low  statnre, 
which  very  little  exceeded  fite  feet,  graced  him  with  no 
advantages  of  appearance,  yet  the  gravity  and  propriety  of 
his  ntterance  made  his  discourses  very  efficacious.  I  once 
mentioned  the  reputation  which  Mr.  Foster  had  gained  by 
his  proper  delivery,  to  my  friend  Dr.  Hawkesworth,  who 
told  me,  that  in  the  art  of  pronunciation  he  was  far  infe- 
riour  to  Dr.  Watts. 

Such  was  his  flow  of  thoiq^ts,  and  such  his  promptitude 
of  langui^e,  that  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life  he  did  not 
precompose  his  cursory  sermons,  but  having  adjusted  the 
heads,  and  sketched  out  some  particulars,  trusted  for  sue- 
cess  to  his  extemporary  powers. 

He  did  not  endeavour  to  assist  his  eloquence  by  any 
gesticulations }  for,  as  no  corporeal  actions  have  any  cor* 
respondenoe  with  theological  truth,  he  did  not  see  how 
they  could  enforce  it. 

At  the  conclusion  of  weighty  sentences  he  gave  time,  by 
a  short  pause,  for  the  proper  impression. 

To  stated  iwd  publick  instruction  he  added  familiar  vir 
sits,  and  personal  application,  and  was  careful  to  improve 
the  opportunities  which  conversation  offered  of  difiusing 
and  increasing  the  influence  of  religion. 

By  his  natural  temper  he  was  quick  of  resentment;  bot, 
by  his. established  and  habitual  practice,  he  was  gentle, 
modest,  and  inoffensive.  His  tenderness  appeared  in  hia 
attention  to  children  and  to  the  poor.  To  the  poor,  .while 
he  lived  in  the  family  of  his  friend,  he  allowed  the  third 
part  of  his  annual  revenue,  though  the  whole  was  not  a 
hundred  a  year ;  and  for  children  he  condescended  to  lay 
aside  the  scholar,  the  philosopher,  and  the  wit,  to  write 
little  poems  of  devotion,  and  systems  of  instruction,  adiqit- 
ed  to  their  wants  and  capacities,  from  the  dawn  of  reason, 
through  its  gradations  of  advance  in  the  morning  of  life. 
Every  man  acquainted  with  the  common  principles  of  hur 
man  action,  will  look  with  veneration  on  the  writer,  who  is 
at  one  time  combating  Locke,  and  at  another  making  a 
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catechism  for  children  in  their  foorth  yea):.  A  volnntary 
descent  from  the  dignity  of  science  is,  perhaps,  the  hardest 
lesson  that  humility  canr  teach. 

As  his  mind  was  capacious,  his  curiosity  excursive,  and 
his  industry  continual,  his  writings  are  very  numerous,  and 
his  subjects  various.  With  his  theological  works  I  am  only 
enough  acquainted  to  admire  his  meekness  of  opposition, 
and  his  mildness  of  censure.  It  was  not  only  in  his  book, 
but  in  his  mind,  that  orthodoxy  was  united  with  charity. 

Of  his 'philosophical  pieces,  his  Logick  has  been  re-  . 
ceived  into  the  universities,  and,  therefore,  wants  no  private 
recommendation ;  if  be  owes  part  of  it  to  Le  Clerc,  it  must 
be  considered  that  no  man,  who  undertakes  merely  to  me- 
thodise or  illustrate  a  system,  pretends  to  be  its  author. 

In  his  metaphysical  disquisitions,  it  was  observed  by  the 
late  learned  Mr.  Dyer,  that  he  confounded  the  idea  of 
space  with  that  of  empty  space,  and  did  not  consider,  that 
though  space  might  be  without  matter,  yet  matter,  being 
extended,  could  not  be  without  space. 

Few  books  have  been  perused  by  me  with  greater  plea- 
sure than  his  Improvement  of  the  Mind,  of  which  the  radi* 
cal  principles  may,  indeed,  be  found  in  Locke's  Conduct  of 
the  Understanding ;  but  they  are  so  expanded  and  ramified 
by  Watts,  as  to  confer  upon  hini  the  merit  of  a  work,  in  the 
highest  degree,  useful  and  pleasing.  Whoever  has  the 
care  of  instructing  others,  may  be  charged  with  deficience 
in  his  duty  if  this  book  is  not  recommended. 

I  have  mentioned  his  treatises  of  theology  as  distinct 
from  his  other  productions ;  but  the  truth  is,  that  whatever 
he  took  in  hand  was^  by  his  incessant  solicitude  for  souls, 
converted  to  theology.  As  piety  predominated  in  his  mind^ 
it  is  diffused  over  his  works :  under  his  direction  it  may  be 
truly  said,  **  theologi»  philosophia  ancUlatur,"  philosophy  is 
subservient  to  evangelical  instruction :  it  is  difficult  to  read 
a  page  without  learning,  or  at  least  wbhing,  to  be  better. 
The  attention  is  caught  by  indirect  instruction,  and  he  that 
sat  down  only  to  reason  is,  on  a  sudden,  compelled  to  pray. 

It  was,  therefore,  with  great  propriety  that,  in  1728,  he 
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reeeiyed  from  Edinbnrj^h  and  Aberdeen  an  nnaolioited 
diploma,  by  wUeh  he  beeame  a  doctor  of  divmity.  Acar 
domical  hoDoors  would  have  mofo  Talue,  if  they  were 
always  bestowed  with  equal  judgmeiit. 

He  continued  many  years  to  study  and  to  preach,  and 
to  do  good  by  his  instraction  and  example :  till  at  last  the 
infirmities  of  age  disabled  him  from  the  more  laborions 
part  of  his  ministerial  functions,  and,  being  no  longer  capa- 
ble of  publick  duty,  he  offered  to  remit  the  salary  appen- 
dant to  it ;  but  his  congregation  would  not  accept  the  re- 
signation. 

By  degrees  his  weakness  increased,  and  at  last  confined 
him  to  his  chamber  and  his  bed ;  where  he  was  w<Nrn  gra- 
dually away  without  pain,  till  he  expired,  Nov.  25, 1748, 
in  the  serenty-fifth  year  of  his  age. 

Few  men  haye  left  behind  snch  purity  of  character,  or 
such  monuments  of  laborious  piety.  He  has  proTided  in- 
struction for  all  ages,  from  those  who  are  lisping  their  fint 
lessons,  to  the  enlightened  readers  of  Malbranche  and 
Locke ;  he  has  left  neither  cOTporeal  nor  spiritual  nature 
unexamined ;  he  has  taught  the  art  of  reasoning,  and  the 
science  of  the  stars. 

His  character,  therefore,  must  be  formed  from  the  mul- 
tiplicity and  diversity  of  his  attainments,  rather  than  from 
any  single  performance ;  for  it  would  not  be  safe  to  claim 
for  him  the  highest  rank  in  any  single  denomination  of 
literary  dignity ;  yet,  perhaps,  there  was  nothing  in  which 
he  would  not  have  excelled,  if  he  had  not  divided  his 
powers  to  different  pursuits* 

As  a  poet,  had  he  been  only  a  po#t,  he  would  probably 
have  stood  high  among  the  authors  with  whom  he  is  now 
associated.  For  his  judgment  was  exact,  and  he  noted 
beauties  and  faults  with  very  nice  discernment ;  his  imagi* 
nation,  as  the  Daoian  Battle  proves,  was  vigorous  and  ac- 
tive, and  the  stores  of  knowledge  were  large  by  which  his 
fancy  was  to  be  supplied.  His  ear  was  well-tuned,  and 
his  dretion  was  elegant  and  copious.  But  his  devotional 
poetry  is,  like  that  of  others,  unsatisfactory.    The  paucity 
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of  its  topicka  enforces  perpetual  repetition,  and  the  sanctity 
of  the  matter  rejects  the  ornaments  of  figurative  diction. 
It  is  safficient  for  Watts  to  have  done  better  than  others 
what  no  man  has  done  well. 

His  po^ns  on  othar  subjects  seldom  rise  higher  than 
might  be  expected  from  the  amusements  of  a  man  of 
letters,  and  have  different  degrees  of  value  as  they  are 
more  or  less  laboured,  or  as  the  occasion  was*  more  or  less 
favourable  to  invention. 

He  writes  too  often  wiAout  regular  measures,  and  too 
often  in  blank  verse ;  the  rhymes  are  not  always  suffi- 
ciently  correspondent.  He  is  particularly  unhappy  in  coining 
names  expressive  of  characters.  His  lines  are  commonly 
smooth  and  easy,  and  his  thoughts  always  religionriy  pure; 
but  who  is  there  that,  to  so  much  piety  and  innocence, 
does  not  wish  for  a  greater  measure  of  sprightliness  and 
vigour  I  He  is,  at  least,  one  of  the  few  poets  with  whom 
youth  and  ignorance . may  be  safely  pleased;  and  happy 
will  be  that  reader  whose  mind  is  disposed,  by  his  verses 
or  his  prose,  to  imitate  him  in  all  but  his  nonocmformity,  to 
copy  Us  benevolence  to  man,  and  his  reterence  to  God. 
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A.   PHILIPS. 

Of  the  birth,  or  early  part  of  the  life,  of  Ambrose  Philips, 
I  have  not  been'  able  to  find  any  account.  His  academical 
education  he  received  at  St.  John's  college,  in  Cambridge  \ 
where  he  first  solicited  the  notice  of  the  world  by  some 
English  verses,  in  the  collection,  published  by  the  univer- 
sity, on  the  death  of  queen  Mary. 

From  this  time,  how  he  was  employed,  or  in  what  sta- 
tion he  passed  his  life,  is  not  yet  discovered.  He  must 
have  published  his  Pastorals  before  the  year  1706,  because 
they  are,  evidently,  prior  to  those  of  Pope. 

He  afterwards,  1709,  addressed  to  the  universal  patron, 
the  duke  of  Dorset,  a  poetical  Letter  from  Copenhagen, 
which  was  published  in  the  Tatler,  and  is,  by  Pope,  in  one 
of  his  first  letters,  mentioned  with  high  praise,  as  the  pro- 
duction of  a  man  **  who  could  write  very  nobly." 

Philips  was  a  zealous  whig,  and,  therefore,  easily  found 
access  to  Addison  and  Steele ;  but  his  ardour  seems  not 
to  have  procured  him  any  thing  more  than  kind  words ; 
since  he  was  reduced  to  translate  the  Persian  Tales  for 
Tonson,  for  which  he  was  afterwards  reproached,  with  this 
addition  of  contempt,  that  he  worked  for  half-a-crown. 
The  book  is  divided  into  many  sections,  for  each  of  which, 
if  he  received  half-a-crown,  his  reward,  as  writers  then 
were  paid,  was  very  liberal ;  but  half-a-crown  h^d  a  mean 
sound. 

He  was  employed  in  promoting  the  principles  of  his 
party,  by  epitomising  Hacket's  life  of  Archbishop  Wil- 
liams. The  original  book  is  written  with  such  depravity 
of  genius,  such  mixture  of  the  fop  and  pedant,  as  has  not 
often  appeared.  The  epitome  is  free  enough  from  afiec- 
tation,  but  has  little  spirit  or  vigour''. 

I  He  took  his  d^rees,  A.  B.  1696,  A.  M.  1700. 

^  This  ought  to  have  been  noticed  before.   It  was  published  in  1700,  when 
he  appears  to  Jiave  obtained  a  fellowship  of  St.  John's. 
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In  1712,  be  brought  upon  the  stage  the  Distrest  Mother, 
almost  a  translatioa  of  Racine^s  Andromaqae.  Such  a 
work  requires  no  uncommon  powers ;  but  the  friends  of 
Philips  exerted  every  art  to  promote  his  interest.  Before 
the  appearance  of  the  play,  a  whole  Spectator,  none,  in* 
deed,  of  the  best,  was  devoted  to  its  praise ;  while  it  yet 
continued  to  be  acted,  another  Spec^tor  was  written,  to 
tell  what  impression  it  made  upon  sir  Roger ;  and,  on  the 
first  night,  a  select  audience,  says  Pope  ^  was  called  to- 
gether to  applaud  it. 

It  was  concluded  with  the  most  successful  epilogue 
that  was  ever  yet  spoken  on  the  English  theatre.  The 
three  first  nights  it  was  recited  twice ;  and  not  only  cour 
tinued  to  be  demanded  through  the  run,  as  it  is  termed,  of 
the  play,  but,  whenever  it  is  recalled  to  the  stage,  where, 
by  peculiar  fortune,  though  a  copy  from  the  French,  it 
yet  keeps  its  place,  the  epOogue  is  still  expected,  and  is 
still  spoken. 

The  propriety  of  epilogues  in  general,  and,  consequently, 
of  this,  was  questioned  by  a  correspondent  of  the  Spec- 
tator, whose  letter  was  undoubtedly  admitted  for  the  sake 
of  the  answer,  which  soon  followed,  written  with  much 
aseal  and  acrimony.  The  attack  and  the  defence  equally 
contributed  to  stimulate  curiosity  and  continue  attention. 
It  may  be  discovered,  in  the  defence,  that  Prior  s  epilogue 
to  Pbsedra  had  a  litUe  excited  jealousy ;  and  something  of 
Prior*s  plan  may  be  discovered  in  the  performance  of  his 
rival.  Of  this  distinguished  epilogue  the  reputed  author 
was  the  wretched  Budgel,  whom  Addison  used  to  deno- 
minate °*  "  the  man  who  calls  me  cousin ;"  and  when  he 
was  asked,  how  such  a  silly  fellow  could  write  so  well,  re- 
plied, "  the  epilogue  was  quite  another  thing  when  I  saw 
it  first."  It  was  known  in  Tonson's  family,  and  told  to 
Garrick,  that  Addison  was  himself  the  author  of  it,  and 
that,  when  it  had  been  at  first  printed  with  his  name,  he 
came  early  in  the  morning,  before  th^  copies  were  distri* 

I  Spence.  "  Ibid. 
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bated,  and  ordered  it  to  Ibe  given  to  Bvdgel,  that  it  night 
add  weight  to  tfie  solicitation  which  he  was  then  makiog 
for  a  place. 

Pliilips  was  now  high  in  the  ranks  of  literatvro.  His 
play  was  applauded;  his  translations  from  Sappho. had 
been  published  in  the  Spectator;  he  was  an  important  Mid 
distinguished  associate  of  chifas;  witty  and  political ;  and 
nothing  was  wanting  to  his  happiness,  but  that  he  should 
be  sure  of  its  continuance. 

The  work  which  had  procured  him  the  first  notice  from 
the  publick,  was  ins  Six  Pastorals,  which,  flattering  the 
imagination  with  Arcadian  scenes,  probably  found  many 
readers,  and  might  tiave  long  passed  as  a  pleasing  amuses 
ment,  had  they  not  been,  imhappily,  too  much  oom«» 
mended. 

Hne  rustick  poems  of  Theocritus  were  so  highly  Talued 
by  the  Greeks  and  Romans,  that  they  attracted  the  imita- 
tion  of  Virgil,  whose  eclogues  seem  to  have  been  eonsi^ 
dered  as  precluding  all  attempts  of  the  same  kind ;  for»  no 
shepherds  wereiaught  to  sing  by  any  suoceeding  poet,  till 
Nemesian  and  Galphnmius  ventured  their  feeble  efforts  in 
the  lower  age  of  Latin  literature. 

At  the  revival  of  learning  in  Italy,  it  was  soon  disco- 
vered, that  a  dialogue  of  imaginary  swains  ndgfat  be  oom* 
posed  with  little  difficulty;  because  the  conversation  of 
shepherds  excludes  profound  or  refined  sentiment ;  and. 
for  images  and  descriptions,  satyrs  and  fawns,  and  naiada 
and  dryads,  were  always  within  call ;  and  woods  and  mear 
dows,  and  hills  and  rivers,  supplied  variety  of  matter,  whick, 
having  a  natural  power  to  sooth  the  mind,  did  not  quickly 
cloy  it. 

Petrarch  entertained  the  learned  men  of  his  age  with 
the  novelty  of  modem  pastorals  in  Latin.  Being  not  igno- 
rant of  Greek,  and  finding  nothing  in  the  word  sc2o^  of 
rural  meaning,  he  supposed  it  to  be  corrupted  by  the  co* 
piers,  and,  therefore,  called  his  own  productions  oghgueB^ 
by  which  he  meant  to  express  the  talk  of  goatherds,  though 
it  will  mean  only  the  talk  of  goats.     This  new  name  was 
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adopted  by  sabtequeut  wiiteri,  and,  amongst  others,  by 
our  Spenser. 

More  than  a  oentary  afterwards,  1496,  M antnan  pob* 
lished  his  Bacolicks  with  snch  success,  that  they  were  soon 
dignified  by  Badins  with  a  comment,  and,  as  Scaliger  com* 
plained,  received  into  schools,  and  taught  as  ckssical ;  his 
complaint  was  vain,  and  the  practice,  however  injadicious, 
spread  far,  and  continaed  long.  Mantuan  was  read,  at 
least  in  some  of  the  inferiour  schools  of  this  kingdom,  to 
the  beginning  of  the  present  century.  The  speakers  of 
Mantuan  carried  their  disquisitions  beyond  the  country,  to 
censure  the  corruptions  of  the  church;  and  from  him 
Spenser  learned  to  employ  his  swains  on  topicks  of  con* 
troversy. 

The  Italians  soon  transferred,  pastoral  poetry  into  thev 
own  language:  Saonazaro  wrote  Arcadia  in  prose  and 
verse :  Tasso  juid  Gnarini  wrote  Favole  Boschareocie»  or 
sylvan  dramas ;  and  all  nations  of  Europe  filled  volumes 
with  Thyrsis  and  Damon,  and  Thestylis  and  Phyllis. 

Philips  thinks  it  somewhat  strange  to  conceive  **  how% 
in  an  age  so  addicted  to  the  muses,  pastoral  poetry  never 
comes  to  be  so  much  as  thought  upon."  His  wonder  seems 
very  unseasonable;  there  had  never,  from  the  time  of 
Spenser,  wanted  writers  to  talk  occasionally  of  Arcadia 
and  Strephon ;  and  half  the  book,  in  which  he  first  tried 
his  powers,  consists  of  didogues  on  queen  Mary's  death, 
between  Tityrus  and  Gorydon,  or  Mopsus  and  Menalcas» 
A  series  or  book  oi  pastorals,  however,  I  know  not  that 
any  one  had  then  lately  published. 

Not  long  afterwards.  Pope  made  the  first  display  of  his 
powers  in  four  pastorals,  written  in  a  very  different  fcNrm. 
Philips  had  taken  Spenser,  and  Pope  took  Virgil  for  his 
pattern.  Philips  endeavoured  to  be  natural.  Pope  labonrp 
ed  to  be  elegant. 

Philips  wias  now  favoured  by  Addison,  and  by  Addison's 
companions,  who  were  very  willing  to  push  him  into  repu»- 
tation.  The  Guardian  gave  an  account  of  pastoral,  partly 
critical,  and  partly  historical ;  in  which,  when  the  merit  oi 
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the  moderas  iB  compared,  Tasso  and  Gnarini  are  censured 
for  remote  thoughts  and  unnatural  refinements ;  and,  npon 
tie  whole,  the  Italians  and  French  are  all  excluded  from 
rural  poetry ;  and  the  pipe  of  the  pastoral  muse  is  trans- 
mitted, by  lawful  inheritance,  from  Theocritus  to  Virgil, 
from  Virgil  to  Spenser,  and  from  Spenser  to  Philips. 

With  this  inauguration  of  Philips,  his  rival  Pope  was 
not  much  delighted ;  he,  therefore,  drew  a  comparison  of 
Philips's  performance  with  his  own,  in  which,  with  an  un- 
exampled and  unequalled  artifice  of  irony,  though  he  has 
himself  always  the  advantage,  he  g^ves  the  preference  to 
Philips.  The  design  of  aggrandizing  himself  he  disguised 
with  such  dexterity,  that,  though  Addison  discovered  it, 
Steele  was  deceived,  and  was  afraid  of  displeasing  Pope 
by  publishing  his  paper.  Published,  however,  it  was, 
(Guardian,  40,)  and  from  that  time  Pope-and  Philips  lived 
in  a  perpetual  reciprocation  of  malevolence. 

In  poetical  powers,  of  either  praise  or  satire,  there  was 
no  proportion  between  the  combatants ;  but  Philips,  though 
be  could  not  prevail  by  wit,  hoped  to  hurt  Pope  with  an- 
other weapon,  and  charged  him,  as  Pope  thought,  with 
Addison's  approbation,  as  disaffected  to  the  government. 

Even  with  this  he  was  not  satisfied ;  for,  indeed,  there 
is  no  appearance  that  any  regard  was  paid  to  his  clamours. 
He  proceeded  io  grosser  insults,  and  hung  up  a  rod  at 
Button's,  with  which  he  threatened  to  chastise  Pope,  who 
appears  to  have  been  extremely  exasperated ;  for,  in  the 
first  edition  of  his  letters,  he  calls  Philips ''  rascal,"  and  in  the 
last  still  charges  him  with  detaining,  in  his  hands,  the  sub- 
scriptions for  Homer,  delivered  to  him  by  the  Hanover  club. 
.  I  suppose  it  was  never  suspected  that  he  meant  to  ap- 
propriate the  money ;  he  only  delayed,  and  with  sufficient 
meanness,  the  gratification  of  him  by  whose  prosperity  he 
was  pained. 

Men  sometimes  suffer  by  injudicious  kindness ;  Philips 
became  ridiculous,  without  his  own  fault,  by  the  absurd 
admiration  of  his  friends,  who  decorated  him  with  honorary 
garlands,  which  the  first  breath  of  contradiction  blasted. 
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When  npoik  the  saccession  of  the  house  of  Hanover 
every  whig  expected  to  be  happy.  Philips  seems  to  have 
obtained  too  little  notice;  he  caaght  few  drops  of  thSD 
golden  shower,  though  he  did  not  omit  what  flattery  could 
perform.  He  was  only  made  a  commissioner  of  the  lot- 
tery, 1717,  and,  what  did  not  much  elevate  his  character, 
a  justice  of  the  peace. 

The  success  of  his  first  play  must  naturally  dispose  him 
to  turn  his  hopes  towards  the  stage :  he  did  not,  however, 
soon  commit  himself  to  the  mercy  of  an  audience,  but  con- 
tented himself  with  the  fame  already  acquired,  till  after 
nme  years  he  produced,  1722,  the  Briton,  a  tragedy  which, 
whatever  W€»  its  reception,  is  now  neglected ;  though  one 
of  the  scenes,  between  Vanoc,  the  British  prince,  and  Va« 
lens,  the  Roman  general,  is  confessed  to  be  written  with 
great  dramatick  skill,  animated  by  spirit  truly  poetical. 

He  had  not  been  idle,  though  he  had  been  silent :  for  he 
exhibited  another  tragedy  the  same  year,  on  the  story  of 
Humphry,  duke  of  Gloucester.  This  tragedy  is  only  re- 
membered by  its  title. 

His  happiest  undertaking  was  of  a  paper,  called  the 
Freethinker,  in  conjunction  with  associates,  of  whom  one 
was  Dr.  Boulter,  who,  then  only  minister  of  a  parish  in 
Southwark,  was  of  so  much  consequence  to  the  govern- 
ment, that  he  was  made,  first,  bishop  of  Bristol,  and,  after- 
wards, primate  of  Ireland,  where  his  piety  and  his  charity 
will  be  long  honoured. 

.  It  may  easily  be  imagined  that  what  was  printed  under 
the  direction  of  Boulter  would  have  nothing  in  it  indecent 
or  licentious ;  its  title  is  to  be  understood  as  implying  only 
freedom  from  unreasonable  prejudice.  It  has  been  re- 
printed in  volumes,  but  is  little  read;  nor  can  impartial 
criticism  recommend  it  as  worthy  of  revival. 

Boulter  was  not  well  qualified  to  write  diurnal  essays ; 
but  he  knew  how  to  practise  the  liberality  of  greatness  and 
the  fidelity  of  friendship.  When  he  was  advanced  to  the 
height  of  ecclesiastical  dignity,  he  did  not  forget  the  com- 
panion of  hb  labours.     Knowing  Philips  to  be  slenderly 
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tbe  modems  it  compared,  Taaso  and  Goarini  are  censared 
for  remote  thoughts  and  uDDatnral  refiDements ;  and,  npon 
tfte  whole,  the  Italians  and  French  are  all  excluded  from 
meal  poetry ;  and  the  pipe  of  the  pastoral  mase  is  trans- 
mitted, by  lawful  inheritance,  from  Theocritus  to  Virgil, 
from  Vbgil  to  Spenser,  and  from  Spenser  to  Philips. 

With  this  inauguration  of  Philips,  his  rival  Pope  was 
not  much  delighted ;  he,  therefore,  drew  a  comparison  of 
Philips's  performance  with  his  own,  in  which,  with  an  un- 
exampled and  unequalled  artifice  of  irony,  though  he  has 
himself  always  the  advantage,  he  gives  the  preference  to 
Philips.  The  design  of  aggrandizing  himself  he  disguised 
with  such  dexterity,  that,  though  Addison  discovered  it, 
Steele  was  deceived,  and  was  afraid  of  displeasing  Pope 
by  publishing  bis  paper.  Pablished,  however,  it  was, 
(Guardian,  40,)  and  from  that  time  Pope-and  Philips  lived 
in  a  perpetual  reciprocation  of  malevolence. 

In  poetical  powers,  of  either  praise  or  satire,  there  was 
no  proportion  between  the  combatants ;  but  Philips,  though 
he  could  not  prevail  by  wit,  hoped  to  hurt  Pupe  with  an- 
other weapon,  and  charged  him,  as  Pope  thought,  with 
Addison's  approbation,  as  disaffected  to  the  government 

Even  with  this  he  was  not  satufied ;  for,  indeed,  there 
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When  npon  the  successioD  of  the  hoase  of  Hanover 
every  whig  expected  to  be  happy.  Philips  seems  to  have 
obtained  too  little  notice ;  he  caught  few  drops  of  this 
golden  shower,  though  he  did  not  omit  what  flattery  could 
perform.  He  was  only  made  a  commissioner  of  the  lot- 
tery, 1717,  and,  what  did  not  much  elevate  his  cburacter, 
a  justice  of  the  peace. 

The  success  of  his  first  play  must  naturally  dispose  him 
to  turn  his  hopes  towards  the  stage :  he  did  not,  however, 
soon  commit  himself  to  the  mercy  of  an  audience,  but  con- 
tented himself  with  the  fame  already  acquired,  till  after 
nine  years  he  produced,  1722,  the  Briton,  a  tragedy  which, 
whatever  was  its  reception,  is  now  neglected ;  though  one 
of  the  scenes,  between  Vanoc,  the  British  prince,  and  Va* 
lens,  the  Roman  general,  is  confessed  to  be  written  with 
great  dramatick  skill,  animated  by  spirit  truly  poetical. 

He  had  not  been  idle,  though  he  had  been  silent :  for  he 
exhibited  another  tragedy  the  same  year,  on  the  story  of 
Humphry,  duke  of  Gloucester.  This  tragedy  is  only  re- 
membered by  its  title. 

His  happiest  undertaking  was  of  a  paper,  called  the 
Freethinker,  in  conjunction  with  associates,  of  whom  one 
was  Dr.  Boulter,  who,  then  only  minister  of  a  parish  in 
Soutfawark,  was  of  so  much  consequence  to  the  govern- 
ment, that  he  was  made,  first,  bishop  of  Bristol,  and,  after- 
wards, primate  of  Ireland,  where  his  piety  and  his  charity 
will  be  long  honoured. 

.  It  may  easily  be  imagined  that  what  was  printed  under 
the  direction  of  Boulter  would  have  nothing  in  it  indecent 
or  licentious ;  its  title  is  to  be  understood  as  implying  only 
freedom  from  unreasonable  prejudice.  It  has  been  re- 
printed j|^  volumes,  but  is  little  read;  nor  can  impartial 
*nmmend  it  as  worthy  of  revival. 
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WEST. 

Gilbert  Wbst  is  one  of  the  writers  of  whom  I  regret 
my  inability  to  give  a  sufficient  account ;  the  intelligence 
which  my  inquiries  have  obtained  is  general  and  'scanty. 

He  was  the  son  of  the  reverend  Dr.  West ;  perhaps^ 
him  who  published  Pindar,  at  Oxford,  about  the  beginning 
of  this  century.  His  mother  was  sister  to  sir  Richard 
Temple,  afterwards  lord  Cobham.  His  father^  purposing 
to  educate  him  for  the  church,  sent  him  first  to  Eton,  and 
afterwards  to  Oxford ;  but  he  was  seduced  to  a  more  airy 
mode  of  life,  by  a  commission  in  a  troop  of  horse,  procured 
him  by  his  uncle. 

He  continued  some  time  in  the  army ;  though  it  u  rea* 
isonable  to  suppose  that  he  never  sunk  into  a  mere  soldier^ 
tior  ever  lost  the  love,  or  much  neglected  the  pursuit,  ot 
learning ;  and,  afterwards,  finding  himself  more  inclined  to 
civil  employment,  he  laid  down  his  commission,  and  en- 
gaged in  business  under  the  lord  Townshend,  then  secret 
tary  of  state,  with  whom  he  attended  the  king  to  Hanover. 

His  adherence  to  lord  Townshend  ended  in  nothing  but 
a  nomination.  May,  1729,  to  be  clerk  extraordinary  of  the 
privy  council,  which  produced  no  immediate  profit ;  for  it 
only  placed  him  in  a  state  of  expectation  and  right  of  suc- 
cession, and  it  was  very  long  before  a  vacancy  admitted 
him  to  profit. 

Soon  afterwards  he  married,  and  settled  himself  in  a  very 
pleasant  house  at  Wickham,  in  Kent,  where  he  devoted 
himself  to  learning  and  to  piety.  Of  his  learning,  the  late 
collection  exhibits  evidence,  which  would  have  been  yet 
fuller,  if  the.  dissertations  which  accompany  his  version  of 
Pindar  had  not  been  improperly  omitted.  Of  his  piety,  the 
influence  has,  I  hope,  been  extended  far  by  hb  Observa- 
tions on  the  Resurrection,  published  in  17479  for  which  the 

4  Certiinly  him.    It  wm  published  b  1097. 
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university  of  Oxford  created  him  a  doctor  of  laws  by  di^ 
ploma,  March  30, 1748,  and  would,  doubtless,  have  reached 
yet  further,  had  he  lived  to  complete  what  he  had  for  some 
time  meditated,  the  Evidences  of  the  Truth  of  the  New 
Testament.  Perhaps  it  may  not  be  without  effect  to  tell» 
that  he  read  the  prayers  of  the  publick  litui^  every 
morning  to  his  family,  and  that  on  Sunday  evening  he 
called  his  servants  into  the  parlour,  and  read  to  them  first 
a  sermon,  and  then  prayers.  Crashaw  is  now  not  the  only 
maker  of  verses  to  whom  may  be  given  the  two  venerable 
names  of  poet  and  saint. 

He  was  very  often  visited  by  Lyttelton  and  Pitt,  who, 
when  they  were  weary  of  faction  and  debates,  used  at 
Wickham  to  find  books  and  quiet,  a  decent  table,  and 
literary  conversation.  There  is  at  Wickham  a  walk  made 
by  Pitt;  and,  what  is  of  far  more  importance,  at  Wickham, 
Lyttelton  received  that  conviction  which  produced  his 
Dissertation  on  St.  Paul. 

These  two  illustrious  friends  had  for  awhile  listened  to 
the  blandishments  of  infidelity ;  and  when  West's  book  was 
published,  it  was  bought  by  some  who  did  not  know  his 
change  of  opinion,  in  expectation  of  new  objections  against 
Christianity;  and  as  infidels  do  not  want  malignity,  they 
revenged  the  disappointment  by  calling  him. a  methodist. 

Mr.  West's  income  was  not  large ;  and  his  friends  en- 
deavoured, but  without  success,  to  obtain  an  augmentation. 
It  .is  reported,  that  the  education  of  the  young  prince  was 
offered  to  him,  but  that  he  required  a  more  extensive 
power  of  superintendence  than  it  was  thought  proper  to 
allow  him. 

In  time,  however,  his  revenue  was  improved ;  he  lived 
to  have  one  of  the  lucrative  clerkships  of.  the  privy  council, 
1752 :  and  Mr.  Pitt  at  last  had  it  in  his  power  to  make  him 
treasurer  of  Chelsea  hospital. 

He  was  now  sufficiently  rich ;  but  wealth  came  too  late 
to  be  long  enjoyed;  nor  could  it  secure  him  from  the 
calamities  of  life :  he  lost^  1755,  his  only  son ;  and  the 
year  after,  March  26,  fi  stroke  of  the  palsy  brought  to  the 


COLLINS. 

William  Collins  was  born  at  Chichester,  on  the  25th 
of  December,  about  1720.  His  father  was  a  hatter  of 
good  reputation.  He  was,  in  1733,  as  Dr.  Warton  has 
kindly  informed  me,  admitted  scholar  of  Winchester  col- 
lege, where  he  was  educated  by  Dr.  Burton.  His  English 
exercises  were  better  than  his  Latin. 

He  first  courted  the  notice  of  the  publick  by  some 
verses  to  a  Lady  Weeping,  published  in  the  Gentieman's 
Magazine. 

In  1740,  he  stood  first  in  the  list  of  the  scholars  to  be 
received  in  succession  at  New  college,  but  unhappily 
there  was  no  vacancy.  This  was  the  original  misfortune 
of  his  life. '  He  became  a  commoner  of  Queen's  college, 
probably  with  a  scanty  maintenance;  but  was,  in  about 
half  a  year,  elected  a  demy  of  Magdalen  college,  where  he 
continued  till  he  had  taken  a  bachelor's  degree,  and  then 
suddenly  left  the  university ;  for  what  reason  I  know  not 
that  he  told. 

He  now,  about  1744,  came  to  London  a  literary  adven- 
turer, with  many  projects  in  his  head,  and  very  little 
money  in  his  pocket.  He  designed  many  works ;  but  his 
great  fault  was  irresolution ;  or  the  frequent  calls  of  imme- 
diate necessity  broke  his  schemes,  and  sufiered  him  to  pur- 
sue no  settled  purpose.  A  man  doubtful  of  his  dinner,  or 
trembling  at  a  creditor,  is  not  much  disposed  to  abstracted 
meditation,  or  remote  inquires.  He  published  proposals 
for  a  History  of  the  Revival  of  Learning ;  and  I  have  heard 
him  speak  with  great  kindness  of  Leo  the  tenth,  and  with 
keen  resentment  of  his  tasteless  successour.  But  probably 
not  a  page  of  the  history  was  ever  written.  He  planned 
several  tragedies,  but  he  only  planned  them.  He  wrote 
now  and  then  odes  and  other  poems,  and  did  something, 
however  little. 

About  this  time  I  fell  into  his  company.     His  appear- 
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ahoe  was  d«ceiii  and  manly ;  his  kdowredge  ooasiderable. 
Us  viewfl  extensvre,  fafis  ooaversalion  elegant,  and  his  dis^ 
pontion  cheerfbl.  By  degrees  I  gained  his  eonfidenee ; 
and  one  day  was  admitted  to  him  when  he  was  immured  by 
a  bailiff,  that  was  prowling  in  the  street.  On  this  oocasioa 
recouiae  was  had  to  the  booksellers,  who,  on  the  credit  of 
a  translation  of  Aristotle's  Poeticks,  which  he  engaged  to 
write  with  a  large  commentary,  advanced  as  much  money 
as  enabled  him  to  escape  into  the  country.  He  showed 
me  the  guineas  safe  in  his  hand.  Soon  afterwards  has 
uncle,  Mr.  Martin,  a  lieutenant-colonel,  left  him  abont  two 
thousand  pounds;  a  sum  which  CoDins  could  scarcely 
think  exhaustible,  and  which  he  did  not  live  to  exhaust. 
The  guineas  were  then  repaid,  and  the  translation  neg- 
lected. 

.  But  man  is  not  born  for  happiness.  Collins,  who,  while 
he  studied  to  fitis,  felt  no  evil  but  poverty,  no  sooner  Hoed 
to  study  than  his  Kfe  was  assiuled  by  more  dreadfcrl  cala- 
mities, disease  and  insanity. 

Having  formerly  written  his  character',  while,  perhaps, 
it  was  yet  more  distinctly  impressed  upon  my  memcMy,  I 
riiall  insert  it  here. 

***  Mr.  Collins  was  a  man  of  extensive  literature,  and  of 
vig<»rous  faculties.  He  was  acqumnted  not  only  with  the 
learned  tongues,  but  with  the  Italian,  French,  and  Spanish 
languages.  He  had  employed  his  mind  chiefly  upon  works 
of  fiction,  and  subjects  of  fancy ;  and,  by  indulging  some 
peculiar  habits  of  thought,  was  eminently  delighted  with 
those  flights  of  imagination  which  pass  tfie  bounds  of  na- 
ture, and  to  wUch  the  mind  is  reconciled  (mly  by  a  passive 
acquiescence  in  popular  traditions.  He  loved  fairies, 
genii,  giants,  and  monsters ;  he  delighted  to  rove  through 
the  meanders  of  enchantment,  to  gaee  on  the  magnificence 
of  golden  palaces,  to  repose  by  the  waterfalls  of  efysian 
gardens. 

'  In  the  Poetical  Calendar,  a  collection  of  poems  by  Fawkee  and  Woty,  in 
several  voTumes',  1763,  &c. 
voa.  VIII.  D  d 
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"  This  was»  how^y^»  the  character  rather  of  his  iocli- 
natioo  than  his  genias ;  the  grandeur  of  wildness,  and  the 
novelty  of  extravagance^  were  always  desired  by  him,  but 
not  always  attained.  Yet,  as  diligence  is  never  wholly 
lost,  if  his  efforts .  sometinies  caused  .harshness  and  ob- 
scurity, they  likewise  produced,  in  happier  moments,  sub- 
limity and  splendour.  This  idea  which  he  had  formed  of 
excellence,  led  him  to  oriental  fictions  and  allegorical  ima- 
gery, and,  perhaps,  while  he  was  intent  upon  description, 
he  did  not  suflBciently  cultivate  sentiment  His  poems  are 
the  productions  of  a  mind  not  deficient  in  fire,  nor  unfur- 
nished with  knowledge  either  of  books  or  life,  but  some- 
what obstructed  in  its  progress  by  deviation  in  quest  of 
mistaken  beauties. 

"  His  morals  were  pure,  and  his  opinions  pious ;  in  a 
long  continuance  of  poverty,  and  long  habits  of  dissipation, 
it  cannot  be  expected  that  any  character  should  be  exactly 
uniform.  There  is  a  degree  of  want,  by  which  the  freedom 
of  agency  is  almost  destroyed ;  and  long  association  with 
fortuitous,  companions  will,  at  last,  relax  the  strictness  of 
truth,  and  abate  the  fervour  of  sincerity.  That  this  man, 
wise  and  virtuous  as  he  was,  passed  always  unentangled 
through  the  snares  of  life,  it  would  be  prejudice  and  teme- 
rity to  affirm ;  but  it  may  be  said  that  at  least  he  preserved 
the  source  of  action  unpolluted,  that  his  principles  were 
never  shaken,  that  his  distinctions  of  right  and  wrong  were 
never  confounded,  and  that  his  faults  had  nothing  of  ma- 
lignity or  design,  but  proceeded  from  some  unexpected 
pressure,  or  casual  temptation.' 

'*  The  latter  part  of  his  life  cannot  be  remembered  but 
with  pity  and  sadnessi  He  languished  some  years  under 
t|hat  depression  of  mind  which  enchains  the  faculties  widi- 
out  destroying  them,  and  leaves  reason  the  knowledge  of 
right  without  the  power  of  pursuing  it. .  These  clouds 
which  he  perceived  gathering  on  his  intellects,  he  endea- 
voured to  disperse  by  travel,  and  passed  into  France ;  but 
found  himself  constrained  to  yield  to  his.  malady,  and  re- 
turned.   He  was,  for  some  time,  confined  in  a  house  of 
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luDaticks,  and  afterwards  retired  to  the  care  of  his  sister 
io  Chichester,  where  death,  in  1756,  came  to  his  reUef^.  , 
'*'  After  his  ^iam  from  France,  the  writer  of  this  cha- 
racter paid  him  a  visit  at  Islington,  where  he  was  waiting 
for  his  sister,  whom  he  had  directe4  to  meet  him :  there 
was  then  nothing  of  disorder  discernible  in  his  mind  by 
any  b(»t  himself;  bat  he  had  withdrawn  from  study,  and 
travelled  with  no  other  book  than  an  English  testament^ 
«uch  as  children  carry  to  the  school :  when  his  friend  took 
it  into  his  hand,  out  of  curiosity,  to  see  what  companion  a 
man  of  letters  had  chosen,  *  I  have  but  one  book/  said 
Collins,  '  but  that  is  the  best/  " 

Such  was  the  fate  of  Collins,  with  whom  I  once  de- 
lighted  to  converse,  and  whom  I  yet  remetnber  with  ten- 
derness. * 

He  was  visited  at  Chichester,  in  his  last  illness,  by  his 
learned  friends.  Dr.  Warton  and  his  brother ;  to  whom  he 
spoke  with  disapprobation  of  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  as  not 
suflBciently  expressive  of  Asiatick  manners,  and  called 
them  his  Irish  Eclogues.  He  showed  them,  at  the  same 
time,  an  ode  inscribed  to  Mr.  John  Hume,  on  the  super- 
stitions of  the  Highlands ;  which  they  thought  superiour  to 
his  other  works,  but  which  no  search  has  yet  found  S 

His  disorder  was  not  alienation  of  mind;  but  general 
laxity  and  feebleness,  a  deficiency  rather  of  his  vital  than, 
intellectual  powers.  What  he  spoke  wanted  neither  judg- 
ment nor  spirit ;  but  a  few  minutes  exhausted  him,  so  that 
he  was  forced  to  rest  upon  the  couch,  till  a  short  cessation 
restored  his  powers,  and  he  was  again  able  to  talk  with  his 
former  vigour. 

The  approaches  of  this  dreadful  malady  he  began  to  feel 
soon  after  his  uncle's  death ;  and,  with  the  usual  weakness 
of  men  so  diseased,  eagerly  snatched  that  temporary  re- 
lief, with  which  the  table  and  the  bottle  flatter  and  seduce. 

*  A  monament  of  exquisite  workmanship,  by  Flazmao,  is  erected  in  Chichester 
to  CoUins's  memory. 
^  It  is  printed  in  the  late  collection. 

Dd2 
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Bat  his  health  MAtinoally  deelitied»  and  he  gtew  iMre  $Ad 
more  bardensoiHe  to  hiniflelf. 

To  what  I  have  formerly  said  of  his  writings  may  be 
added,  that  his  diction  was  often  harsh,  unskilfully  labour- 
ed, and  injiidioiously  seleoted.  He  affected  the  obsolete 
wheil  it  was  ilot  worthy  of  revival ;  and  he  puts  his  words 
out  of  (he  common  order,  seeming  to  tUnk,  with  some 
latef  candidates  for  fame,  that  not  to  write  prose  is  eer* 
tainly  to  write  poetry.  His  lines  commonly  are  of  slow 
motion,  cl<^ged  and  impeded  with  clusters  of  consonants. 
As  men  are  often  esteemed  who  cannot  be  loved,  so  the 
poetry  of  Collins  may,  sometimes,  extort  praise  when  it 
gives  little  pleasure. 

Mr.  ColUns's  first  production  is  added  here  from  the 
Poetical  Calendar. 

TO  MISS  AURBLIA  C R, 

OK  HKR  WBBPINO  AT  fiSR  SISTER'S  WRDDtHO. 

Cease^  fear  Aurelia^  cease  to  monm ; 

Lament  not  Hannah's  happy  state ; 
Tou  may  be  happy  in  your  tum^ 
•  And  seize  the  treasure  you  regret. 

With  love  united  hymen  stands^ 

And  softly  whispers  to  your  charms^ 
"  Meet  but  your  lover  in  my  bands. 

You'll  find  your  sister  in  his  arms.'^ 


DYER. 

fonn  DYBRf  of  wlioiii  I  hdve  no  other  aeoomit  to  giire 
than  his  own  letters,  pablisbed  with  Hughes's  corresponds 
ence,  and  the  notes  added  by  the  editor,  hare  afforded 
me,  was  bom  in  1700,  the  second  son  of  Robert  Dyer,  of 
Aberghsoey,  in  Caerniarthen8lure>  a  solicitor  of  great  car 
pacity  and  note. 

He  passed  through  Westminster  school  under  the  care 
of  Dr.  JPreind,  and  was  then  called  home  to  be  instructed 
in  his  father^s  profession.  But  his  father  died  soon,  and 
he  took  no  delight  in  the  study  of  the  law ;  but  having 
alwajTS  amused  himself  with  drawing,  resolved  to  turn 
liainter,  and  became  papil.to  Mr.  Richardson,  an  vtmi 
then  of  high  reputation,  but  now  better  known  by  his  books 
than  by  his  pictures. 

Haying  studied  awhile  under  his  master*  he  became,  as 
be  telb  his  friend,  an  itinerant  painter,  and  wandered 
fixMxt  South  Wales,  and  the  parte  adjacent ;  but  he  min* 
gled  poetry  with  painting,  and,  about  1727,  printed  Gro»- 
gar  Hill  in  Lewis's  Misceliaoy. 

Bdng,  probably,  unsatisfied  with  his  own  proficiency, 
he,  like  other  painters,  travelled  to  Itoly;  and  coming 
back  in  1740,  published  the  Ruins  of  Rome. 

If  his  poem  was  written  soon  after  his  return,  he  did  not 
make  much  lase  of  Ins  acquisitions  in  painting,  whatever 
(hey  might  be ;  for  decline  of  health  and  love  of  study  de* 
termined  him  to  the  church.  He,  therefcNre,  enter^  into 
orders;  and,  it  seems,  married,  about  the  same  time,  a 
lady  of  the  name  of''  Ensor,  whose  grandmother,"  says  he, 
**  was  a  Shakespeare,  descended  from  a  brother  of  every 
body's  Shakespeare ;"  by  her,  in  1756,  he  had  a  son  and 
three  daughters  living.    ' 

His  ecclesiastical  provision  was,  for  a  long  time,  but 
slender.    His  first  patron,  Mr.  Harper,  gave  him,  m  1741, 
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Cal thorp,  in  Leicestershire,  of  eighty  poands  a  year,  on 
which  he  lived  ten  years,  and  then  exchanged  it  for  Belch- 
ford,  in  Lincolnshire,  of  seventy-five.  His  condition  now 
began  to  mend.  In  1751,- sir  John  Heathcote  gave  him 
Coningsby,  of  one  hundred  and  forty  pounds  a  year ;  and, 
in  1755,  die  chancellor  added  Kirkby,  of  one  hundred  and 
ten.  He  complains  that  the  repair  of  the  house  at  Con- 
ingsby, and  other  expenses,  took  away  the  profit.  In  1757 
he. published  the  Fleece,  his  greatest  poetical  work;  of 
which  I  will  not  suppress  a  ludicrous  story.  Dodsley,  the 
bookseller,  was  one  day  mentioning  it  to  a  critical  visiter, 
with  more  expectation  of  success  than  the  other  could 
easily  admit.  In  the  conversation  the  author's  age  was 
asked ;  and  being  represented  as  advanced  in  life,  *'  He 
will,"  said  the  oritick,  **  be  buried  in  woollen.'' 

He  did  not,  indeed,  long  survive  that  publication,  nor 
long  enjoy  the  increase  of  his  preferments ;  for  in  1766 
(July  24th,)  he  died. 

Dyer  is  not  a  poet  of  bulk  or  dignity  sufficient  to  require 
an  elaborate  criticism.  Grongar  Hill  is  the  happiest  of  his 
productions :  it  is  not,  indeed,  very  accurately  written ;  but 
the  scenes  which  it  displays  are  so  pleasing,  the  images 
which  they  raise  are  so  welcome  to  the  mind,  and  the  re- 
flections of  the  writer  so  consonant  to  the  general  sense  or 
experience  of  mankind,  that  when  it  is  once  read,  it  will 
be  read  again. 

The  idea  of  the  Ruins  of  Rome  strikes  more  but  pleases 
less,  and  the  title  raises  greater  expectation  than  the  per- 
formance gratifies.  Some  passages,  however,  are  conceiv- 
ed with  the  mind  of  a  poet;  as  when,  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  dilapidating  edifices,  he  says, 

The  pilgrim  oft 
At  dead  of  nighty  mid  his  orison  hears 
Aghast  the  voice  of  time^  disparting  tow'rs^ 
Tumbling  all  predp'tate  down^  dafih'd^ 
Rattling  around,  loud  thund'ring  to  the  moon. 

,    Of  the  Fleece,  which  never  became  popular,  and  is  now 
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UDiversally  neglected,  I  can  say  little  that  is  likely  to  recall 
it  to  attention.  The  wooleomber  and  the  poet  appear  to 
me  such  discordant  natures,  that  an  attempt  to  bring  them 
together  is  to  couple  the  serpent  with  the  fowl.  When 
Dyer,  whose  mind  was  not  unpoetical,  has  done  his  ut- 
most, by  interesting  his  reader  in  our  native  commodity, 
by  interspersing  rural  imagery,  and  incidental  digressions, 
by  clothing  small  images  in  great  words,  and  by  all  the 
writer's  arts  of  delusion,  the  meanness  naturally  adhering, 
and  the  irreTerence  habitually  annexed  to  trade  and  manu-* 
facture,  sink  him  under  insuperable  oppression;,' and  the 
disgust  which  blank  verse,  encumbering  and  encumbered, 
'superadds  to  an  unpleasing  subject,  soon  repels  the  reader, 
however  willing  to  be  pleased. 

Let  me,  however,  hooestly  report  whatever  may  coun- 
terbalance this  weight  of  censure.  I  have  been,  told,  that 
Akenside,'who,  upon  a  poetical  question,  has  a  right  to  be 
heard,  said,  **  That  he  would  regulate  his  opinion  of  the 
reigning  taste  by.  the  fate  of  Dyer's  Fleece ;  for  if  that  were 
ill-received,  he  should  not  think  it  any  longer  reasonable  to 
expect  fame  from  excellence." 


SHENSTONE. 

William  Shbnstonb*  the  son  of  Thomas  SbensUme 
and  Anne  Pen,  was  born  in  NoTenber^  1714^  at  the  Lea^ 
sowes  in  Hales-Owen,  one  of  those  insulated  distriets 
which,  in  the  division  of  the  kingdom,  was  appended,  for 
some  reason,  not  now  discoverable,  to  a  distant  county ; 
and  which,  though  surrounded  by  Warwickshire  and  Wor* 
oestershire,  belongs  to  Shropshire,  though*  perhaps,  thirty 
miles  distant  from  any  other  part  of  it 

He  learned  to  read  of  an  old  dame,  whom  his  poem 
of  the  Schoolmistress  has  delivered  to  posterity;  and  soon 
nioeived  such  delight  from  books,  that  he  was  always  call- 
ing for  frerii  entertainment,  and  expected  that,  when  any  of 
the  family  went  to  market,  a  new  book  should  be  brought 
him,  which,  when  it  came,  was  in  fondness  carried  to  bed 
and  laid  by  him.  It  is  said,  that,  when  his  request  had  been 
■eglected,  his  mother  wrapped  up  a  piece  of  wood  of  tks 
same  form,  and  pacified  hint  for  the  night. 

As  he  grew  older,  he  went  for  awhile  to  the  grammar- 
school  in  Hales-Owen,  and  was  placed  afterwards  with 
Mr.  Crumpton,  an  eminent  schoolmaster  at  Solihul,  where 
he  distinguished  himself  by  the  quickness  of  his  progress. 

When  he  was  young,  June,  1724,  he  was  deprived  of 
his  father,  and  soon  after,  August,  1726,  of  his  grand- 
father; and  was,  with  his  brother,  who  died  afterwards 
unmarried,  left  to  the  care  of  his  grandmother,  who  ma- 
naged the  estate. 

From  school  he  was  sent,  in  1732,  to  Pembroke  college, 
in  Oxford,  a  society  which,  for  half  a  century,  has  been 
eminent  for  English  poetry  and  elegant  literature.  Here 
it  appears  that  he  found  delight  and  advantage;  for  he 
continued  his  name  in  the  book  ten  years,  though  he  took 
no  degre^.  After  the  first  four  years  he  put  on  the  civi- 
lian's gown,  but  without  showing  any  intention  to  engage 
in  the  profession. 
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About  the  time  when  he  went  to  Oxford;  the  deaUi  of 
his  grandmother  devolved  hia  affairs  to  the  care  of  the 
teverend  Mr.  Dolmani  of  Brome»  in  Staffordshire,  whose 
attention  he  always  mentioned  with  gratitude. 

At  Oxford  he  employed  himself  upon  English  poetry; 
and»  in  1787,  published  a  small  miscellany,  without  his  name* 

He  then  for  a  time  wandered  about  to  acquaint  himself 
with  life,  and  was  sometimes  at  London,  sometimes  at 
Bath,  or  any  other  place  of  pnblick  resort ;  but  be  did  not 
fefget  his  poetry*  He  published,  in  1741^  his  Judgment  of 
Hercules,  addressed  to  Mr.  Lyttelton,  whose  interest  he 
supported  with  great  warmth  at  an  election :  this  was  next 
year  followed  by  the  Schoolmistress. 

Mr.  Dolman,  to  whose  care  he  was  indebted  for  his  ease 
and  leisusct  died  in  1745,  wid  the  care  of  his  own  fortane 
now  fell  upon  him.  He  tried  to  escape  it  awhile,  and 
lived  at  his  house  with  his  tenants,  who  were  distantly  re^ 
latod ;  but  finding  that  imperfect  possession  injconvenient, 
be  took  the  whole  estate  into  his  own  hands,  more  to  the 
improvement  of  its  beauty,  than  the  increase  of  its  produce^ 

Now  was  excited  his  delight  in  rural  pleasures,  and  his 
ambition  of  rural  elegance :  he  began,  from  this  time,  te 
point  his  prospects,  to  diversify  his  surface,  to  entangle  his 
walks,  and  to  wind  his  waters;  which  he  did  with  such 
judgment  and  such  fiincy,  as  made  his  little  domain  the 
envy  of  the  great,  and  the  admirataon  of  the  skilful;  a 
place  to  be  visited  by  travellers,  and  copied  by  designers. 
Whether  to  plant  a  walk  in  undulating  curves,  and  to  place 
a  bench  at  every  turn  where  there  is  an  object  to  catch  the 
view ;  to  make  water  run  where  it  will  be  heard,  and  to 
stagnate  where  it  will  be  seen ;  to  leave  intervals  where  the 
eye  will  be  pleased,  and  to  thicken  the  plantation  where 
there  is  something  to  be  hidden ;  demands  any  g^at  powers 
of  mind,  I  will  not  inquire :  perhaps  a  surly  and  sullen  spe- 
culator may  think  such  performances  rather  the  q>ort  than 
the  business  of  human  reason.  But  it  must  be  at  ^ast  con- 
fessed, that  to  embellish  the  form  of  nature  is  an  innocent 
amusement ;  and  some  praise  must  be  allowed,  by  the  most 
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supercilious  observer,  to  him  who  does  best  what  such  mul- 
titudes are  coutendiog  to  do  well. 

This  praise  was  the  praise  of  Shenstone ;  but,  like  all 
other  modes  of  felicity,  it  was  not  enjoyed  without  its 
abatements.  Lyttelton  was  his  neighbour  and  his  rival, 
who^e  empire,  spacious  and  opulent,  looked  with  disdain  - 
on  the  petty  state  that  appeared  behind  it.  For  awhile  the  « 
inhabitants  of  Hagley  affected  to  tell  their  acquaintance  of 
the  little  fellow  that  was  trying  to  make  himself  admired ; 
but  when,  by  degrees,  the  Leasowes  forced  themselves  into 
notice,  they  took  care  to  defeat  the  curiosity  which  they 
could  not  suppress,  by  conducting  their  visitant!  perversely 
to  inconvenient  points  of  view,  and  introducing  them  at 
the  wrong  end  of  a  walk  to  detect  a  deception ;  isjories 
of  which  Shenstone  would  heavily  complain.  Where  there 
is  emulation  there  will  be  vanity;  and  where  there  is 
vanity  there  will  be  folly  **. 

The  pleasure  of  Shenstone  was  all  in  his  eye :  he  valued 
what  he  valued  merely  for  its  looks ;  nothing  raised  his  indig* 
nation  more  than  to  ask  if  there  were  any  fishes  in  his  water. 

His  house  was  mean,  and  he  did  not  improve  it;  his  care 
was  of  his  grounds.  When  he  came  home  from  his  walks, 
he  might  find  his  floors  flooded  by  a  shower  through  the 
broken  roof;  but  could  spare  no  money  for  its  reparation. 

In  time  his  expenses  brought  clamours  about  him,  that 
overpowered  the  lamb's  bleat  and  the  linnefs  song ;  and 
his  gproves  were  haunted  by  beings  very  different  from 
fawns  and  fairies  '.   He  spent  bis  estate  in  adorning  it,  and 

"  This  charge  against  the  Lyttelton  family  has  been  denied,  with  some  degree 
of  warmth,  by  Mr.  Potter,  and  since  by  Mr.  Graves.  The  latter  says,  *'  The 
truth  of  the  case,  I  believe,  was,  that  the  Lyttelton  family  went  to  frequently 
with  their  family  to  the  Leasowes,  that  they  were  unwilling  to  break  in  npoa 
Mr.  Shenstone 's  retirement  on  every  occasion,  and,  therefore,  often  went  to  the 
principal  points  of  view  without  waiting  for  any  one  to  conduct  them  regularly 
through  the  whole  walks.  Of  this  Mr.  Shenstone  would  sometimes  peevishly 
complain;  though,  I  am  persuaded,  he  never  really  suspected  any  iU^natiired 
intention  in  his  worthy  and  much- valued  neighbours."    R. 

*  Mr.  Graves,  however,  expresses  his  belief  that  this  is  a  groundless  surmise. 
"  Mr.  Shenstone,"  hendds,  "was  too  much  respected  in  the  neighbourhood  to  be 
treated  with  rudeness ;  and  though  his  works,  (frugally  as  they  were  managed) 
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his  death  was  probably  hastened  by  hia  anxieties.  He 
was  a  lamp  that  spent  its  oil  in  blazing^.  It  is  said,  that  if 
he  had  lived  a  little  longer,  he  would  have  been  assisted  by  a 
pension  :  such  bounty  could  not  have  been  ever  more  pro- 
perly bestowed ;  .but  that  it  was  ever  asked  is  not  certain ; 
it- is  too  certain  that  it  never  was  enjoyed. 

He  died  at  the  Leasowes,  of  a  putrid  fever,  about  five 
on  Friday  morning,  February  11,  1763;  and  was  buried 
by  the  side  of  his  brother  in  the  church-yard  of  Hales-Owen. 

He  was  never  married,  though  he  might  have  obtained 
the  lady,  whoever  she  was,  to  whom  his  Pastoral  Ballad 
was*  addressed.  He  is  represented,  by  his  friend  Dodsley, 
as.  a  man  of  great  tenderness  and  generosity,  kind  to  all 
that  were  within  his  influence:  but,  if  once  ofiended,  not 
easily  appeased ;  inattentive  to  economy,  and  careless  of 
his  expenses ;  in  his  person  he  was  larger  than  the  middle 
size,  with  something  clumsy  in  his  form ;  very  negligent  of 
his  clothes,  and  remarkable  for  wearing  his  grey  hair  in  a 
particular  manner ;  for  he  held  that  the  fashion  was  no  rule 
of  dress,  and  that  every  man  was  to  suit  his  appearance  to 
his  natural  form  *. 

His  mind  was  not  very  comprehensive,  nor  his  cariosity 
active ;  he  had  no  value  for  those  ^parts  of  knowledge 
which- his  had  not  himself  cultivated. 

His  life  was  unstained  by  any  crime;  the  Elegy  on 
Jesse,  which  has  been  supposed  to  relate  an  unfortunate 

added  to  his  manner  of  living,  muat  neceMarily  have  made  him  exceed  hit  in* 
come«  and,  of  course,  he  might  sometimes  be  distressed  for  money,  yet  he  had 
too  much  spirit  to  expose  himself  to  insults  from  triSing  sums,  and  guarded 
against  any  great  distress,  by  anticipating  a  few  hundreds ;  which  his  estate 
could  very  well  bear,  as  appeared  by  what  remained  to  his  executors  after  the 
payment  of  his  debts,  and  his  legacies  to  his  friends,  and  annuities  of  thirty 
pounds  a  year  to  one  servant*  and  six  pounds  to  another,  for  his  will  was  dic- 
tated with  equal  justice  and  generosity.    R. 

r  We  may,  however,  say  with  the  Grecian  orator,  tn  dxeXkvfuvo^  ti/^paivti, 
he  gives  forth  a  fragrance  as  he  wastes  away.    Kd. 

*  "  These,"  says  Mr.  Graves,  "  were  not  precisely  his  sentiments,  .though 
he  thought,  right  enough,  that  every  one  should,  in  some  degree,  consult  his 
particular  shape  and  complexion  in  adjusting  his  dress ;  and  that  no  fashion 
ought  to  sanctify  what  was  ungraceful,  absurd,  or  really  deformed." 


and  cnauoal  amour  of  hia  own,  was  known  by  Us  fiieiHto 
to  have  been  suggested  by  the  story  of  Miss  Godfrey,  in 
Biohardson's  Pamela. 

What  Gray  thought  of  his  chaiaoter,  (lom  the  perusal  of 
his  letters,  was  this ; 

**  I  have  read,  too,  an  octavo  volume  of  Shenstoae's  let- 
ters. Poor  man !  he  was  always  wishing  for  money,  for 
fame,  and  other  distinctions;  and  his  whole  philosophy 
consisted  in  living  against  his  will  in  retirement,  and  in  a 
place  which  his  taste  had  adorned,  but  which  he  only  en- 
joyed when  people  of  note  came  to  see  and  commend  it; 
his  correspondence  ii  ^out  nothing  else  but  this  place  and 
his  own  writings,  with  two  or  three  neighbouring  clergy* 
men,  who  wrote  verses  too." 

His  poems  consist  of  elegies,  odes,  and  ballads,  humor* 
ous  sallies,  and  moral  pieces. 

His  conception  of  an  elegy  he  has  in  his  prefiu^e  very 
judiciously  and  discriminately  explained.  It  is,  accord- 
ing to  his  account,  the  effusion  of  a  contemplative  mind, 
sometimes  plaintive,  and  always  serious,  and,  therefore,  su* 
periour  to  the  glitter  of  slight  ornaments.  His  eomposi* 
tbns  suit  not  ill  to  this  description.  His  topiclu  of  praise 
are  die  domestick  virtues,  and  his  thoughts  are  pure  and 
simple ;  but,  wanting  combination,  they  want  varie^.  The 
peace  of  solitude,  the  innocence  of  inactivity,  and  the 
unenvied  security  of  an  humble  station,  can  fill  but  a  few 
pages.  That  of  which  the  essence  \&  uniformity  will  be 
jsoon  described.  His  elegies  have,  therefore,  too  much  re- 
semblance of  each  other. 

The  lines  are,  sometimes,  such  as  elegy  requires,  smooth 
and  easy ;  but  to  this  praise  his  claim  is  not  constant ;  his 
dicdon  is  often  harsh,-  improper,  and  affected :  his  words 
ill-coined,  or  ill-chosen;  and  his  phrase  unskilfully  in- 
verted. 

The  lyrick  poems  are  almost  all  of  the  light  and  airy 
kind,  such  as  ^  trip  lightly  and  nimUy  along,  witiiout  the 
load  of  any  weighty  meaning.  From  these,  however. 
Rural  Elegance  has  aome  right  to  be  excepted.    I  once 
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heard  it  praised  by  a  very  learned  fcidy ;  aed,  thoag^  the 
lines  are  irregalar,  and  Ae  thoughts  diffused  with  too  much 
verbosity,  yet  it  cannot  be  denied  to  contain  both  philoso* 
phical  argument  and  poetical  spirit. 

Of  the  rest  I  cannot  think  any  excellent :  the  Skylark 
pleases  me  best,  which  has,  however,  more  of  the  epigram 
than  of  the  ode. 

But  the  four  parts  of  his  Pastoral  Ballad  demand  par* 
ticular  notice.  I  cannot  but  regret  that  it  is  pastoral : 
an  intelligent  reader,  acquainted  with  the  scenes  of  real 
life,  sickens  at  the  mention  of  the  crook,  the  pipe,  the 
tkeep,  and  the  kidi,  which  it  is  not  necessary  to  bring  for- 
ward to  notice,  for  the  poefs  art  is  selection,  and  he  ought 
to  show  the  beauties  without  the  grossness  of  the  country 
life.  His  stanza  seems  to  have  been  chosen  in  imitation 
of  Rowe's  Despairing  Shepherd. 

In  the  first  part  are  two  passages,  to  which  if  any  mind 
denies  its  sympathy,  it  has  no  acquaintance  with  love  or 
nature : 

I  priz'd  ev'ry  hour  that  went  by^ 

Beyond  all  that  bad  pleas'd  me  before; 
But  now  they  are  past,  and  I  sigh^ 

And  I  grieve  that  I  prix'd  them  no  more. 

When  forc'd  the  tsar  nymph  to  forego^ 

What  anguish  I  felt  in  my  heart ! 
Yet  I  thought  (but  it  might  not  be  so) 

'Twas  with  pain  that  she  saw  me  depart. 

She  gaz'd,  as  I  slowly  withdrew ; 

My  path  I  could  hardly  discern ; 
So  sweetly  she  bade  me  adieu, 

I  thought  that  she  bade  me  return. 

In  th^  second,  this  passage  has  its  prettiness*  though  i4 
be  not  equal  to  the  former : 

I  have  found  out  a  gift  fbr  my  hit ; 

I  have  found  where  the  woodiHgeons  breed ; 
Bot  let  me  that  plunder  fcttear. 

She  will  say  'twsa  a  barbaroas  deed : 


YOUNG. 

The  following  life  was  written,  at  my  request,  by  a  gen- 
tleman who  had  better  information  than  I  could  easily  have 
obtained ;  and  the  publick  will,  perhaps,  wish  that  I  had 
solicited  and  obtained  more  such  favours  from  him  ^ 

"  Dbar  Sir, — In  consequence  of  our  different  conver- 
sations about  authentick  materials  for  the  life  of  Young,  I 
send  you  the  following  detail. 

"  Of  great  men,  something  must  always  be  said  to 
gratify  curiosity.  Of  the  illustrious  author  of  the  Night 
Thoughts  much  has  been  told  of  which  there  never  could 
have  been  proofs ;  and  little  care  appears  to  have  been 
taken  to  tell  that,  of  which  proofs,  with  little  trouble,  might 
have  been  procured." 

Edward  Young  was  born  at  Upham,  near  Winchestec» 
in  June,  1681.  He  was  the  son  of  Edward  Young,  at 
that  time  fellow  of  Winchester  college,  and  rector  of 
Upham ;  who  was  the  son  of  Jo.  Young,  of  Woodhay, 
in  Berkshire,  styled  by  Wood,  gentkman.  In  September, 
1682,  the  poet's  father  was  collated  to  the  prebend  of  Gil- 
lingham  Minor,  in  the  church  of  Sarum,  by  bishop  Ward. 
When  Ward's  faculties  were  impaired  through  age,  his 
duties  were  necessarily  performed  by  others.  We  learn 
from  Wood,  that  at  a  visitation  of  Sprat's,  July  the 
12th,  1686,  the  prebendary  preached  a  Latin  sermon,  af- 
terwards published,  with  which  the  bishop  was  so  pleased, 
that  he  told  the  chapter  he  was  concerned  to  find  the 
preacher  had  one  of  the  worst  prebends  in  their  church. 
Some  time  after  this,  in  consequence  of  his  merit  and  re- 

^  See  Gent.  Mag.  vol.  Ixz.  p.  225.    N. 
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potation,  or  of  the  interest  of  lord  Bradford^  to  wbom,  in 
1702,  he  dedicated  two  volumes  of  sermons;  he  was  ap- 
pointed chaplain  to  king  William  and  queen  Mary,  and 
preferred  to  the  deanery  of  Sanim.  Jacob,  who  wrote  in 
1720,  says,  ''he  was  chaplain  and  clerk  of  the  closet  to 
the  late  queen,  who  honoured  him  by  standing  godmother 
to  the  poet."  His  fellowship  of  Winchester  he  resigned 
in  favoor  of  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Harris,  who  mar- 
ried his  only  daughter.  The  dean  died  fit  Sarum,  after  a 
short  illness,  in  1705,  in  the  sixty-third  year  of  his  age. 
On  the  Sunday  after  his  decease,  bishop  Burnet  preached 
at  the  cathedral,  and  began  his  sermon  with  saying, 
''  Death  has  been  of  late  walking  round  us,  and  making 
breach  upon  breach  upon  us,  and  has  now  carried  away 
the  head  of  this  body  with  a  stroke ;  so  that  he,  whom  you 
saw  a  week  ago  distributing  the  holy  mysteries,  is  now 
laid  in  the  dust.  But  he  still  lives  in  the  many  excellent 
directions  he  has  left  us,  both  how  to  live  and  how  to  die.** 

The  dean  placed  his  son  upon  the  foundation  at  Win- 
chester college,  where  he  had  himself  been  educated.  At 
this  school  Edward  Young  remained  till  the  election  after 
his  eighteenth  birthday,  the  period  at  which  those  upon 
t£e  foundation  are  superannuated.  Whether  he  did  not 
betray  his  abilities  early  in  life,  or  his  masters  had  not 
skill  enough  to  discover  in  their  pupil  any  marks  of  genius 
for  which  he  merited  reward,  or  no  vacancy  at  Oxford  af- 
forded them  an  opportunity  to  bestow  upon  him  the  reward 
provided  for  merit  by  William  of  Wykeham ;  certain  it  is, 
that  to  an  Oxford  fellowship  our  poet  did  not  succeed. 
By  chance,  or  by  choice,  New  college  cannot  claim  the 
honour  of  numbering  among  its  fellows  him  who  wrote 
the  Night  Thoughts. 

On  the  13th  of  October,  1703,  he  was  entered  an  inde- 
pendent member  of  New  college,  that  he  might  live  at 
little  expense  in  the  warden's  lodgings,  who  was  a  par- 
ticular friend  of  his  father,  till  he  should  be  qualified  to 
stand  for  a  fellowship  at  All  Souls.  In  a  few  months  the 
warden  of  New  college  died.      He  then   removed  to 
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Corpaa  college*  The  president  of  this  society,  firom  re- 
gard also  folk  his  father,  invited  him  thither,  in  order  to 
lessen  his  academical  expenses.  In  1708,  he  was  nomi- 
nated to  a  Uw*feUowship  at  All  Souls  by  archbishop 
Tenison,  into  whose  hands  it  came  by  devolntion.  Suoh 
repeated  patronage,  while  it  justifies  Burnef s  praise  of 
the  father,  reflects  credit  on  the  conduct  of  the  son.  Tha 
manner  in  which  it  was  exerted,  seems  to  proye  that  the 
father  did  not  leave  behind  him  much  wealth. 

On  the  2%d  of  April,  1714,  Young  took  his  degree  of 
bachelor  of  ciyil  laws,  and  his  doctor's  degree  on  the  10th 
of  ^une,  1719. 

Soon  after  he  went  to  Oxford,  he  discovered,  it  is  said, 
an  inclination  for  pupils.  Whether  he  ever  commenced 
tutor  is  not  known.  None  has  hitherto  boasted  to  have 
received  his  acadprnical  instruction  from  th^  author  of  tha 
Night  Thoughts. 

.  It  is  probable  that  bis  college  was  proud  of  him  no  leas 
as  a  schplar  than  as  a  poet ;  for  in  1716,  when  the  fomida- 
tion  of  the  Codrington  library  was  laid,  two  years  after  he 
had  taken  his  bachelor's  degree.  Young  was  appointed  to 
speak  the  Latin  oration.  This  is,  at  least,  .particular  for 
being  dedicated  in  English,  "  To  the  ladies  of  the  Cod- 
rington family/*  To  these  ladies  he  says,  "  that  he  was 
unavmdably  flung  into  a  singularity,  by  being  obliged  to 
write  an  epistle  dedicatory  void  of  commonplace,  and 
4uch  a  one  as  was  never  published  before  by  any  author 
whatever ;  that  this  practice  absolved  them  from  any  obli- 
gation of  reading  what  was  presented  to  them,  9^^  thai 
the  bookseller  approved  of  it,  because  it  would  make  peo- 
ple stare,  was  absurd  enough,  and  perfectly  right" 

Of  this  oration  there  is  no  appearance  in  his  own  editiea 
of  his  works ;  and  prefixed  to  an  edition  by  CurU  and  Ton- 
son,  1741,  is  a  letter  from  Young  to  Corll,  if  we  may  credit 
Carll,  dated  December  the  9th,  1739,  wherein  he  says, 
that  he  has  not  leisure  to  review  what  he  formerly  wrote, 
and  adds,  "  I  have  not  the  Epistle  to  lord  Lansdowne.  If 
you  will  take  my  advice,  I.  would  have  yon  omit  that,  and 
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tbe  oration  on  Codring^n.    I  think  the  collection  will  flell 
better  without  (hem." 

There  are  who  relate,  that,  when  first  Yoong  fonnd  him- 
self independent,  and  his  own  master  at  All  Souls,  he  was 
not  the  ornament  to  religion  and  morality  which  he  after- 
wards became. 

The  authority  of  his  father,  indeed,  had  ceased,  some 
time  before,  by  his  death ;  and  Young  was  certainly  not 
ashamed  to  be  patronised  by  the  infamous  Wharton^  Bnt 
Wharton  befriended  in  Young,  perhaps,  the  poet,  and  par* 
ticularly  the  tragedian.  If  virtuous  authors  must  be  pa- 
tronised only  by  virtuous  peers,  who  shall  point  them  obt  ? 

Yet  Pope  is  said,  by  Ruffhead,  to  have  told  Warbur- 
ton,  that  **  Young  had  much  of  a  sublime  genius,  though 
without  common  sense;  so  that  his  genius,  having  no 
guide,  was  perpetually  liable  to  degenerate  into  bombast. 
This  made  him  pass  afooUsh  ycnth,  the  sport  of  peers  and 
poets :  but  his  having  a  very  good  heart  enabled  him  to 
support  the  clerical  character  when  be  assumed  it,  first 
with  decency,  and  afterwards  with  honour." 

They  who  think  ill  of  Young's  moraKty  in  the  early  part 
of  his  life  may,  perhaps,  be  wrong;  but  Tindal  could  not 
err  in  his  opinion  of  Young's  warmth  and  ability  in  the 
cause  of  religion.  Tindal  used  to  spend  much  of  his  time 
at  All  Souls.  "  The  other  boys,"  said  tbe  atheist,  "  I  can 
always  answer,  because  I  always  know  whence  they  have 
their  arguments,  which  I  have  read  a  hundred  tones ;  but 
that  fellow  Young  is  continually  pestering  me  with  some* 
thing  of  his  ownV 

After  all,  Tindal  and  the  censwrers  of  Young  may  be 
reconcilable.  Young  might,  for  two  or  three  years,  have 
tried  that  kind  of  life,  in  which  his  natural  principles  would 
not  suffer  him  to  wallow  long.    If  this  were  so,  be  has 

<:  As  my  great  friend  is  now  become  the  snbjeet  of  biography,  it  tbonid  be 
told,  that  every  time  I  called  upon  Johnson  during  the  time  I  was  employed  id 
collecting  materiaU  for  this  life  and  putting  it  together,  he  never  suffered  tat  to 
depart  without  some  such  farewell  as  this :  "  Don't  forget  that  rascal  Tindal, 
sir.  Be  sure  to  hang  up  the  atheist.'*  Alluding  to  this  anecdote,  which  John- 
son had  mentioned  to  me. 
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left  behind  him  not  only  his  evidence  in  favoor  of  virtue^ 
but  the  potent  testimony  of  experience  agiiinst  vice. 
.  We  shall  soon  see  that  one  of  his  earliest  productions 
was  more  serious  than  what  comes  from  the  generality  of 
unfledged  poets. 

Young,  perhaps,  ascribed  the  good  fortune  of  Addison 
to  the  Poem  to  His  Majesty,  presented,  with  a  copy  of 
Terses,  to  Somers ;  and  hoped  that  he  also  might  soar  to 
wealth  and  honour  on  wings  of  the  same  kind.  His  first 
poetical  flight  was  when  queen  Anne  called  up  to  the 
house  of  lords  the  sons  of  the  earls  of  Northampton  and 
Aylesbury,  and  added,  in  one  day,  ten  others  to  the  num^ 
ber  of  peers.  In  order  to  reconcile  the  people  to  one,  at 
least,  of  the  new. lords,  he  published,  in  1712,  an  Epistle 
to. the  right  honourable  Greorg^  lord  Lansdowne.  In  this 
composition  the  poet  pours  out  his  panegyrick  with  the 
extrayagance  of  a  young  man,  who  thinks  his  present  stock 
qf  wealth  will  never  be  ^exhausted. 

The  poem  seems  intended  also  to  reconcile  the  pubiick 
to  the  late  peace.  This  is  endeavoured  to  be  done  by 
showing  that  men  are  slain  in  war,  and  that  in  peace  **  har- 
vests wave,  and  commerce  swells  her  sail.*'  If  this  be  hu* 
manity,  for  which  he. meant  it;  is  it  politicks?  Another 
purpose  of  this  epistle  appears  to  have  been,  to  prepare 
the  pubiick  for  the  reception  of  some  tragedy  he  might 
have  in  hand.  His  lordship's  patronage,  he  says,  will  not 
let  him  '*  repent  his  passion  for  the  stage  ;**  and  the  par- 
ticular praise  bestowed  on  Othello  and  Oroonoko  looks  as 
if  some  such  character  as  Zanga  was  even  then  in  contem- 
plation.  The  afiectionate.  mention  of  the  death  6(  his 
friend  Harrison,  of  N^w  college,  at  the  close  of  this 
poem>  is  an  instance  of  Young's  art,  which  displayed  it- 
self so  wonderfully,  some  time  afterwards,  in  the  Night 
Thoughts,  of  making  the  pubiick  a  party  in  ,his  private 
sorrow. 

Should  justice  call  upon  you  to  censure  this  poem,  it 
oug^t,  at  least,  to  be  remembered,  that  he  did  not  insert  it 
in  Us  works ;  and  that  in  the  letter  to  Curll,  as  we  have 
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seeBy  he  advises  its  emission.  Hie  bookseliersy  in' the  late 
body  of  'English  poetry,  should  have  distingnished  what 
was  deliberately  rejected  by  the  respectiye  anthors^.  Thb 
I  shall  be  careful  to  do  with  regard  to  Yonng.  *  *'  I  think," 
says  he,  ''  the  following  pieces  in  fowr  yolumes  to  be  the 
most  excusable  of  all  that  I  have  written ;  and  I  wish  less 
apology  was  needful  for  these.  As  there  is  no  recalling 
what  is  got  abroad,  the  pieces  here  republished  I  have  re- 
vised and  corrected,  and  rendered  them  ba  pardonable  as 
it  was  in  my  power  to  do.'* 

Shall  the  gates  of  repentance  be  shut  only  against  lite- 
rary sinners  ? 

When  Addison  published  Cato,  in  1718,  Young  had  the 
honour  of  prefixing  to  it  a  recommendatory  copy  of  verses. 
This  is  one  of  the  pieces  which  the  author  of  the  Night 
Thoughts  did  not  republish. 

On  the  appearance  of  his  Poem  on  the  Last  Day,  Ad- 
dison did  not  return  Young^s  compliment ;  but  the  Eng- 
lishman of  October  29,  1718,  which  was  probably  written 
by  Addison,  speaks  handsomely  of  this  poem.  The  Last 
Day  was  published  soon  after  the  peace.  The  vicechan- 
cellor's  tmprtma^tfr,  for  it  was  printed  at  Oxford,  is  dated 
May  the  19th,  1718.  From  the  exordium.  Young  appears 
to  have  spent  some  time  on  the  composition  of  it.  While 
other  bards  **  with  Britain's  hero  set  their  souls  on  fire," 
he  draws^  he  says,  a  deeper  scene.  Marlborough  had  been 
considered  by  Britain  as  her  hero;  but,  when  the  Last 
Day  was  published,  female  cabal  had  blasted;  for  a  time, 
the  laurels  of  Blenheim.  This  serious  poem  was  finished 
by  Young  as  early  as  1710,  before  he  was  thirty ;  for  part 
of  it  is  printed  in  the  Tatler*.  It  was  inscribed  to  the 
queen,  in  a  dedication,  which,  for  some  reason,  he  did  not 
admit  into  his  works.  It  tells  her,  that  his  only  title  to 
the  great  honour  he  now  does  himself,  is  the  obligation 
which  he  formerly  received  from  her  royal  indulgence. 

•>  Dr.  Johnson,  in  many  cases,  thought  and  directed  differently,  particnlarlj^ 
in  Young's  works.    J.  N. 
«  Not  in  the  Tatler,  but  in  the  Guardian,  May  9,  1713. 
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Of  thii  obligation  nothing  is  now  kaown^  unless  be  al- 
luded to  her  being  hiB  godmother.'  He  is  said,  indeed,  to 
have  been  engaged  at  a  settled  stipeod  as  a  writer  for  the 
court.  In  Swift's  Rhapsody  on  Poetrj  are  these  lines, 
speaking  of  the  court : 

Whence  Q^j  was  banish'd  in  disgrace. 
Where  Pope  will  never  show  his  f&ce. 
Where  Y    ■   ■  must  torture  his  invention 
To  flatter  knaves,  or  lose  his  pension. 

That  Y  means  Young  seems  clear  from,  four  other 
lines  in  the  same  poem : 

Attend,  ye  Popes  and  Youngs  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps  and  strew  your  bays ; 
Your  panegyricks  here  provide ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flatt'ry's  side. 

Yet  who  shall  say,  with  certainty,  that  Young  was  a  pen* 
sioner  ?  In  all  modem  periods  of  this  country,  have  not  the 
writers  on  one  side  been  regularly  called  hirelings,  and  on 
the  other  patriots  ? 

Of  the  dedication,  the  complexion  is  clearly  political.  It 
speaks  in  the  highest  terms  of  the  late  peace ;  it  gives  her 
mjBJesty  praise,  indeed,  for  her  victories,  but  says,  that  the 
author  is  more  pleased  to  see  her  rise  from  this  lower 
world,  soaring  above  the  clouds,  passing  the  first  and  se- 
cond heavens,  and  leaving  the  fixed  stars  behind  her ;  nor 
will  he  lose  her  there,  he  says,  but  keep  her  still  in  view 
through  the  boundless  spaces  on  the  other  side  of  creation, 
in  her  journey  towards  eternal  bliss,  till  he  behold  the 
heav^i  of  heavens  open,  and  angels  receiving  and  convey- 
ing her  still  onward  from  the  stretch  of  his  imagination, 
which  tires  in  her  pursuit,  and  falls  back  again  to  eartli. 

The  xqueen  was  soon  called  away  from  this  lower  world, 
to  a  place  where  human  praise  or  human  flattery,  even 
less  general  than  this,  are  of  little  consequence.  If  Young 
thought  the  dedication  contained  only  the  praise  of  truth, 
he  should  not  have  omitted  it  in  his  works.     Was  he  con- 
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sekms  of  the  exaggeratioti  6f  party  ?  Then  he  shotild  not 
have  written  it.  The  poem  itself  is  not  withoiit  a  glance 
towards  politicks,  notwithstanding  the  subject.  The  cry 
that  the  church  was  in  danger,  Iiad  not  yet  subsided.  The 
Last  Day,  written  by  a  layman,  was  much  approved  by 
the  ministry^  and  their  friends. 

Before  the  queen's  death,  the  Force  of  Religion,  or 
Vanquished  Love,  was  sent  into  the  world.  This  poem  is 
founded  on  the  execution  of  lady  Jane  Grey,  and  her 
husband  lord  Guildford,  1554,  a  story,  chosen  for  the  sub- 
ject of  a  tragedy  by  Edmund  Smith,  and  wrought  into  a 
tragedy  by  Rowe.  The  dedication  of  it  to  the  countess 
of  Salisbury  does  not  appear  in  his  own  edition.  He  hopes 
it  may  be  some  excuse  for  his  presumption,  that  the  story 
could  not  have  been  read  without  thoughts  of  the  countess 
of  Salisbury,  though  it  had  been  dedicated  to  another. 
**  To  behold,"  he  proceeds,  '*  a  person  only  virtuous,  stirs 
in  us  a  prudent  regret ;  to  behold  a  person  (ndy  amiable 
to  the  sight,  warms  us  with  a  religious  indignation ;  but  to 
turn  our  eyes  on  a  countess  of  Salisbury  gives  us  pleasure 
and  improvement ;  it  works  a  sort  of  miracle,  occasions  the 
bias  of  our  nature  to  fall  off  from  sin,  and  makes  our  very 
senses  and  affections  converts  to  our  religion,  and  pro- 
moters of  our  duty."  His  flattery  was  as  ready  for  the 
other  sex  as  for  ours,  and  was,  at  least,  as  well  adapted. 

August  the  27th,  1714,  Pope  writes  to  his  friend  Jervas 
that  he  is  just  arrived  from  Oxford ;  that  every  one  is 
mfnch  concerned  for  the  queen*s  death,  but  that  no  panegy- 
ricks  are  ready  yet  for  the  king.  Nothing  Kke  friendship 
bad  yet  taken  place  between  Pope  and  Young ;  for,  soon 
after  the  event  which  Pope  mentions.  Young  pnbKshed  a 
poem  on  the  queen's  death,  and  his  majesty's  accession  to 
the  throne.  It  is  inscribed  to  Addison,  then  secretary  to^ 
the  lords  justices.  Whatever  were  the  obligations,  which 
he  had  formerly  received  from  Anne,  the  poet  appears  to 
aim  at  something  of  the  same  sort  from  Greorge.  Of  the 
poem,  the  intention  seems  to  have  been  to  show,  that  he 
had  the  same  extravagant  strain  of  praise  for  a  king  as  for 
a  queen.    To  discover,  at  the  very  outset  of  a  foreigner's 
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reign,  that  the  gods  Ub^ss  his  new  subjects  in  s«ch  a  king, 
is  something  more  than  praise.  Neither  was  this  deemed 
one  of  his  excusabk  pieois.  We  do  not  find  it  in  Us 
works. 

Young's  father  had  been  well  acquainted  with  lady  Anne 
Wharton,  the  first  wife  of  Thomas  Wharton,  esq.  after* 
wards  marquis  of  Wharton ;  a  lady  celebrated  for  her 
poetical  talents  by  Burnet  and  by  Waller. 

To  the  dean  of  Sarum's  visitation  sermon,  already  men- 
tioned, were  added  some  verses  **  by  that  excellent  poetess 
Mrs.  Anne  Wharton,"  upon  its  being  translated  into  Eng- 
lish, at  the  instance  of  Waller,  by  Atwood.  Wharton, 
after  he  became  ennobled,  did  not  drop  the  son  of  his  old 
friend.  In  him,  during  the  short  time  he  lived.  Young 
found  a  patron,  and  in  his  dissolute  descendant  a  friend 
and  a  companion.  The  marquis  died  in  April,  1715.  In 
the  beginning  of  the  next  year  the  young  marquis  set  out 
upon  his  travels,  from  which  he  returned  in  about  a  twelve- 
month. The  beginning  of  1717  carried  him  to  Ireland ; 
where,  says  the  Biographia,  **  on  the  score  of  lus  extraor- 
dinary qualities,  he  had  the  honour  done  him  of  being  ad- 
mitted, though  under  age,  to  take  his  seat  in  the  house  of 
lords." 

With  this  unhappy  character,  it  is  not  unlikely  that 
Young  went  to  Ireland.  From  his  letter  to  Richardson, 
on  Original  Composition,  it  is  clear  he  was,  at  some  period 
of  his  life,  in  that  country.  "  I  remember,"  says  he,  in 
that  letter,  qieaking  of  Swift,  *'  as  I  and  others  were 
taking  with  him  an  evening  walk,  about  a  mile  out  of 
Dublin,  he  stopped  short:  we  passed  on;  but  perceiving 
he  did  not  follow  us,  I  went  back  and  found  him  fixed  as 
a  statue,  and  earnestly  gazing  upward  at  a  noble  elm, 
which  in  its  uppermost  branches  was  much  withered  and 
decayed.  Pointing  at  it,  he  said,  '  I  shall  be  like  that 
tree,  I  shall  die  at  top/  "  Is  it  not  probable,  that  this  visit 
to  Ireland  was  paid  when  he  had  an  opportunity  of  going 
thither  with  his  avowed  fiiend  and  patron^? 

'  See  a  letter  from  the  duke  of  Wharton  to  Swift,  dated  1717,  in  Swift's 
works,  io  which  he  mentiooi  Yoang  being  then  in  Ireland.    J.  B.  N. 


YOUNG.  495 

Frraa  the  EogUslmiiui,  it  appears  that  a  tragedy  by 
Young  was  in  the  theatre  so  early  as  1713.  Yet  Bosiris 
was  not  brought  upon  Drury-lane  stage  till  1719.-  It  was 
inscribed  to  the  duke  of  Newcastle,  '*  because  the  late  in- 
stances  he  had  received  of  his  grace's  undeserved  and  un- 
common favour,  in  an  affair  of  some  consequence,  foreign 
to  the  theatre,  had  taken  from  him  the  privilege  of  choosing 
a  patron."    The  dedication  he  afterwards  suppressed. 

Busiris  was  followed,  in  llie  year  1721,  by  the  Revenge. 
He  dedicated  tins  famous  tragedy  to  the  duke  of  Wharton. 
"  Your  grace,**  says  the  dedication,  "  has  been  pleased  to 
make  yourself  accessory  to  the  following  scenes,  not.  only 
by  suggesting  the  most  beautiful  incident  in  them,  but 
by  making  all  possible  provision  for  the  success  of  the 
whole." 

That  his  grace  should  have  suggested  the  incident  to 
which  he  alludes,  whatever  that  incident  might  have  been,  is 
not  unlikely.  The  last  mental  exertion  of  the  superannuat- 
ed young  man,  in  his  quarters  at  Lerida,  in  Spain,  was  some 
scenes  of  a  tragedy  on  the  story  of  Mary  queen  of  Scots. 

Dryden  dedicated  Marriage  Ji-Ia-Mode  to  Wharton's  in- 
famous relation,  Rochester,  whom  he  acknowledges  not  only 
as  the  defender  of  his  poetry,  but  as  the  promoter  of  hisi 
fortune.  Young  concludes  his  address  to  Wharton  thus : 
*'  My  present  fortune  is  his  bounty,  and  my  future  his 
care ;  which  I  will  venture  to  say  will  be  always  remem- 
bered to  his  honour,  since  he,  I  know,  intended  his  gene- 
rosity as  an  encouragement  to  merit,  though  through  his 
very  pardonable  partiality  to  one  who  bears  him  so  sincere 
a  duty  and  respect,  I  happen  to  receive  the  benefit  of  it." 
That  he  ever  had  such  a  patron  as  Wharton,  Young  took 
all  the  pains  in  his  power  to  conceal  from  the  world,  by 
excluding  this  dedication  from  his  works.  He  should  have 
remembered  that  he,  at  the  same  time,  concealed  his  obli- 
gation to  Wharton  for  the  mo$t  beautiful  incident  in  what 
is  surely  not  his  least  beautiful  composition.  The  passage 
just  quoted  is,  in  a  poem  afterwards  addressed  to  Walpole, 
literally  copied  r 
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Be  this  thy  partial  smile  from  oentare  firte ! 
'Twas  meant  far  mcbrit^  though  it  ftU  wk  me. 

While  Young,  who,  in  his  Love  of  Fdme,  complains 
grievously  how  often  'Medications  wash  an  ^thiop  white," 
was  painting  an  amiable  duke  of  Wharton  in  perishable 
prose.  Pope  was,  perhaps,  beginning  to  describe  the 
**  6corn  and  wonder  of  his  days"  in  lasting  verse. 

To  the  patronage  of  such  a  character,  had  Young  stu- 
died men  as  much  as  Pope,  he  would  have  known  how 
little  to  have  trusted.  Young,  however,  was  certainly 
indebted. to  it  for  something  material;  and  the  ddke's 
regard  for  Young,  added  to  his  *'  lust  of  praise,"  procured 
to  All  Souls*  college  a  donation,  which  was  not  forgotten 
by  the  poet  when  he  dedicated  the  Revenge. 

It  will  surprise  you  to  see  me  cite  second  Atkins,  case 
186,  Stiles  versus  the  Attorney  General,  March  14, 1740, 
as  authority  for  the  life  of  a  poet.  But  biographers  do 
not  always  find  such  certain  guides  as  the  oaths  of  the 
persons  whom  they  record.  Chancellor  Hardwicke  was 
to  determine  whether  two  annuities,  granted  by  the  duke 
of  Wharton  to  Young,  were  for  legal  considerations.  One 
was  dated  the  24th  of  March,  1719,  and  accounted  for 
his  grace's  bounty  in  a  styl6  princely  and  commendable, 
if  not  legal — "  considering  that  the  publick  good  is  ad- 
vanced by  the  encouragement  of  learning  and  the  polite 
arts,  and  being  pleased  therein  with  the  attempts  of  Dr. 
Young,  in  consideration  thereof,  and  of  the  love  I  bear 
him,"  &c.    The  other  was  dated  the  10th  of  July,  1722. 

Young,  on  his  examination,  swore  that  he  quitted  flie 
Exeter  family,  and  refused  an  annuity  of  1007.  which  had^ 
been  offered  him  for  life  if  he  would  continue  tutor  to  lord 
Burleigh,  upon  the  pressing  soHcitations  of  the  duke  of 
Wharton,  and  his  glee's  assurances  of  providing  for  htm 
in  a  much  more  ample  manner.  It  also  appeared,  that  the 
duke  had  givetf  him  a  bond  for  600f.  dated  the  15th  of 
March,  1721,  in  consideration  of  his  taking  several  jour- 
neys, and  being  at  great  expenses,  in  order  to  be  chosen 
member  of  the  house  of  commons,  at  the  duke's  desire,  and 
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in  consideration  of  his  not  taking  two  livings  of  300l«  and 
400/.  in  the  gift  of  All  Sonls'  ooHegfe,  on  his  grace's  pro- 
mises of  serving  and  advancing  him  in  the  world. 

Of  his  adventures  in  the  Exeter  family  I  am  wsable  to 
give  any  account.  The  attempt  to  get  into  parliament  was 
at  Cirencester,  where  Young  stood  a  contested  election. 
His  grace  discovered  in  him  talents  for  oratory,  as  well  as 
for  poetry.  Nor  was  this  judgment  w^ng.  Young,  after 
he  took  orders,  became  a  very  popular  preacher,  and  was 
much  followed  for  the  grace  and  animation  of  his  delivery. 
By  his  oratorical  talents  he  was  once  in  his  life,  according 
to  the  Biographia,  deserted.  As  he  was  preaching  in  his 
turn  at  St.  James's  be  plainly  perceived  it  was  out  of  his 
power  to  command  the  attention  of  his  audience.  This  so 
affected  the  feelings  of  the  preacher,  that  he  sat  back  in 
tlie  pulpit,  and  burst  into  tears.  But  we  must  pursue  his 
poetical  life. 

In  1719  he  lamented  the  death  of  Addison,  in  a  letter 
addressed  to  their  common  friend  Tiekell.  For  the  secret 
history  of  the  following  lines,  if  they  contain  any,  it  is  now 
vain  to  seek : 

In  joy  once  join' dy  in  sorrow,  now,  for  years — 
Partner  in  grief,  and  brother  of  my  tears, 
Tiekell,  accept  this  verse,  thy  mournfnl  due. 

From  your  account  of  Tiekell  it  appears  that  he  and 
Young  used  to  "  communicate  to  each  other  whatever 
verses  they  wrote  even  to  the  least  things." 

In  1719  appeared  a  Paraphrase  on  part  of  the  book  of 
Job.  Parker,  to  whom  it  is  dedicated,  had  not  long,  by 
means  of  the  seals,  been  qualified  for  a  patron.  Of  this 
work  the  author's  opinion  may  be  known  from  his  letter  to 
Curll :  "  You  seem,  in  the  collection  you  propose,  to  have 
omitted  what  I  think  may  claim  the  first  place  in  it;  I 
mean  *  a  translation  from  part  of  Job/  printed  by  Mr. 
Tonson."  The  dedication,  which  was  only  suffered  to  ap- 
pear in  Mr.  Tonson's  edition,  while  it  speaks  with  satis- 
fiictioB  of  his  present  retirement,  seems  to  make  an  un- 
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ububI  straggle  to  escape  from  retir^nent.  But  every  one 
who  sings  in  the  dark  does  not  sing  from  joy.  It  is  ad- 
dressed,  in  no  common  strain  of  flattery,  to  a  chancellor, 
of  whom  he  clearly  appears  to  haye  had  no  kind  of  know- 
ledge.. 

Of  his  satires  it  would  not  have  been  possible  to  fix  the 
dates,  without  the  assistance  of  first  editions,  which,  as 
you  had  occasion  to  observe  in  your  account  of  Dry  den, 
are  with  difficulty  found.  We  must  then  have  referred  to 
the  poems,  to  discover  when  they  were  written.  For  these 
internal  notes  of  time  we  should  not  have  referred  in  vain. 
The  first  satire  laments,  that ''  Guilf  s  cUef  foe  in  Addison 
is  fled.'^    The  second,  addressing  himself,  asks : 

Is  thy  ambition  sweating  for  a  rhyme. 
Thou  unambitious  fool,  at  this  late  time  ? 
A  fool  9X  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

The  Satires  were  originally  published  separately,  in  folio, 
under  the  title  of  the  Universal  Passion.  These  passages 
fix  the  appearance  of  'the  first  to  about  1725,  the  time  at 
which  it  came  out.  As  Young  seldom  suflered  his  pen  to 
dry,  after  he  had  once  dipped  it  in  poetry,  we  may  con* 
elude  that  he  began  his  satires  soon  after  he  had  written 
the  Paraphrase  on  Job.  The  last  satire  was  certainly 
finished  in  the  beginning  of  the  year  1726.  In  December, 
1725,  the  king,  in  his  passage  from  Helvoetsluys,  escaped, 
with^eat  difficulty,  from  a  storm  by  landing  at  Rye;  and 
the  conclusion  of  the  Satire  turns  the  escape  into  a  miracle, 
in  such  an  encomiastick  strain  of  compliment,  as  poetry 
too  often  seeks  to  pay  to  royalty. 
From  the  sixth  of  these  poems  we  learn. 

Midst  empire's  charms,  how  Carolina's  heart 
Glow'd  with  the  love  of  virtue  and  of  art  : 

since  the  grateful  poet  tells  us,  in  the  next  couplet. 

Her  favour  is  difiiis'd  to  that  degree. 
Excess  of  goodness !  it  has  dawn'd  on  me. 

Her  majesty  had  stood  godmother,  and  given  her  name,  to 
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the  daughter  of.  the  lady  whom  Yonug  married  in  1781 ; 
and  had,  perhaps,  shown  some  attention  to  lady  Elkabetb's 
future  husband. 

The  fifth  satire,  on  Women,  was  not  pubKshed  till 
1727 ;  and  the  sixth  not  till  1728. 

.  To  these  poems,  when,  in  1728,  he  gathered  them  into 
one  publication,  he  prefixed  a  preface;  in  which  he  ob- 
serves, that  **  no  man  can  conveme  much  in  the  world,  but 
at  what  he  meets  with  he  must  either  be  insensible  or 
grieve,  or  Jbe  angry  or  smile.  Now  to  smile  at  it,  and  turn 
it  into  ridicule,'*  he  adds,  ''  I  think  most  eligible,  as  it 
hurts  ourselves  least,  and  gives  vice  and  folly  the  greatest 
offence.  Laughing  at  the  misconduct  of  the  world,  will, 
in  a  great  measure,  ease  us  of  any  more  disagreeable  pas- 
sion about  it  One  passion  is  more  effectually  driven  out 
by  another  than  by  reason,  whatever  some  teach."  So 
wrote,  and  so  of  course  thought,  the  lively  and  witty 
satirist  at  the  grave  age  of  almost  fifty,  who,  many  years 
earlier  in  life,  wrote  the  Last  Day.  After  all,  Swift  pro- 
nounced of  these  satires,  that  they  should  either  have  been 
more  angry  or  more  merry. 

Is  it  not  somewhat  singular  that  Young  preserved, 
without  any  palliation,  this  preface,  so  bluntly  decisive  in 
favour  of  laughing  at  the  worid,  in  the  same  collection  of 
his  works  which  contains  the  mournful,  angry,  gloomy 
Night  Thoughts  ? 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  preface  he  applies  Plato's  beau- 
tiful fable  of  the  Birth  of  Love  to  modem  poetry,  with 
the  addition,  **  that  poetry,  like  love,  is  a  little  subject  to 
blindness,  which  makes  her  mistake  her  way  to  prefer- 
ments and  honours;  and  that  she  retains  a  dutiful  ad- 
miration of  her  father's  family ;  but  divides  her  favours, 
and  generally  lives  with  her  mother's  relations."  Poetry, 
it  is  true,  did  not  lead  Young  to  preferments  or  to  honours ; 
but  was  there  not  something  like  blindness  in  the  flattery 
which  he  sometimes  forced  her,  and  her  sister  prose,  to 
utter?  She  was  always,  indeed,  taught  by  him  to  entertain 
a  most  dutiful  admiration  of  riches ;   but  surely  Young, 
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thoog^  oeariy  related  to  poetry*  had  no  connexion  with 
her  whom  Plato  makes  the  mother  of  love.  That  he  ooold 
not  well  complain  of  being  related  to  poverty*  appears 
clearly  from  the  frequent  bounties  which  his  gratitude 
records,  and  from  the  wealth  which  he  left  behind  hun. 
By  the  Universal  Passion  he  acquired  no  vulgar  fortune, 
more  than  three  thousand  pounds.  A  considerable  sum 
h^d  already  been  swallowed  up  in  the  South  sea.  For 
this  loss  he  took  the  vengeance  of  an  author.  His  muse 
makes  poetical  use  more  than  once  of  a  South  sea  dream. 

It  is  related  by  Mr.  Spence,  in  his  manuscript  anec- 
dotes* on  the  authority^  of  Mr.  Rawlinson,  that  Young, 
upon  the  publicaticm  of  his  Universal  Passion*  received 
from  the  duke  of  Grafton  two  thousand  pounds ;  and  that» 
when  one  of  his  friends  exclaimed* ''  two  thousand  pounds 
for  a  poem !"  he  said  it  was  the  best  bargain  be  ever  made 
in  bis  life*  for  the  poem  was  worth  four  thousand. 

This  story  may  be  true ;  but  it  seems  to  have  been 
raised  from  the  two  answers  of  lord  BurgUey  and  sir 
Philip  Sidniey  in  Spenser's  Life. 

After  inscribing  his  satires^  not.  perhaps  without  the 
^opes  of  preferment  and  honours*  to  such  names  as  the 
duke  of  Dorset*  Mr.  Dodington*  Mr.  Spencer  Compton, 
lady  Elizabeth  Germame*  and  sir  Robert  Walpole*  he 
returns  to  plain  paoegyrick.  In  1726*  he  addressed  a 
poem  to  sir  Robert  Walpole,  of  which  the  title  sufficiently 
explains  the  intention.  If  Young  must  be  acknowledged 
a  ready  celebrator*  he  did  not  endeavour*  or  did  not 
choose*  to  be  a  lasting  one.  The  Instalnent  is  auHMig  the 
pieces  he  did  not  admit  into  the  number  of  his  €xeu$Ms 
writings.  Yet  it  contains  a  couplet  which  pretends  ^ 
pant  after  the  power  of  bestowing  immortality : 

Oh !  how  I  long,  enkindled  by  the  theme*  ' 
In  deep  eternity  to  launch  thy  name  f 

The  boui^y  of  the  former  reigD  seems  to  have  beev 
oontiflMied,  possibly  increased*  in  this.  Whatever  it  might 
have  been*  the  poet  thought  he  deserved  it^  for  he  was 
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not  ashamed  to  acknowledge  what,  without  his  acknow- 
ledgment, would  now,  perhaps,  never  have  been  known : 

My  breast^  O  Walpole,  glows  with  grateful  fire. 

The  streams  of  royal  bounty,  tum'd  by  thee. 

Refresh  the  dry  domains  of  poesy. 

If  the  purity  of  modern  patriotism  will  term  Young  a  pen- 
sioner,it  must,  at  least,  he  confessed  he  was  a  grateful  one. 
The  reign  of  the  new  monarch  was  ushered  in  by  Young 
with  Ocean,  an  Ode.  The  hint  of  it  was  taken  from  the 
royal  speech,  which  recommended  the  increase  and  the 
encouragement  of  the  seamen ;  that  they  might  be  "  in- 
vited, rather  than  compelled  by  force  and  violence,  to 
enter  into  the  service  of  their  country;**  a  plan  which 
humanity  must  lament  that  policy  has  not  even  yet  been 
able,  or  willing,  to  carry  into  execution.  Prefixed  to  the 
original  publication  were  an  Ode  to  the  King,  Pater  Pa- 
triae, and  an  Essay  on  Lyrick  Poetry.  It  is  but  justice  to 
confess,  that  he  preserved  neither  of  them ;  and  that  the 
ode  itself,  whieh  in  the  first  editiou>  and  in  the  last»  con- 
sists of  seventy-tluree  stanaas,  in  the  author's  own  editiw 
is  reduced  to  forty* nine.  Among  the  omitted  passages  is 
a  Wish,  that  concluded  the  poem,  which  few  would  have 
suspejeted  Youi^  of  fowiipg;  and  of.  which  few,  after 
having  formed  it,  woutd  confess  something  like  their 
shame  by  suppressHm. 

It  ato<Ml  originally  so  bight  in  the  author's  opinion,  that 
be  entitled  the  poeuk.  Ocean,  aa  Ode.  Concluding  with 
a  Wish.  This  wish  consists  of  thirteea  staaasM.  The  first 
runs  thus. : 

O  may  I  ileal 

Along  the  vaU 
Of  humble  life,  secure  from  foes ! 

My  friend  sincere^ 

My  judgment  clear^ 
And  gentle  business  my  repose ! 

The  three  last  stanzas  are  not  more  remarkable  for  just 
rhymes ;  but,  altogether,  they  will  make  rather  a  curioua 
page  in  the  life  of  Young : 
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Prophetic  schemes. 

And  golden  dreams. 
May  I,  imaangaine,  oast  away ! 

Have  what  I  have. 

And  live,  not.  leave, 
Enamour'd  of  the  present  day ! 

My  hours  my  own  I 

My  faults  unknown ! 
My  chief  revenue  in  content ! 

Then  leave  one  heam 

Of  honeatjame  I 
And  scorn  the  labour'd  monument ! 

Unhurt  my  urn 

Till  that  great  turn 
When  mighty  nature's  self  shall  die ; 

Time  cease  to  glide, 

With  human  pride. 
Sunk  in  the  ocean  of  eternity ! 

It  is  whimsical  that  he,  who  wa§  soon  to  bid  adiea  to 
rhyme,  should  fix  upon  a  measure  in  which  rhyme  abounds 
even  to  satiety.  Of  this  he  said,  in  his  Essay  on  Lyrick 
Poetry,  prefixed  to  the  poem :  **  For  the  more  harmony 
likewise  I  chose  the  frequent  return  of  rhyme,  which  laid 
me  under  great  diflSculties.  But  difficulties  overcome,  give 
grace  and  pleasure.  Nor  can  I  account  for  the  pkatwre 
of  rhyme  in  general^  (of  which  the  modems  are  too  fond,) 
but  from  this  truth.''  Yet  the  modems  surely  deserve  not 
much  censure  for  their  fondness  of  what,  by  his  own  con- 
fession, afibrds  pleasure,  and  abounds  in  harmony. 

The  next  paragraph  in  his  essay  did  not  occur  to  him 
when  he  talked  of  **  that  great  tum**  in  the  stanza  just 
quoted.  **  But  then  the  writer  must  take  care  that  the 
difficulty  is  overcome.  That  is,  he  must  make  rhyme  con- 
sist with  as  perfect  sense  and  expression,  as  could  be  ex- 
pected if  he  was  perfectly  free  from  that  shackle." 

Another  part  of  this  essay  will  convict  the  following 
stanza  of,  what  every  reader  will  discover  in  it,  "  involun* 
tary  burlesqne :'' 
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The  northern  blait> 

The  ahatter'd  mast. 
The  syrC,  the  whirlpool,  and  the  rodc« 

The  breaking  spout. 

The  stars  gone  out. 
The  boiling  strait,  the  monster's  shock. 

Bat  would  the  English  poets  fill  quite  so  many  volumes, 
if  all  their  productions  were  to  be  tried,  like  this,  by  an 
elaborate  essay  on  eaoh  particular  species  of  poetry  of 
which  they  exhibit  specimens? 

If  Young  be  not  a  lyrick  poet,  he  is,  at  least,  a  critick  in 
that  sort  of  poetry ;  and,  if  his  lyrick  poetry  can  be  proved 
bad,  it  was  first  proved  so  by  his  own  criticism.  This 
surely  is  candid. 

Milboume  was  styled,  by  Pope,  **  the  fairest  of  criticks," 
only  because  he  exhibited  his  own  version  of  Virgil  to  be 
compared  with  Dryden's,  which  he  condemned,  and  with 
which  every  reader  had  it  not  otherwise  in  his  power  to 
compare  it.  Young  was  surely  not  the  most  unfair  of 
poets  for  prefixinir  to  a  lyrick  composition  an  .essay  on 
Uk  poe4.  so  jl  and  partial  Jl  condemn  hiielf. 

We  shall  soon  come  to  a  work,  before  which  we  find, 
indeed,  no  critical  essay,  but  which  disdains  to  shrink  from 
the  touchstone  of  the  severest  critick ;  and  which  certainly, 
as  I  remember  to  have  heard  you  say,  if  it  contain  some  of 
the  worst,  c(»itains  also  some  of  the  best  things  in  the  lan- 
guage. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  Ocean,  when  he  was  almost 
fifty.  Young  entered  into  orders.     In  April,  1728*,  not 
'  long  after  he  had  put  on  the  gown,  he  was  appointed  chap- 
Iain  to  George  the  second. 

The  tragedy  of  the  Brothers,  which  was  already  in  re- 
hearsal, he  immediately  withdrew  from  the  stage.  The 
managers  resigned  it,  with  some  reluctance,  to  the  delicacy 
of  the  new  clergyman.  The  epilogue  to  the  Brothers,  the 
only  I4>pendage  to  any  of  his  three  plays  which  he  «dded 

t  Davies,  in  his  life  of  Garrick,  says  1720,  and  that  it  was  produced  thirty- 
three  yean  after. 

▼OL.  viii.  p  f 
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himself,  is,  I  believe,  the  only  one  of  the  kind.  He  calls 
it  an  historical  epilogue.  Finding  that  **  6uilt*s  dreadful 
close  his  narrow  scene  denied,"  he,  in  a  manner,  continues 
the  tragedy  in  the  epilogue,  and  relates  how  Rome  re- 
venged the  shade  of  Demetrius,  and  punished  Perseus 
''  for  this  night's  deed." 

Of  Young's  taking  orders  something  is  told  by  the  bio- 
grapher of  Pope,  which  places  the  easiness  and  simplicity 
of  the  poet  in  a  singular  light.  When  he  determined  on 
the  church,  he  did  not  address  himself  to  Sherlock,  to  At- 
terbury,  or  to  Hare,  for  the  best  instructions  in  theology ; 
but  to  Pope,  who,  in  a  youthful  frolick,  advised  the  diligeDl 
perusal  of  Thomas  Aquinas.  With  this  treasure  Young 
retired  from  interruption  to  an  obscure  place  in  the  sub- 
urbs. His  poetical  guide  to  godliness  hearing  nothing  of 
him  during  half  a  year,  and  apprehending  he  might  have 
carried  the  jest  too  far,  sought  after  him,  and  found  him 
just  in  time  to  prevent  what  RuiThead  calls  "  an  irretriev' 
able  derangement.*' 

That  attachment  to  his  favourite  study,  which  made  him 
think  a  poet  the  surest  guide  to  his  new  profession,  left 
him  little  doubt  whether  poetry  was  the  surest  path  to  its 
honours  and  preferments.  Not  long,  indeed,  after  he  took 
orders,  he  published,  in  prose,  1738,  a  true  Estimate  of 
Human  Life»  dedicated,  notwithstanding  the  Latin  quota- 
-tions  with  which  it  abounds,  to  the  queen;  and  a  sermon 
preached  before  the  house  of  commons,  1729,  on  the  mar- 
tyrdom of  king  Charles,  entitled,  an  Apology  for  Princes, 
or  the  Reverence  due  to  Grovernment.  But  the  SeiM)nd 
Discourse,  the  counterpart  of  his  Estimate,  without  which 
it  cannot  be  called  a  true  Estimate,  though,  in  1728,  it  was 
announced  as  *'  soon  to  be  published,"  never  appeared ; 
and  his  old  friends  the  muses  were  not  forgotten.  In  1790 
he  relapsed  to  poetry,  and  sent  into  the  world,  Imperiom 
Pelagi,  a  naval  lyrick,  written  in  imitation  of  Pindar's 
Spirit,  occasioned  by  his  majesty's  return  from  Hanover, 
September,  1729,  and  the  succeeding  peace.,  It  is  inscribed 
to  the  duke  of  Chandos.     In  the  preface  we  are  told,  that 
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the  ode  is  the  mdst  spirited  kind  of  poetry,  and  that  the 
Pindariek  is  the  most  spirited  kind  of  ode.  **  This  I 
speak/'  he  adds,  ''  with  sufficient  candour,  at  my  own 
very  great  peril.  But  truth  has  an  eternal  title  to  our  con- 
fession, though  we  are  sure  to  suffer  by  it.'*  Behold, 
again,  the  fairest  of  poets.  Young*s  Imperium  Pelagi  was 
ridiculed  in  Fielding's  Tom  Thumb ;  but  let  us  not  forget 
that  it  was  one  of  his  pieces  which  the  author  of  the  Night 
0  Thoughts  deliberately  refused  to  own. 

Not  long  after  this  Pindariek  attempt,  he  published 
two  epistles  to  Pope,  concerning  the  Authors  of  the  Age, 
1730.  Of  these  poems,  one  occasion  seems  to  have  been 
an  apprehension  lest,  from  the  liveliness  of  his  satires,  he 
should  not  be  deemed  sufficiently  serious  for  promotion  in 
the  church. 

In  July,  1790,  he  was  presented,  by  his  college,  to  the 
rectory  of  Welwyn,  in  Hertfordshire.  In  May,  1731,  he 
married  lady  Elizabeth  Lee,  daughter  of  the  earl  of  Lich- 
field, and  widow  of  colonel  Lee.  His  connexion  with  this 
lady  arose  from  his  father's  acquaintance,  already  men- 
tioned, with  lady  Anne  Wharton,  who  was  coheiress  of 
sir  Henry  Lee,  of  Ditchley,  in  Oxfordshire.  Poetry  had 
lately  been  taught  by  Addison  to  aspire  to  the  arms  of 
nobility,  though  not  with  extraordinary  happiness. 

We  may  naturally  conclude,  that  Young  now  gave  him- 
self up,  in  some  measure,  to  the  comforts  of  his  new  con- 
nexion, and  to  the  expectations  of  that  preferment,  which 
he  thought  due  to  his  poetical  talents,  or,  at  least,  to  the 
manner  in  which  they  had  so  frequently  been  exerted. 

The  next  production  of  his  muse  was  the  Sea-piece,  in 
two  odes. 

Young  enjoys  the  credit  of  what  is  called  an  Extempore 
Epigram  on  Voltaire ;  who,  when  he  was  in  England,  ridi- 
culed, in  the  company  of  the  jealous  English  poet,  Milton's 
allegory  of  Sin  and  Death : 

Yon  are  so  witty,  profligate,  and  thin. 

At  once  we  think  thee  Milton,  Death,  and  Sin. 

From  the  following  passage,  in  the  poetical  dedication  of 
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his  Searpieoe  to  Voltaire,  it  seemd,  that  this  extempora- 
neoas  reproof,  if  it  must  be  extemporaneous  (for  what 
few  will  now  alSSrm  Voltaire  to  have  deserved  any  reproof^ 
was  something  longer  than  a  distich,  and  something  more 
gentle  than  the  distich  just  quoted : 

No  stranger,  sir,  though  bom  in  foreign  climes. 
On  Dorset  downs,  when  Milton's  pi^ 
With  Sin  and  Death  provok'd  thy  rage. 

Thy  rage  provok'd,  who  sooth'd  with  gentle  rhymes? 

By  Dorset  downs,  he  probably  meant  Mr.  Dodington's 
seat  In  Pitf  s  poems  is  an  Epistle  to  Dr.  Edward  Young, 
at.Eastbury,  in  Dorsetshire,  on  the  Iteview  at  Sarum» 
1722. 

While  with  your  Dodington  retir'd  you  sit, 
Gharm'd  with  his  flowing  Burgundy  and  wit,  &c. 

Thomson,  in  his  Autumn,  addressing  Mr.  Dodington, 
calls  his  seat  the  seat  of  the  muses. 

Where,  in  the  secret  bow'r  and  winding  walk. 
For  virtuous  Young  and  thee  they  twine  the  bay. 

The  praises  Thomsou  bestows  but  a  few  lines  before  on 
Philips,  the  second 

Who  nobly  durst,  in  rhyme-unfetter'd  verse. 
With  British  freedom  sing  the  British  song, 
added  to  Thomson's  example  and  success,  might,  per- 
haps, induce  Young,  as  we  shall  see  presently,  to  write 
his  great  work  without  rhyme. 

In  1734  he  published  Uie  Foreign  Address,  or  the  best 
Argument  for  Peace,  occasioned  by  the  British  Fleet  and 
the  Posture  of  Affairs.  Written  in  the  character  of  a 
sailor.  It  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  author's  four  volumes. 
He  now  appears  to  have  given  up  all  hopes  of  aveftaking 
Pindar,  and,  perhaps,  at  last  resolved  to  turn  his  ambition 
to  some  original  species  of  poetry.  This  poem  concludes 
with  a  formal  farewell  to  Ode,  which  few  of  Young^s 
readers  will  regret : 

My  sheU,  which  Clio  gave,  which  ku^s  apjJaad, 
Which  Europe's  bleeding  genius  call'd  abroad. 
Adieu! 
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In  a  gpedes  of  poetry  altogether  his  own,  he  next  tried 
his  skill,  and  ancceeded. 

Of  his  wife,  he  was  deprived  in  1741.  Lady  E^zabeth 
had  lost,  after  her  marriage  with  Young,  an  amiable 
daughter,  by  her  former  husband,  just  after  she  was  mar- 
ried to  Mr.  Temple,  son  of  lord  Palmerston.  Mr.  Temple 
did  not  long  remain  after  his  wife,  though  he  was  married 
a  second  time  to  a  daughter  of  sir  John  Barnard,  whose 
son  is  the  present  peer.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Temple  have  gene- 
rally been  considered  as  Philander  and  Narcissa.  From 
the  great  friendship  which  constantly  subsisted  between 
Mr.  Temple  and  Young,  as  well  as  from  other  circum- 
stances, it  is  probable  that  the  poet  had  both  him  aud  Mrs. 
Temple  in  view  for  these  characters ;  though,  at  the  same 
time,  s<Mne  passages  respecting  Philander  do  not  appear  to 
suit  either  Mr.  Temple  or  any  other  person  with  whom 
Young  was  known  to  be  ooonect^d  or  acquainted,  while  all 
the  circumstances  relating  to  Narcissa  have  been  constantly 
found  applicable  to  Young^s  daughter-in-law. 

At  what  short  intervals  the  poet  tells  us  he  was  wounded 
by  the  deaths  of  the  three  persons  particularly  lamented, 
none  that  has  read  the  Night  Thoughts  (and  who  has  not 
read  them  ?)  needs  to  be  informed. 

Insatiate  archer  !  could  not  one  suffice  ? 

Thy  shaft  flew  thrice ;  and  thrice  my  peace  was  slain ; 

And  thrice,  ere  thrice  yon  moon  had  iiU'd  her  horn. 

Yet  how  is  it  possible  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Temple  and 
lady  £lizsd)eth  Young  could  be  these  three  victims,  over 
whom  Young  has  hitherto  been  pitied  for  having  to  pour 
the  Midnight  Sorrows  of  his*  religious  poetry ;  Mrs.  Tem- 
ple died  in  1736 ;  Mr.  Temple  four  years  afterwards,  in 
1740 ;  and  the  poet's  wife  seven  months  after  Mr.  Temple, 
in  1741.  How  could  the  insatiate  archer  thrice  slay  his 
peace,  in  these  three  persons,  "  ere  thrice  the  moon  had 
fill'd  her  horn?' 

But,  in  the  short  preface  to  the  Complaint,  he  seriously 
tells  us,  "  that  the  occasion  of  this  poem  was  real,  noffic- 
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titious;  and  tbat  the  facts  mentioned  did  naturally  pour 
these  moral  reflections  on  the  thought  of  the  writer."  It 
IS  probable,  therefore,  that  in  these  three  contradictory 
lines,  the  poet  complains  more  than  the  father-in-law,  the 
friend,  or  the  widower. 

Whatever  names  belong  to  these  facts,  or,  if  ther  names 
be  those  generally  supposed,  whatever  heightening  a  poet's 
sorrow  may  have  given  the  facts ;  to  the  sorrow  Young  felt 
from  them,  religion  and  morality  are  indebted  for  the 
Night  Thoughts.  There  is  a  pleasure  sure  in  sadness 
which  mourners  only  know ! 

Of  these  poems^  the  two  or  three  first  have  been  perused, 
perhaps  more  eagerly  and  more  frequently  than  the  rest. 
When  he  got  as  far  as  the  fourth  or  fifth,  his  original 
motive  for  taking  up  the  pen  was  answered ;  his  grief  was 
naturally  either  diminished  or  exhausted.  We  still  find  the 
same  pious  poet ;  but  we  ^ear  less  of  Philander  and  Nar- 
cissa,  and  less  of  the  mourner  whom  he  loved  to  pity. 

Mrs.  Temple  died  of  a  consumption  at  Lyons,  in  her 
way  to  Nice,  the  year  after  her  marriage ;  that  is,  when 
poetry  relates  the  fact,  *'*  in  her  bridal  hour.*'  It  is  more 
than  poetically  true,  that  Young  accompanied  her  to  the 
Continent : 

I  flew,  I  snatch'd  her  from  the  rigid  norths 
And  bore  her  nearer  to  the  sun. 

But  in  vain.  Her  funeral  was  attended  with  the  difficul- 
ties  painted  in  such  animated  colours  in  Night  the  Third. 
After  her  death,  the  remainder  of  the  party  passed  the 
ensuing  winter  at  Nice. 

The  poet  seems,  perhaps,  in  these  compositions,  to 
dwell  with  more  melancholy  on  the  death  of  Philander  and 
Narcissa,  than  of  his  wife.  But  it  is  only  for  this  reason. 
He  who  runs  and  reads  may  remember,  that  in  the  Night 
Thoughts  Philander  and  Narcissa  are  often  mentioned  and 
often  lamented.  To  recollect  lamentations  over  the  aa* 
thor*s  wife,  the  memory  must  have  been  charged  with 
distinct   passages.      This    lady   brought    him   one   child^ 
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Frederick,  now  living,  to  whom  the  prince  of  Wales  wa^ 
godfather. 

That  domestick  grief  is,  in  the  first  instance,  to  be 
thanked  for  these  ornaments  to  our  language,  it  is  impos* 
sible  to  deny.  Nor  would  it  be  common  hardiness  to  con*- . 
tend,  that  worldly  discontent  had  no  hand  in  these  joint 
productions  of  poetry  and  piety.  Yet  am  I  by  no  means 
sure  that,  at  any  rate,  we  should  not  have  had  something 
of  the  same  colour  from  Young*s  pencil,  notwithstanding 
the  liveliness  of  his  satires.  In  so  long  a  life,  causes  for 
discontent  and  occasions  for  grief  must  have  occurred.  It 
is  not  clear  to  me  that  his  muse  was  not  sitting  upon  the 
watch  for  the  first  which  happened.  Night  thoughts  were 
not  uncommon  to  her,  even  when  first  she  visited  the  poet, 
and  at  a  time  when  he  himself  was  remarkable  neither  for 
gravity  nor  gloominess.  In  his  Last  Day,  almost  his 
earliest  poem,  he  calls  her  the  Melancholy  Maid, 

Whom  dismal  scenes  delight. 

Frequent  at  tombs  and  in  the  realms  of  night. 
In  the  prayer  which  concludes  the  second  book  of  the 
same  poem,  he  says — 

Oh  !  permit  the  gloom  of  solemn  night 

To  sacred  thought  may  forcibly  invite. 

Oh  !  how  divine  to  tread  the  milky  way. 

To  the  bright  palace  of  eternal  day  ! 

When  Young  was  writing  a  tragedy,  Grafton  is  said  by 
Spence  to  have  sent  him  a  human  skull,  with  a  candle  in 
it,  as  a  lamp  ;  and  the  poet  is  reported  to  have  used  it. 

What  he  calls  the  true  Estimate  of  Human  Life,  which 
has  already  been  mentioned,  exhibits  only  the  wrong  side 
of  the  tapestry ;  and,  being  asked  why  he  did  not  show  the 
right,  he  is  said  to  have  replied  that  he  could  not.  By 
others  it  has  been  told  me  that  this  was  finished ;  but  that, 
before  there  existed  any  copy,  it  was  torn  in  pieces  by  a 
lady's  monkey. 

Still,  is  it  altogether  fur  to  dress  up  the  poet  for  the 
man,  and  to  bring  the  gloominess  of  the  Night  Thoughts 
to  prove  the  gloominess  of  Young,  and  to  show  that  his 


440  YOUNG. 

geniiu,  like  the  genius  of  Swift,  was»  in  some  measare»  the 
sullen  inspiration  of  discontent. 

From  diem  who  answer  in  the  aflSrmative  it  should  not 
be^concealed,  that,  though  **  Invisibilia  ooo  decipiunt*'  ap- 
peared upon  a  deception  in  Young's  grounds*  and 
''Amhttlantes  in^horto  audi^runt  vocem  Dei"  onabuildr 
ing  in  his  garden,  his  parish  was  indebted  to  the  good 
humour  of  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts  for  an  assem* 
bly  and  a  bowling-green. 

Whether  you  think  with  me,  I  know  not;  but  the 
famous  **  De  mortuis  nil  nisi  bonum"  always  appeared  to 
me  to  savour  more  of  female  weakness  than  of  manly  res^- 
son.  He  that  has  too  much  feeUug  to  speak  ill  of  the 
dead,  who,  if  they  cannot  defend  themselves,  are,  at  least, 
ignorant  of  his  abuse,  will  not  hesitate,  by  the  most  wanton 
ealumny,  to  destroy  the  quiet,  the  reputation,  the  fortune, 
of  the  living.  Yet  censure  is  not  heard  beneath  the  tomb, 
any  more  than  praise.  "  De  mortuis  nil  nisi  verum — De 
vivis  nil  nisi  bonum,"  would  approach  much  nearer  to  good 
sense.  After  all,  the  few  handfuls  of  remaining  dust 
which  once  composed  the  body  of  the  fiuthor  of  the  Night 
Thoughts  feel  not  much  copcern  whether  Young  pass 
now  for  a  man  of  sorrow,  or  for  a  ''fellow  of  infinite  jest.'* 
To  this  favour  nuust  come  the  whole  family  of  Yorick. 
His  immortal  part,  wherever  that  now  dwells,  is  still  less 
solicitous  on  this  head. 

But  to  a  son  of  worth  mA  sensibility  it  is  of  some  Uttie 
consequence  whether  cpntemporaries  believe,  and  posterity 
be  taught  to  believe,  that  his  debauched  and  reprobate  life 
cast  a  Stygian  gloom  over  the  evening  of  his  father's  days, 
saved  him  the  trouble  of  feigning  a  character  completely 
detestable,  and  succeeded,  at  last,  io  bringing  his  '*  grey 
hairs  with  sorrow  to  the  grave.'' 

The  humanity  of  the  world,  little  satisfied  with  invent- 
ing perhaps  a  melancholy  disposition  for  the  father,  pro- 
ceeds next  to  invent  an  argui^ent  in  support  ^f  their  in- 
ventioo,  and  chooses  that  Lorenzo  should  be  Young's  own 
son.    The  Biographia  and  every  account  of  Young  pretty 
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roundly  assert  ttus  to  be  the  fact ;  of  the  absolute  impossi- 
bility of  which  the  Biogpraphia  itself,  in  particular  dates, 
contains  undeniable  evidence.  Readers  I  know  there  are 
of  a  strange  turn  of  mind,  who  will  hereafter  peruse  the 
Night  Thoughts  with  less  satisfaction  ;  who  will  wish  they 
had  still  been  deceived ;  who  will  quarrel  with  me  for  dis- 
covering that  no  such  character  as  their  Lorenzo  ever  yet 
disgraced  human  nature,  or  broke  a  father's  heart.  Yet 
would  these  admirers  of  the  sublime  and  terrible  be  offend- 
ed, should  you  set  thenf  down  for  cruel  and  for  savage. 

Of  this  report,  inhuman  to  the  surviving  son,  if  it  be 
true,  in  proportion  as  the  character  of  Lorenzo  is  diaboli- 
cal, where  are  we  to  find  the  proof?  Perhaps  it  is  clear 
from  the  poems* 

From  the  first  line  to  the  last  of  the  Night  Thoughts  no 
one  expression  can  be  discovered  which  betrays  auy  thiog 
like  the  father.  In  the  Second  Night  I  find  an  expression 
which  betrays  something  else ;  that  Lorenzo  was  his  friend; 
ode,  it  is  possible,  of  his  former  companions ;  one  of  the 
dnke  of  Wharton's  set.  The  poet  styles  him  **  gay  friend ;" 
an  appellation  not  very  natural  from  a  pious  incensed  father 
to  such  ia  being  as  he  paints  Lorenzo;  and  that  being  his  son. 

But  let  us  see  how  he  h^s  sketched  this  dreadful  por? 
trait,  from  the  sight  of  some  of  whose  features  the  artist 
himself  must  have  turned  away  with  horrour.  A  subject 
more  shocking,  if  his  only  child  really  sat  to  him,  than  the 
crucifixion  of  Michael  Angelo ;  upon  the  horrid  story  told 
of  which.  Young  composed  a  short  poem  of  fourteen  lines 
in  the  early  part  of  his  life,  which  he  did  not  think  de- 
served to  be  republished. 

In  the  First  Night,  the  address  to  the  poet's  supposed 
son  is, 

Lorenzo,  fortune  makes  her  court  to  thee. 

In  the  Fifth  Night ; 

And  bums  Lorenzo  still  for  the  sublime 
Of  life  ?  to  hang  his  airy  nest  on  high? 

Is  this  a  picture  of  the  soir  of  the  rector  of  Welwyn  i 
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Eighth  Night ; 

In  foreign  realms  (for  thou  hast  travell'd  far ;) 
which  even  now  does  not  apply  to  his  son. 
In  Night  Five  ; 

So  wept  Lorenzo  Mr  Clarissa's  fate  ; 

Who  gave  that  angel-boy  on  whom  he  dotes  ; 

And  dy'd  to  give  him^  orphan'd  in  his  birth ! 

At  the  beginning  of  the  Fifth  Night  we  find ; 

Lorenzo  I  to  recriminate  is  just ; 

I  grant  the  man  is  vain  who  writes  for  praise. 

But,  to  cat  short  all  inquiry ;  if  any  one  of  these  passages, 
if  any  passage  in  the  poems,  be  applicable,  my  friend  shall 
pass  for  Lorenzo.  The  son  of  the  author  of  the  Nig^t 
Thoughts  was  not  old  enough,  when  they  were  written,  to 
recriminate,  or  to  be  a  father.  The  Night  Thoughts  were 
begun  immediately  after  the  mournful  event  of  1741.  The 
first  Nights  appear,  in  the  books  of  the  company  of  Sta- 
tioners, as  the  property  of  Robert  Dodsley,  in  1742.  The 
preface  to  Night  Seven  is  dated  July  7th,  1744.  The 
marriage,  in  consequence  of  whieh  the  supposed  Lorenzo 
was  borli,  happened  in  May,  1731.  Young's  child  was 
not  bom  till  June,  1733.  In  1741  this  Lorenzo,  this 
finished  infidel,  this  father  to  whose  education-  vice  had  for 
some  years  put  the  last  hand,  was  only  eight  years  old. 

An  anecdote  of  this  cruel  sort,  so  open  to  contradiction, 
so  impossible  to  be  true,  who  could  propagate  i  Thus  easily 
are  blasted  the  reputations  of  the  living  and  of  the  dead. 

Who,  then,  was  Lorenzo?  exclaim  the  readers  I  have 
mentioned.  If  we  cannot  be  sure  that  he  was  his  son, 
which  would  have  been  finely  terrible,  was  he  not  his 
nephew,  his  cousin  ? 

These  are  questions  which  I  do  not  pretend  to  answer. 
For  the  sake  of  human  nature,  I  could  wish  Lorenzo  to 
have  been  only  the  creation  of  the  poet*s  fancy :  like  the 
Quintus  of  Anti- Lucretius,  "  quo  nomine,"  says  Polignac, 
*'  quemvis  Atheum  intellige."  That  this  was  the  case, 
many  expressions  in  the  Night  Thoughts  would  seem  to 
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prove,  did  not  a  passage  in  Night  Eight  appear  to  show 
that  he  had  something  in  his  eye  for  the  groundwork,  at 
least,  of  the  painting.  Lovelace  or  Lorenzo  may  be  feigned 
characters ;  bat  a  writer  does  not  feign  a  name  of  which  he 
only  gives  the  initial  letter  : 

Tell  not  Calista.     She  will  laugh  thee  dead. 
Or  send  thee  to  her  hermitage  with  L . 

The  Biographia,  not  satisfied  with  pointing  oat  the  son 
of  Yoang,  in  that  son's  lifetime,  as  his  fathers  Lorenzo, 
travels  out  of  its  way  into  the  history  of  the  son,  and  tells 
of  his  having  been  forbidden  his  college  at  Oxford,  for 
misbehaviour.  How  such  anecdotes,  were  they  true,  tend 
to  illustrate  the  life  of  Young,  it  is  not  easy  to  discover. 
Was  the  son  of  the-  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts,  indeed, 
forbidden  his  college  for  a  time,  at  one  of  the  universities  ? 
The  author  of  Paradise  Lost  is  by  some  supposed  to  have 
been  disgracefully  ejected  from  the  other.  From  juvenile 
follies  who  is  free  ?  But,  whatever  the  Biographia  chooses 
to  relate,  the  son  of  Young  experienced  no  dismission  from 
hb  college,  either  lasting  or  temporary. 

Yet,  were  nature  to  indulge  him  with  a  second  youth, 
and  to  leave  him  at  the  same  time  the  experience  of  that 

which  is  past,  he  would  probably  spend  it  differently 

who  would  not  ? — ^he  would  certainly  be  the  occasion*  of 
less  uneasiness  to  his  father.  But,  from  the  same  ex- 
perience, he  would  as  certainly,  in  the  same  case,  be 
treated  differently  by  his  father. 

Young  was  a  poet :  poets,  with  reverence  be  it  spoken, 
do  not  make  the  best  parents.  Fancy  and  imagkiation 
seldom  deign  to  stoop  from  thenr  heights;  always  stoop 
unwillingly  to  the  low  level  of  common  duties.  Aloof 
from  vulgar  life,  they  pursue  their  rapid  flight  beyond  the 
ken  of  mortals,  and  descend  not  to  earth  but  when  com- 
pelled by  necessity.  The  prose  of  ordinary  occurrences 
is  beneath  the  dignity  of  poets. 

He  who  is  connected  with  the  author  of  the  Night 
Thoughts,  only  by  veneration  for  the  poet  and  the  chris- 
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tiaQ»  may  be  allowed  to  observe,  tbal  Youag  is  one  of 
those,  coDceraing  whom,  as  you  remark  in  your  account  of 
Addison,  it  is  proper  rather  to  say  "  nothing  that  is  false, 
than  all  that  is  true."' 

But  the  son  of  Young  would  almost  sooner,  I  know» 
pass  for  a  Lorenzo,  than  see  himself  vindicated,  at  the 
expense  of  his  father's  memory,  from  follies  which,  if  it 
may  be  thought  blamable  in  a  boy  to  have  committed 
^em,  it  is  surely  praiseworthy  in  a  man  to  lament,  and 
certainly  not  only  unnecessary  but  cruel  in  a  biographer 
to  record. 

Of  the  Night  Thoughts,  notwithstanding  their  author's 
professed  retirement,  all  are  inscribed  to  great  or  to  grow- 
ing names.  He  had  not  yet  weaned  himself  from  earis  and 
dukes,  from  speakers  of  the  house  of  commons,  lords  com- 
missioners of  the  treasury,  and  chancellors  of  the  exchequer. 
In  Night  Eight  the  politician  plainly  betrays  himself: 

Think  no  post  needful  that  demands  a  knave : 
When  late  our  civil  helm  was  shifting  hands. 
So  P thought ;  think  better  if  you  can. 

Yet  it  must  be  confessed,  that  at  the  conclusion  of  Night 
Nine,  weary,  perhaps,  of  courting  earthly  patrons,  he  tells 
his  soul. 

Henceforth 
Thy  patron  he,  whose  diadem  has  dropt 
Yon  gems  of  heaven ;  eternity  thy  price ; 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  world  their  own. 

The  Fourth  Night  was  addressed,  by  a  "  much-indebted 
muse,"  to  the  honourable  Mr.  Yorke,  now  lord  Hardwicke ; 
who  meant  to  have  laid  the  muse  under  still  greater  ob- 
ligation, by  the  living  of  Shenfield  in  Essex,  if  it  had 
become  vacant. 

The  First  Night  concludes  with  this  passage : 

Dark,  though  not  blind,  like  thee,  Meonides  : 
Or  Milton,  thee.    Ah  !  could  I  reach  your  strain  ; 
Or  lus  who  made  Meonides  our  own ! 
Man  too  he  sung.    Immortal  man  I  sing. 
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Oh !  had  he  prest  his  theme,  ptina'd  the  track 
Which  opens  out  of  darkness  into  day ! 
Oh !  had  he  mounted  on  his  wing  of  fire^ 
Soar'd,  where  I  sink,  and  sung  immortal  man— - 
How  had  it  blest  mankind,  and  rescu'd  me ! 

To  the  author  of  these  lines  was  dedicated,  in  1756,  the 
first  volume  of  an  Essay  on  the  Writings  and  Genius  of 
Pope,  which  attempted,  whether  justly  or  not,  to  pluek 
from  Pope  his  "  wing  of  fire,"  and  to  reduce  him  to  a  rank 
at  least  one  degree  lower  than  the  first  class  of  English 
poets.  If  Young  accepted  and  approved  the  dedication, 
he  countenanced  this  attack  upon  the  fame  of  him  whom 
he  invokes  as  his  muse. 

Part  of  ^*  paper-sparing*'  Pope's  third  book  of  the 
Odyssey,  deposited  in  the  Museum,  is  written  upon  the 
back  of  a  letter  signed  "  E.  Young,"  which  is  clearly  the 
handwriting  of  our  Young.  The  letter,  dated  only  May 
the  2nd,  seems  obscure ;  but  there  can  be  little  doubt  that 
the  friendship  he  requests  was  a  literary  one,  and  that  he 
had  the  highest  literary  opinion  of  Pope.  The  request 
was  a  prologue,  I  am  told. 

"May  the  2nd. 

"  Dear  Sir, — Having  been  often  from  home,  I  know 
not  if  you  have  done  me  the  favour  of  calling  on  me.  But, 
be  that  as  it  will,  I  much  want  that  instance  of  your  friend- 
ship I  mentioned  in  my  last ;  a  friendship  I  am  very  sen- 
sible I  can  receive  from  no  one  but  youlrself.  I  should  not 
urge  thi|  thing  so  much  but  for  very  particular  reasons ; 
nor  can  you  be  at  a  loss  to  conceive  how  a  '  trifle  of  this 
nature'  may  be  of  serious  moment  to  me ;  and  while  I  am 
in  hopes  of  the  g^eat  advantage  of  your  advice  about  it,  I 
shall  not  be  so  absurd  as  to  make  any  further  step  without 
it.  I  know  you  are  much  engaged,  and  only  hope  to  hear 
of  you  at  your  entire  leisure. 

"  I  am,  sir,  your  most  faithful, 
"  and  obedient  servant, 

"  E.  Young.** 
Nay,  even  after  Pope's  death,  he  says»  ia  Night  Seven, 
Pope;  who  oouldst  make  inmiortals,  art  thott  dead  P 
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Either  the  Essay,  then,  was  dedicated  to  a  patron,  who 
disapproved  its  doctrine,  which  I  have  heen  told  by  the 
author  was  not  the  case ;  or  Young  appears,  in  his  old  age, 
to  have  bartered  for  a  dedication,  an  opinion  entertained 
of  his  friend  through  all  that  part  of  life  when  he  must 
hare  been  best  able  to  form  opinions. 

From  this  account  of  Young,  two  or  three  short  passages, 
which  stand  almost  together  in  Night  Four,  should  not  be 
excluded.  They  afford  a  picture  by  his  own  hand,  from 
the  study  of  which  my  readers  inay  choose  to  form  their 
own  opinion  of  the  features  of  his  mind,  and  the  complexion 
of  his  life : 

Ah  me !  the  dire  effect 
Of  loit'ring  here,  of  death  defrauded  long ; 
Of  old  so  gracious  (and  let  that  suffice) 
My  very  master  knows  me  noi» 
I've  been  so  long  remember'd,  I'm  forgot. 

When  in  his  courtiers'  ears  I  pour  my  plaint. 

They  drink  it  as  the  nectar  of  the  great ; 

And  squeeze  my  hand,  and  b^  me  come  to-morrow. 

Twice  told  the  period  spent  on  stubborn  Troy, 
Court-favour^  yet  untaken,  I  besiege. 

If  this  song  liveb,  posterity  shall  know 
One,  though  in  Britain  born,  with  courtiers  bred. 
Who  thought  e'en  gold  might  come  a  day  too  late ; 
Nor  on  his  subtle  deathbed  plann'd  his  scheme 
For  future  vacancies  in  church  or  state. 

Deduct  from  the  writer's  age  **  twice  told  the  period  spent 
on  stubborn  Troy,"  and  you  will  still  leave  him  more  than 
forty  when  he  sat  down  to  the  miserable  siege  of  court* 
favour.     He  has  before  told  us, 

A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

After  all,  the  siege  seems  to  have  been  raised  only  in  con- 
sequence of  what  the  General  thought  his  **  deathbed." 
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By  these  extraordinary  poems,  written  after  he  was  sixty, 
of  which  I  have  been  led  to  say  so  much,  I  hope,  by  the 
wish  of  doing  justice  to  the  living  and  the  dead,  it  was  the 
desire  of  Young  to  be  principally  known.  He  entitled  the 
four  volumes  which  he  published  himself,  the  Works  of  the 
Author  of  the  Night  Thoughts..  While  it  is  remembered 
that  from  these  he  excluded  many  of  his  writings,  let  it 
not  be  forgotten  that  the  rejected  pieces  contained  nothing 
prejudicial  to  the  cause  of  virtue,  or  of  religion.  Were 
every  thing  that  Young  ever  wrote  to  be  published,  he  would 
only  appear,. perhaps,  in  a  less  respectable  light  as  a  poet, 
and  more  despicable  as  a  dedicator ;  he  would  not  pass  for 
a  worse  christian,  or  for  a  worse  man.  This  enviable  praise 
is  due  to  Young.  Can  it  be  claimed  by  every  writer  ?  His 
dedications^  after  all,  he  had,  perhaps,  no  right  to  suppress^ 
They  all,  I  believe,  speak,  not  a  little  to  the  credit  of  his 
gratitude,  of  favours  received,  and  I  know  not  whether  the 
author,  who  has  once  solemnly  printed  an  acknowledgment 
of  a  favour,  should  not  always  print  it. 

Is  it  to  the  credit  or  to  the  discredit  of  Young,  as  a  poet, 
that  of  his  Night  Thoughts  the  French  are  particularly  fond  ? 

Of  the  Epitaph  on  lord  Aubrey  Beauclerk,  dated  1740, 
all  I  know  is,  that  I  find  it  in  the  late  body  of  English 
poetry,  and  that  I  am  sorry  to  find  it  there. 

Notwithstanding  the  farewell  which  he  seemed  to  have 
taken  in  the  Night  Thoughts  of  every  thing  which  bore  the 
least  resemblance  to  ambition,  he  dipped  again  in  politicks. 
In  1745  he  wrote  Reflections  on  the  publick  Situation  of 
the  Kingdom,  addressed  to  the  duke  of  Newcastle ;  indig* 
nant,  as  it  appears,  to  behold 

A  pope-bred  princding  crawl  ashore. 
And  whistle  cut-throats,  with  those  swords  that  scrap'd 
Their  barren  rocks  for  wretdbed  sustenance. 
To  cut  his  passage  to  the  British  throne. 

This  politicar  poem  might  be  called  a  Night  Thought 
Indeed  it  was  originally  printed  as  the  conclusion  of  the 
Night  Thoughts,  though  he  did  not  gather  it  with  lus 
other  works. 
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Prefixed  to  the  second  edition  of  Howe's  Devoift  Medi- 
tations, is  a  letter  from  Young,  dated  Janaaiy  19,  1762, 
addressed  to  Archibald  Macaaly,  esq.  thanking  liini  for 
the  book,  which  he  says  ''  he  shall  nev«r  lay  far  out  of  his 
reach ;  for  a  greater  demonstration  of  a  sonnd  head  and  a 
sincere  heart  he  never  saw.-' 

In  1768,  when  the  Brothers  had  lain  by  him  above 
thirty  years,  it  appeared  upon  the  stage.  If  any  part  of 
his  fortune  had  been  acquired  by  servility  of  adulation,  he 
BOW  determined  to  deduct  from  it  no  inconsiderable  sum, 
as  a  gift  to  the  society  for  the  propagation  of  the.  Gospel. 
To  this  sum 'he  hoped  the  profits  of  the  Brothers  would 
amount.  In  his  calculation  he  was  deceived ;  but  by  the 
bad  success  of  his  play  the  society  was  not  a  loser.  The 
author  made  up  the  sum  he  originally  intended,  which  was 
a  thousand  pounds,  from  his  own  pocket. 

The  next  performance  which  he  printed  was  a  prose  pub- 
lication, entitled,  the  Centaur  not  fabulous,  in  six  Letters 
to  a  Friend  on  the  Life  in  Vogue.  The  conolosioii  is 
dated  November  29, 1754.  In  the  third  letter  is  described 
the  deathbed  of  the  **  gay,  young,  noble,  ingenious,  alM^om- 
plished,  and  most  wretched  Al  tamont."  His  last  words  were, 
^*  my  principles  have  poisoned  my  friend,  my  extrava- 
gance  has  beggared  my  boy,  my  unkindness  has  murdered 
my  wife  !*'  Either  Altamont  and  Lorenso  were  the  twin 
production  of  fancy,  or  Yoang  was  unlucky  enough  to  know 
two  characters  who  bore  no  little  resemblance  to  each  other 
in  perfection  of  wickedness.  Report  has  been  accustomed 
to  call  Altamont  lord  Easton. 

The  Old  Man's  Relapse,  occasioned  by  an  epistle  to 
Walpole,  if  written  by  Young,  which  I  much  doubt,  must 
have  been  written  very  late  in  life.  It  has  been  seen,  I 
am  told,  in  a  miscellany  published  thirty  years  before  his 
death.  In  1758,  he  exhibited  the  Old  Man's  Relapse,  in 
more  than  words,  by  again  becoming  a  dedicator,  and  pub- 
lishing a  sermon  addressed  to  the  king. 

The  lively  letter  in  prose,  on  Original  Composition,  ad- 
dressed to  Richardson,  the  author  of  Clarissa,  appeared  la 
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IfSB.  **  Though  he  daiyairi  of  breaking  through  thefiwoo 
obstroctiont  of  age  aud  oare's  incumbent  ebud»  into  that 
flow  of  thought  and  brightness  of  expresaion,  which  auk- 
jects  80  polite  require ;''  yet  is  it  more  like  the  prodoation 
of  untamed,  unbridled  youth,  than  of  jaded  fourscore* 
Some  sevenfold  volumes  put  him  in  mind  of  Ovid's  seven- 
fold channels  of  the  Nile  at  the  conflagration : 


ostia  septem 

Pulvenilenta  vocant^  septem  sine  flumine  valles. 


Such  leaden  labours  are  like  Lyourgus*s  iron  money,  which 
was  so  much  less  in  value  than  in  bulk,  that  it  required 
barns  for  strong  boxes,  and  a  yoke  of  oxen  to  draw  five 
hundred  pounds. 

If  there  is  a  famine  of  invention  in  the  land,  we  must 
travel,  he  says,  like  Joseph's  brethren,  fiir  for  food ;  we 
must  visit  the  remote  and  rich  ancients.  But  an  inventive 
genius  may  safely  stay  at  home :  that,  like  the  widow's 
cruise,  is  divinely  replenished  from  wilhin,  and  affords  us 
a  miraculous  delight.  He  asks  why  it  should  seem  alto- 
gether impossible,  Aat  heaven's  latest  editions  of  the 
human  mind  may  be  die  most  correct  and  fair?  And 
Jonson,  he  tells  us,  was  very  learned,  as  Sampson  was 
very  strong,  to  his  own  hurt.  Blind  to  the  nature  of  tra- 
gedy, he  pulled  down  aU  antiquity  on  his  bead,  and  buried 
himself  under  it. 

Is  this  "  care's  incumbent  cloud/'  or  "  the  frozen  ob- 
structions of  age  ?*' 

In  this  letter  Pope  is  severely  censored  for  his  "fall 
from  Homer's  numbers,  free  as  air,  lofty  and  harmonious 
as  the  spheres,  into  childish  shackles  and  tinkling  sounds ; 
for  putting  Achilles  into  petticoats  a  second  time :"  but  we 
are  told  that  the  dying  swan  talked  over  an  epick  plan 
with  Young  a  few  weeks  be£(ire  his  decease. 

Young's  chief  inducement  to  write  this  letter  was,  as  he 
confesses,  that  he  might  erect  a  monumental  marble  to 
the  memory  of  an  eld  friend*  He,  who  ^ployed  his  pious 
pen,  for  almost  the  last  tiflfes,  in  thus  doing  justice  to  the 
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exemplary  deathbed  of  Addison^  mighty  probably,  at  the 
close  of  his  own  life,  afford  no  nnusefiil  lesson  for  the 
deaths  of  others. 

In  the  postscript,  he  writes  to  Richardson,  that  he  will 
see  in  his  next  how  far  Addison  is  an  original.  But  no 
other  letter  appears. 

The  few  lines  which  stand  in  the  last  edition,  as  **  sent 
by  lord  Melcombe  to  Dr.  Young,  not  long  before  his  lord- 
ship's death,"  were,  indeed,  so  sent,  but  were  only  an  in- 
troduction to  what  was  there  meant  by  **  the  muse's  latest 
spark."  The  poem  is  necessary,  whatever  may  be  its 
merit,  since  the  preface  to  it  is  already  printed.  Lord 
Melcombe  called  his  Tusculum,  La  Trappe. 

"  LoTe  thy  country,  wish  it  well. 

Not  with  too  intense  a  care ; 
'Tis  enough  that,  when  it  fell. 

Thou  its  niin  didst  not  share. 

Envy's  censure,  flatt'ry's  praise. 

With  unmov'd  indiff'rence  view ; 
Leam  to  tread  life's  daug'roas  maze. 

With  unerring  virtue's  dew. 

Void  of  strong  desire  and  fear. 

Life's  wide  ocean  trust  no  more ; 
Strive  thy  little  berk  to  steer 

With  the  tide,  but  near  the  shore. 

Thus  prepar'd^  thy  shorten'd  sail 
Shall,  whene'er  the  winds  increase. 

Seizing  each  propitious  gale. 
Waft  thee  to  the  port  of  peace. 

Keep  thy  conscience  from  offence. 

And  tempestuous  passions  free ; 
So,  when  thou  art  call'd  from  hence. 

Easy  shall  thy  passage  be ; 

Easy  shall  thy  passage  be. 

Cheerful  thy  allotted  stay, 
Shcftt  th'  account  'twixt  Qcd  and  thee : 

Hope  shall  meet  thee  on  the  way : 
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IVath  shall  lead  thee  to  the  gate> 

Mercy's  self  shall  let  thee  in. 
Where  its  never-changing  state 

Full  perfection  shall  begin." 

The  poem  was  accompanied  by  a  letter. 

*«  La  Treppe,  the  27th  of  Oct.  1761. 

"  Dbar  Sir, — ^You  seemed  to  like  the  ode  I  sent  you 
for  your  amusement :  I  now  send  it  you  as  a  present.  If 
yoQ  please  to  accept  of  it,  and  are  willing  that  our  friend- 
ship should  be  known  when  we .  are  gone,  you  will  be 
pleased  to  leave  this  among  those  of  your  own  papers  that 
may  possibly  see  the  light  by  a  posthumous  publication. 
Grod  send  us  health  while  we  stay,  and  an  easy  journey ! 

"  My  dear  Dr.  Young, 

"  yours,  most  cordially, 

"  Mblcombb." 

In  1762,  a  short  time  before  his  death.  Young  published 
Resignation.  Notwithstanding  the  manner  in  which  it 
was  really  forced  from  him  by  the  world,  criticism  has 
treated  it  with  no  common  severity.  If  it  shall  be  thought 
not  to  deserve  the  highest  praise,  on  the  other  side  of  four- 
score, by  whom,  except  by  Newton  and  by  Waller,  has 
praise  been  merited  ? 

To  Mrs.  Montagu,  the  famous  champion  of  Shakespeare, 
I  am  indebted  for  the  history  of  Resignation.  Observing 
that  Mrs.  Boscawen,  in  the  midst  of  her  grief  for  the  loss 
of  the  admiral,  derived  consolation  from  the  perusal  of 
the  Night  Thoughts,  Mrs.  Montagu  proposed  a  visit  to 
the  author.  From  conversing  with  Young,  Mrs.  Boscawen 
derived  still  further  consolation ;  and  to  that  visit  she  and 
the  world  were  indebted  for  this  poem.  It  compliments 
Mrs.  Montagu  in  the  following  linQs : 

Yet  write  I  must.    A  lady  sues : 

How  shameful  her  request ! 
My  brain  in  labour  with  dull  rhyme. 

Hers  teeming  with  the  best ! 

0^2 
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And  again; 

A  hkad  yoa  bave,  and  I  the  same^ 

Wlwae  pmdent,  soft  address 
Will  bring  to  fife  tlioae  bealing  diouglits 

Which  dy*d  in  yvnr  dktras. 

That  friend^  the  spirit  of  thy  theme 

Extracting  for  yoor  ease. 
Win  leave  to  me  the  dreg,  in  thougiita 

Too  oomnKm ;  sndi  as  these. 

By  the  same  lady  I  am  enabled  to  say,  in  ber  own 
wwds,  tbat  Young's  unbounded  genins  appeared  to  greater 
advantage  in  the  ocnnpanion  than  even  in  the  antiior;  tbat 
the  christian  was  in  him  a  character  stSI  more  inspired, 
more  enraptured)  more  sabfime,  than  the  poet ;  and  that, 
in  Ilia  ordinary  conversation. 

Letting  down  the  golden  chain  from  high. 
He  drew  his  audience  upward  to  the  sky. 

Kotwithatanding  Young  had  said,  in  his  ConiectBrea  on 
original  Compoaitioa,  that  **  blank  verae  ia  verse  unfallea, 
uncurst ;  verse  reclaimed,  reinthroned  in  the  true  language 
of  the  goda,**  notwithstanding  be  administered  oonsokitioa 
to  his  own  grief  in  this  immortal  language,  Mrs*  Boscaweii 
was  comforted  in  rhyme. 

While  the  poet  and  the  christian  were  applying  this 
comfort.  Young  had  himself  occasion  for  comfort*  in  cen- 
sequence  of  the  sudden  death  of  Richardson,  whe  was 
printing  the  former  part  of  the  poem.  Qf  Bidiardaon'a 
death  he  says. 

When  heav'n  would  kindly  set  us  free. 

And  earth's  enchantment  end ; 
It  takes  the  most  effectual  means. 

And  robs  us  of  a  friend. 

,  To  Resignation  was  prefixed  an  apology  for  its  appear- 
ance ;  to  which  more  credit  is  due  than  to  the  generality 
of  such  apologies^  from  Young's  unusual  anxiety  that  no 
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more  prodiiotions  of  his  old  age  ahonld  diflgraoe  hu  former 
&ae.  In  his  will,  dated  February,  1760,  he  desires  of  his 
executors,  *'in  a  particular  maoaer,'*  that  all  his  manu- 
script books  and  writings  whatever  might  be  burned,  ex- 
cept his  book  of  accounts. 

In  September,  1764,  he  added  a  kind  of  codicil,  wherein 
he  made  it  his  dying  intreaty  to  his  housekeeper,  to  whom 
he  left  1000/.  "that  all  his  manuscripts  might  be  destroyed, 
as  soon  as  he  was  dead,  which  would  greatly  oblige  her 
deceased  friend," 

It  may  teach  mankind  the  uncertainty  of  worldly  friend- 
ships, to  know  that  Young,  either  by  surviving  those  he 
loved,  or  by  outliving  their  affections,  could  only  recollect 
the  names  of  two  friends,  his  housekeeper  and  a  hatter,  to 
mention  in  his  will ;  and  it  may  serve  to  repress  that  tes- 
tamentary pride,  which  too  often  seeks  for  sounding  names 
and  titles,  to  be  informed,  that  the  author  of  the  Night 
Thoughts  did  not  blush  to  leave  a  legacy  to  **  his  friend 
Henry  Stevens,  a  hatter  at  the  Temple-gate.'*  Of  these 
two  remaining  friends,  one  went  before  Young.  But,  at 
eighty-four,  **  where,"  as  he  asks  in  the  Centaur,  "  is  that 
world  into  which  we  were  bom  V 

The  same  humility  which  marked  a  hatter  and  a  house- 
keeper for  the  friends  of  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts 
had  before  bestowed  the  same  title  on  his  footman,  in  an 
epitaph  in  his  Church-yard  upon  James  Barker,  dated  1749; 
which  I  am  glad  to  find  in  the  late  collection  of  his  worii^s. 

Young  and  bis  housekeeper  were  ridiculed,  with  more 
iH-nature  than  wit,  in  a  kind  of  novel  published  by  Kidgell, 
in  1755,  called  the  Card,  under  the  names  of  Dr.  Hwes 
and  Mrs.  Fusby. 

In  April,  1766,  at  an  age  to  which  few  attain,  a  period 
was  put  to  the  life  of  Yoang, 

He  had  performed  no  duty  for  three  or  four  years,  but 
he  retained  his  intellects  to  the  last. 

Much  is  told  m  the  Biographia,  which  I  know  not  to 
have  been  true,  of  the  manner  of  his  burial ;  of  the  master 
and  children  of  a  charity-school,  which  he  founded  in  his 


bowfiictor^s  corpie; 

to  ioQ  so  (rfleii  as  upon 

toL     Had  tbal  kamamty, 

of  fitde  comeqnenee 

shown  in  its  proper 

kne  had  less  to  say  aboat 

that  these  susTortiuies  hap- 

isaise  he  bestows  upon  So- 

Si^  Screa,  for  resentiiig  his 


Be  Toaa^  was  abroad,  bat  I 

mm 


1  the  idd  have  sxKM 


that  bom  this,  or  firom  some  other 
fieU,  he  eace  waBleied  iato  the  enemj's  camp,  with  a 
L  his  haad.  which  he  was  reading  intently ;  and 
didkahy  lo  piOTe  that  he  was  <mly  an  absent 

of  Yoaag^s  life  will  natarally  inquire 
it  was  owiaf^,  that  thovgh  he  fired  almost  forty 
after  he  took  ovdos,  which  indnded  one  whole  reign, 
ly  long,  and  part  of  another,  he  was  never 
thoaghl  worthy  of  the  least  fNreferment.  The  author  of 
the  Night  Tloaghts  ended  his  days  upon  a  linng  which 
cane  to  him  Cpms  his  college,  without  any  fayour,  and  to 
which  he  probably  had  an  eye  when  he  determined  on  the 
chnreh.  To  satisfy  cuiiosity  of  this  kind  is,  at  this  distance 
of  time,  far  firom  easy.  The  parties  themselves  know  not 
often,  at  the  instant,  why  they  are  neglected,  or  why  they 
are  preferred.  The  neglect  of  Young  is  by  some  ascribed 
to  his  having  attached  himself  to  the  prince  of  Wales,  and 
to  his  having  preached  an  offensive  sermon  at  St.  James's. 
It  has  been  told  me,  that  he  had  two  hundred  a  year  in  the 
late  reign,  by  the  patronage  of  Walpole ;  and  that,  when- 
ever any  one  reminded  the  king  of  Youog,  the  only  answer 
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was,  "  he  bas  a  pension/'  All  the  light  thrown  on  this 
inqairy,  by  the  following  letter  from  Seeker,  only  serves  to 
show  at  what  a  late  period  of  life  the  author  of  the  Night 
Thoughts  solicited  preferment 

"  Deanery  of  St  P&ul'i,  July  8, 1768. 

"Good  Dr.  Young,— I  have  long  wondered,  that 
more  suitable  notice  of  your  great  merit  hath  not  been 
taken  by  persons  in  power.  But  how  to  remedy  the  omis- 
sion I  see  not.  No  encouragement  hath  ever  been  given 
me  to  mention  things  of  this  nature  to  his  majesty.  And 
therefore,  in  all  likelihood,  the  only  consequence  of  doing 
it  would  be  weakening  the  little  influence  which  else  I  may 
possibly  have  on  some  other  occasions.  Your  fortune  and 
your  reputation  set  you  above  the  need  of  advancement ; 
and  your  sentiments,  above  that  concern  for  it,  on  your 
own  account,  which,  on  that  of  the  publick,  is  sincerely 
felt  by 

*'  Your  loving  brother, 

"Tho.  Cant/' 

At  last,  at  the  age  of  fourscore,  he  was  appointed,  in 
1761,  clerk  of  the  closet  to  the  princess  dowager. 

One  obstacle  must  have  stood  not  a  little  in  the  way  of 
that  preferment,  after  which  his  whole  life  seems  to  have 
panted.  Though  he  took  orders,  he  never  entirely  shook 
off  politicks.  He  was  always  the  lion  of  his  master  Milton, 
**  pawing  to  get  free  his  binder  parts."  By  this  conduct, 
if  he  gained  some  friends,  he  made  many  enemies. 

Again :  Young  was  a  poet ;  and  again,  with  reverence 
be  it  spoken,  poets  by  profession,  do  not  always  make  the 
best  clergymen.  If  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts  com- 
posed many  sermons,  he  did  not  oblige  the  publick  with 
many. 

Besides,  in  the  latter  part  of  life.  Young  was  fond  of 
holding  himself  out  for  a  man  retired  from  the  world.  But 
he  seemed  to  have  forgotten  that  the  same  verse  which 
contains  "  oblitus  meorum,"  contains  also  **  obliviscendus 
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of  woridDf  firieiidikip  and  p»« 
flffwtealy,  whMi  one  goes  bejrond  Ae 
lraKik«r  it,  as  wkoitfe  other  does.  To  tlio  vessel  ^irfuoh 
if  sama^  firoa  tke  shore,  it  ooty  appesra  tint  the  slKsre  also 
lecedes ;  ia  life  it  is  tndy  thvs.  He  who  retires  from  the 
vortd  aifl  find  Uaisetf,  in  reality,  deserted  as  fast,  if  not 
&sier.  hj  the  wotld.  Tlie  pnblick  is  not  to  be  treated  as 
the  eoseoBb  treats  his  mistress;  to  be  threatened  with  de- 
sertion, ia  order  to  inerease  fondness. 

Toang  seems  to  ha¥e  been  taken  at  his  word.  Notwitk- 
ftaadiag  his  fireqaent  eompfaunts  of  being  negleoted,  no 
hand  was  reached,  oat  to  pall  him  firom  that  retirement  of 
which  he  declared  himsetf  enamoured.  Alexander  assign- 
ed ao  palace  for  die  remdence  of  Diogenes,  who  boasted 
his  sarlr  satisfaction  with  his  tub. 

Of  the  domestick  manners  and  petty  habits  of  the  author 
of  the  Night  Tlwoghts,  I  hoped  to  h&Te  given  yon  an  ao- 
eoaat  firom  the  best  authority :  but  who  shall  dare  to  say, 
to-monow  I  will  be  wise  or  rirtuous,  or  to-morrow  I  will 
do  a  partieular  thing?  Upon  inquiring  for  his  housekeeper, 
I  learned  that  she  was  buried  two  days  before  I  reached 
the  town  of  her  abode. 

In  a  letter'  firom  Tschamer,  a  noble  foreigner,  to  conat 
Haller,  Tschamer  says,  he  has  lately  spent  four  days  with 
Young  at  Welwyn,  where  the  author  tastes  all  the  ease 
and  pleasure  mankind  can  desire.  ''Every  thing  about 
him  shows  the  man*  each  individual  being  placed  by  rule. 
All  is  neat  without  art.  He  is  very  pleasant  in  oonvena- 
tion,  and  extremely  polite.* 

This,  and  more,  may  possibly  be  true ;  but  Tscbamei's 
was  a  first  risit,  a  visit  of  curiosity  and  admiration,  and  a 
visit  wldch  the  author  expected. 

Of  Edward  Young,  an  anecdote  which  wanders  among 
readers  is  not  true,  that  he  was  Fielding's  Parson  Adams. 
The  original  of  that  famoas  painting  was  William  Young, 
who  was  a  clergyman.  He  supported  an  uncomfortable 
existence  by  translating  for  the  booksellers  from  Chreek  t 
and,  if  he  did  not  seem  to  be  hib  own  friend,  was,  at  leait. 
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BO  man's  enemy.  Yet  the  faeiKty  with  whidh  this  report 
has  gained  belief  in  the  worM  argues,  were  it  not  soAh 
ciently  known,  that  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts  bore 
some  resemblance  to  Adams. 

The  attention  which  Young  bestowed  upon  the  perusal 
of  books,  is  not  unworthy  imitation.  When  any  passage 
pleased  him»  he  appears  to  have  folded  down  the  leaf.  On 
these  passages  he  bestowed  a  second  reading.  But  the 
labours  of  man  are  too  frequently  Tain.  Before  he  return- 
ed to  much  of  what  he  had  once  approved,  he  died.  Many 
of  his  books,  which  I  have  seen,  are  by  those  notes  of  ap- 
probation so  swelled  beyond  their  real  bulk,  that  they  will 
hardly  shut 

What  thouf^  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  £ame ! 
Earth's  highest  station  ends  in.  Here  he  Ues  I 
And  dust  to  dust  concludes  her  noblest  song  ! 

The  author  of  these  lines  is  not  without  his  hicjacet. 

By  the  good  sense  of  his  son,  it  contains  none  of  that 
praise  which  no  marble  can  make  the  bad  or  the  foolish 
merit ;  which,  without  the  direction  of  a  stone  or  a  turf, 
will  find  its  way,  sooner  or  later,  to  the  deserving. 

M.  S. 

Optimi  parentis 

EnvABui  YouKO,  LL.D. 

hujus  ecclesitt  reet. 

£t  Elizabeths 

£edi*  prflBBob* 

Conjugis  ejus  amantissimK, 

pio  et  gratissimo  animo 

hoc  marmor  posuit 

F.  Y. 

FiUos  superates. 

Is  it  not  strange  that  the  author  of  the  Night  Thoughts 
has  inscribed  no  monument  to  the  memory  of  his  lamented 
wife  ?  Yet,  what  marble  will  endure  as  long  as  the  poems  I 

Such,  my  good  friend,  is  the  account  which  I  have  beeo 
able  to  coUect  of  the  great  Young.    That  it  may  be  long 
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he  htM  not,  I  tUnk,  been  onsiicoetsfal ;  be,  iiHleed»  fiivovr- 
ed  himflelfy  by  dioosing  those  parts  wbicb  most  easily  adwt 
the  ornaments  of  EngKsh  poetry. 

He  had  least  success  in  his  lyrick  attempts,  in  wUdi 
he  seems  to  have  been  onder  some  malignant  influence :  be 
is  always  labouring  to  be  great,  and  at  last  b  only  turgid. 

In  Us  Night  Thoughts  he  has  exhibited  a  Tery  wide 
display  of  original  poetry,  variegated  with  deep  refleotiona 
and  striking  allusions,  a  wilderness  of  thought,  in  which  the 
fertility  of  fancy  scatters  flowers  of  every  hue  and  of  every 
odour.  This  is  one  of  the  few  poems  in  which  blank  verse 
could  not  be  changed  for  rhyme  but  with  disadvantage. 
The  wild  diffusion  of  the  sentiments,  and  the  digressive 
sallies  of  imagination,  would  haye  been  compressed  and 
restrained  by  confinement  to  rhyme.  The  excelleBce  of 
this  work  is  not  exactness,  but  copiousness;  particular 
lines  are  not  to  be  regarded ;  the  power  is  in  the  whole ; 
and  in  the  whole  there  is  a  magnificence  like  that  ascribed 
to  Chinese  plantations,  the  magnificence  of  yast  extent 
and  endless  diversity. 

His  last  poem  was  Resignation ;  in  which  he  made,  as 
)ie  was  accustomed,  an  experiment  of  a  new  mode  of  writ- 
ing, and  succeeded  better  than  in  his  Ocean  or  his  Mer- 
chant. It  was  yery  falsely  represented  as  a  proof  of  decay* 
ing  fiM^uUies.  There  is  Young  in  every  stansm,  such  as  he 
often  was  in  his  highest  vigour. 

His  tragedies,  not  making  part  of  the  collection,  I  had 
forgotten,  till  Mr.  Steeyens  recalled  them  to  my  thoughts 
by  remarking,  that  he  seemed  to  haye  one  fayourite  catas- 
trophe, as  his  three  plays  all  concluded  with  lavish  suicide ; 
a  method  by  which,  as  Dryden  remarked,  a  poet  easily  rids 
his  scene  of  persons  whom  he  wants  not  to  keep  alive.  In 
Busiris  there  are  the  greatest  ebullitions  of  imagination: 
but  the  pride  of  Busiris  is  such  as  no  other  man  can  haye, 
and  the  whole  is  too  remote  from  known  life  to  raise  either 
grief,  terrour,  or  indignation.  The  Revenge  approaches 
much  nearer  to  human  practices  and  manners,  and,  there- 
fore, keeps  possession  ol*  the  stage :  the  first  design  seems 
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svggetted  by  Othello ;  frat  tlM»  refl^otiMis,  the  laoideDts, 
ud  the  diotioii»  are  origiftal.  The  noral  observtttieiifl  are 
fo  introduced,  and  so  exprOBsed*  as  to  have  all  the  novelty 
tfiat  can  be  required.  Of  the  Brothers  I  may  be  allowed 
to  say  nothing^,  since  nothing  was  ever  said  of  it  by  the 
pablick. 

It  most  be  allowed  of  Yonng's  poetry,  that  it  abounds 
in  thought,  but  without  much  accuracy  or  selection.  When 
he  lays  hold  of  an  illustration,  he  pursues  it  beyond  ex^ 
pectation,  sometimes  happily,  as  in  his  parallel  of  Quick* 
silver  with  Pleasure',  which  I  have  heard  repeated  with 
approbation  by  a  lady,  of  whose  praise  he  would  have  been 
justly  proud,  and  which  is  very  ingenious,  very  subtile,  and 
almost  exact :  but  sometimes  he  is  less  lucky,  as  when,  in 
his  Night  Thoughts,  having  it  dropped  into  his  mind,  that 
the  orbs  floating  in  space  might  be  called  the  cluster  of 
creation,  he  thinks  of  a  cluster  of  gprapes,  and  says,  that 
they  all  hang  on  the  great  vine,  drinking  the  **  nectareous 
juice  of  immortal  life." 

His  conceits  are  sometimes  yet  less  valuable.  In  the 
Last  Day  he  hopes  to  illustrate  the  reassembly  of  the 
atoms  that  compose  the  human  body  at  the  **  trump  of 
doom"  by  the  collection  of  bees  into  a  swarm  at  the  tinkling 
of  a  pan. 

The  prophet  says  of  Tyre,  that  ^*  her  merchants  are 
princes."    Young  says  of  Tyre,  in  his  Merchant, 

Her  merchants  princes^  and  each  deck  a  throne. 

Let  burlesque  try  to  go  beyond  him. 

He  has  the  trick  of  joining  the  turgid  and  familiar :  to 
bay  the  alliance  of  Britain,  "  Climes  were  paid  down." 
Antithesis  is  his  favonrite:  "They  for  kindness  hate ;"  and, 
**  because  she's  right,  she's  ever  in  the  wrong." 

His  versification  is  his  own:  neither  his  blank  nor  his 
rhyming  lines  have  any  resemblance  to  those  of  former 
writers ;  he  picks  up  no  hemistichs,  he  copies  no  favourite 

1  Sm  Mrs.  Piotti's  Anecdotes,  182. 
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expressions ;  he  seems  to  have  laid  ap  no  stores  of  tlioiu;lit 
or  diction,  bat  to  owe  all  to  the  fortnitoos  sn^^^estions  of  the 
present  moment.  Tet  I  have  reason  to  believe  that,  when 
once  he  had  formed  a  new  design,  he  then  laboured  it  with 
▼ery  patient  industry;  and  that  he  composed  with  great 
labonr  and  frequent  reyisions. 

His  Terses  are  formed  by  no  certain  model ;  he  is  no 
more  like  himself  in  his  different  productions  than  he  is 
like  others.  He  seems  never  to  have  studied  prosody, 
nor  to  have  had  any  direction  but  from  his  own  ear.  But, 
all  his  defects,  he  was  a  man  of  genius  and  a  poet 


MALLET. 

Op  David  Mallet/  having  no  written  memorial,  I  am  able 
to  g^ve  no  other  account  than  sach  as  is  supplied  by  the 
unauthorised  loquacity  of  common  fame,  and  a  very  slight 
personal  knowledge. 

He  was,  by  his  original,  one  of  the  Macgregors,  a  clan 
that  became,  about  sixty  years  ago,  under  the  conduct  of 
Robin  Boy,  so  formidable  and  so  infamous  for  violence 
and  robbery,  that  the  name  was  annulled  by  a  legal  aboli- 
tion; and  when  they  were  all  to  denominate  themselves 
anew,  the  father,  I  suppose,  of  this  author,  called  himself 
Malloch. 

David  Malloch  was,  by  the  penury  of  his  parents,  com- 
pelled to  be  janitor  of  the  high  school  at  Edinburgh ;  a 
mean  oflBce,  of  which  he  did  not  afterwards  delight  to  hear. 
But  he  surmounted  the  disadvantages  of  his  birth  and 
fortune ;  for,  when  the  duke  of  Montrose  applied  to  the 
college  of  Edinburgh  for  a  tutor  to  educate  his  sons,  Mal- 
loch was  recommended;  and  I  never  heard  that  he  dis- 
honoured his  credentials. 

When  his  pupils  were  sent  to  see  the  world,  they  were 
entrusted  to  his  care ;  and,  having  conducted  them  round 
the  common  circle  of  modbh  travek,  he  returned  with 
them  to  London,  where,  by  the  influence  of  the  family  in 
which  he  resided,  he  naturally  gained  admission  to  many 
persons  of  the  highest  rank,  and  the  highest  character;  to 
wits,  nobles,  and  statesmen. 

Of  his  works,  I  know  not  whether  I  can  trace  the  series* 
His  first  production  was  William  and  Margaret^ ;  of  which, 
though  it  contains  nothing  very  striking  or  difficult,  he  has 
been  envied  the  reputation ;  and  plagiarism  has  been  boldly 
charged,  but  never  proved. 

Not  long  afterwards  he  published  the  Excursion,  1728; 

^  Mallet*!  William  and  Margaret  was  printed  in  Aaron  Hilfa  Plain  Dealer, 
N«.  36,  July  24, 1724.  In  its  original  state  it  was  very  different  from  what  it 
is  in  the  last  edition  of  his  works.    Dr*  J* 
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a  desultory  and  oapriciotiB  view  of  such  scenes  of  nature 
as  his  fancy  led  him,  or  his  knowledge  enabled  him,  to 
describe.  It  is  not  devoid  of  poetical  spirit.  Many  of 
the  images  are  striking,  and  many  of  the  paragraphs  are 
elegant.  The  cast  of  diction  seems  to  be  copied  fiom 
Thomson,  whose  Seasons  were  then  in  their  fall  bfossom 
of  reputation.     He  has  Thomson's  beauties  and  his  firalts* 

His  poem  on' Verbal  Criticism,  1738^  was  writteo  to  pay 
court  to  Pope,  on  a  subject  which  he  either  did  not  under- 
stand, or  willingly  misrepresented ;  and  is  little  uMre  than 
an  improvement,  or  rather  expansion,  of  a  fragment  which 
Pope  printed  in  a  Miscellany  long  before  he  engrafted  it 
into  a  regular  poem.  There  is  in  this  piece  more  pertneai 
than  wit,  and  more  confidence  than  knowledge.  The  ver* 
sification  is  tolerable,  nor  can  criticism  allow  it  a  higher 
praise. 

His  first  tragedy  was  Eurydice,  acted  at  Dniry4ane  in 
1731 ;  of  which  I  know  not  the  reception  nor  the  merit, 
but  have  heard  it  mentioned  as  a  mean  performance.  He 
was  not  then  too  high  to  accept  a  prologue  and  epilogtte 
from  Aaron  Hill,  neither  of  which  can  be  mu<^  com- 
mended. 

Having  cleared  his  tongue  from  his  natire  proonciation 
BO  as  to  be  no  longer  distinguished  as  a  Scot,  he  seems  in- 
clined to  disencumber  himself  from  all  adherenoes  of  Us 
original,  and  took  upon  him  to  change  Us  name  from  Scotch 
Mattock  to  English  Mallei,  without  any  imaginable  reasott 
of  preference  which  the  eye  or  ear  can  discover.  What 
other  proofs  he  gave  of  disrespect  to  his  native  country,  I 
know  not ;  but  it  was  remarked  of  him,  that  he  was  the 
only  Soot,  whom  Scotchmen  did  not  comrnend. 

About  this  time  Pope,  whom  he  visited  famSiarly,  pub* 
lished  his  Essay  on  Man,  but  concealed  the  author;  and, 
when  Mallet  entered  one  day,  Pope  asked  him  riigktiy, 
what  there  was  new.  Mallet  toid  him,  that  the  newest 
piece  was  something  called  an  Essay  on  Man,  which  he  had 
inspected  idly,  and  seeing  the  utter  inability  of  the  author, 
who  had  neither  skill  in  writing  nor  knowledge  of  the  sub* 
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ject,  had  tossed  it  away.    Pope,  to  punish  his  self-conceit, 
told  him  the  secret  ^ 

A  new  edition  of  the  works  of  Bacon  being  prepared, 
1750,  for  the  press,  Mallet  was  employed  to  prefix  a  life, 
which  he  has  written  with  elegance,  perhaps  with  some  af- 
fectation ;  but  with  so  much  more  knowledge  of  history 
■than  of  science,  that,  when  he  afterwards  undertook  the 
life  of  Marlborough,  Warburton  remarked,  that  he  might, 
perhaps,  forget  that  Marlborough  was  a  general,  as  he  had 
forgotten  that  Bacon  was  a  philosopher. 
'  When  the  prince  of  Wales  was  driven  from  the  palace, 
and,  setting  himself  at  the  head  of  the  opposition,  kept  a 
separate  court,  he  endeavoured  to  increase  his  popularity 
by  the  patronage  of  literature,  and  made  Mallet  his  under- 
secretary, with  a  salary  of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year: 
Thomson,  likewise,  had  a  pension ;  and  they  were  asso- 
ciated in  the  composition  of  the  Mask  of  Alfred,  which, 
in  its  original  state,  was  played  at  Cliefden  in  1740 ;  it  was 
afterwards  almost  wholly  changed  by  Mallet,  and  brought 
upon  the  stage  at  Drury-lane  in  1751,  but  with  no  great 
success. 

Mallet,  in  a  familiar  conversation  with  Grarrick,  dis- 
coursing of  the  diligence  which  he  was  then  exerting  upon 
the  life  of  Marlborough,  let  him  know,  that  in  the  series,  of 
great  men  quickly  to  be  exhibited,  he  should  find  a  nkihe 
for  the  hero  of  the  theatre.  Garrick  professed  to  wonder 
by  what  artifice  he  could  be  introduced:  but  Mallet  let 
him  know,  that,  by  a  dexterous  anticipation,  he  should 
fix  him  in  a  conspicuous  place.  "  Mr.  Mallet,''  says  Gar- 
rick, in  his  gratitude  of  exultation,  "  have  you  left  off  to 
write  for  the  stage  T  Mallet  then  confessed  that  he  had  a 
drama  in  his  hands.  Garrick  promised  to  act  it ;  and  Al- 
fred was  produced. 

The'  long  retardation  of  the  life  of  the  duke  of  Marl- 
borough shows,  with  strong  conviction,  how  little  confi- 
dence can  be  placed  in  posthumous  renown.     When  he 

'  Ste  note  on  ibis  pasuge  of  Pope's  life  in  the  present  edition. 

VOL.  VIII.  ^  H  h 
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died»  it  Was  soon  determiDed  that  fats  atdry  should  be  de- 
livered to  posterity ;  and  the  papers,  supposed  to  contain 
the  necessary  information,  were  delivered  to  lord  Moles- 
worth,  who  had  been  his  favourite  in  Flanders.  When 
Molesworth  died  the  same  papers  were  transferred,  with 
the  same  design,  to  sir  Richard  Steele,  who,  in  some  of  his 
exigencies,  put  them  in  pawn.  They  then  remained  with 
the  old  dutchess,  who,  in  her  will,  assigned  the  task  to 
Glover  and  Mallet,  with  a  reward  of  a  thousand  pounds, 
and  a  prohibition  to  insert  any  verses.  Glover  rejected,  I 
9uppose,  with  disdain,  the  legacy, 'and  devolved  the  whol# 
work  upon  Mallet ;  who  had  from  the  late  duke  of  Marl- 
borough a  pension  to  promote  his  industry,  and  who  talked 
of  the  discoveries  which  he  had  made ;  but  left  not,  when 
he  died,  any  historical  labours  behind  him. 

While  he  was  in  the  princess  service  he  published 
Mqstapba,  with  a  prologue  by  Thomson,  not  nwan,  but 
far  inferiour  to  that  which  he  bad  received  from  Mallet,  for 
Agamemnon.  The  epilogue,  said  to  be  written  by  a  friend* 
was  composed  in  haste  by  Mallet,  in  the  place  of  one  pro- 
mised, which  was  never  given.  This  tragedy  was  dedi- 
cated to  the  prince  his  master.  It  was  acted  at  Drury- 
lane,  in  1739,  and  was  well  received,  but  was  nerer  re» 
Tived. 

In  1740,  he  produced^  as  has  been  already  mentioned, 
the  Mask  of  Alfred,  in  conjunction  with  Thomson. 

For  some  time  afterwards  be  lay  at  rest.  After  a  long 
interval,  his  next  work  was  Amyntor  and  Theodora,  1747, 
a  long  story  in  blank  verse  ;  in  which  it  cannot  be  denied 
that  there  is  ec^iousness  and  elegance  of  language,  Tigoar 
of  sentiment,  and  imagery  well  adapted  to  take  possession 
of  the  faucy.  But  it  is  blank  verse.  This  he  sold  to  Yail* 
lant  for  one  hundred  and  twenty  pounds.  The  first  sale 
was  not  great,  and  it  is  now  k>st  in  forgetfniness. 

Mallet,  by  address  or  aceident,  perhaps  by  his  depend* 
ance  on  the  prince,  found  bis  way  to  Bolingbroke ;  a  umuei 
whose  pride  and  petulance  made  his  kindness  difficult  to 
gain,  or  keep,  and  wbem  Mallet  was  content  to  court  by 
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an  act,  wfaiofa,  I  lio[ley  was  unwillingly  performed.  Wken 
it  was  fonnd  that  Pope  had  clandestinely  printed  an  it»- 
anfhorised  Domber  of  the  pamphlet  called  the  Patriot 
King*,  Bdingbroke,  in  a  fit  of  useless  fury,  resolved  to  blast 
his  memory,  and  employed  Mallet,  1749,  as  the  execu- 
tioner of  his  rengeaace.  Mallet  had  not  virtue,  or  had  not 
Spirit,  to  refuse  the  office ;  and  was  rewarded,  not  h>i^ 
after,  with  the  legacy  of  lord  Bolingbroke's  works. 

Many  of  the  political  pieces  had  been  written  during 
the  opposition  to  Walpole,  and  given  to  Franklin,  as  he 
supposed,  in  perpetuity.  These,  among  the  rest,  were 
claimed  by  the  will.  The  question  was  referred  to  arbi- 
trators ;  but  when  they  decided  against  Mallet,  he  refused 
to  yield  to  the  award ;  and,  by  the  help  of  Millar  the  book- 
seller, published  idl  that  he  could  find,  but  with  sncoess 
very  mack  below  his  expectation. 

In  1755,  his  Mask  of  Britannia  was  acted  at  Dmry- 
lane  ;  and  his  tragedy  of  Elvira  in  1763 ;  in.  which  year 
he  was  appointed  keeper  of  the  book  of  entries  for  ships 
in  the  port  of  London. 

In  the  beginning,  of  the  last  war,  when  the  nation  was 
exasperated  by  ill  success,  he  was  employed  to  turn  the 
publick  vengeance  upon  Byng,  and  wrote  a  letter  of  accu- 
sation under  the  character  of  a  Plain  Man.  The  paper 
was,  with  great  industry,  circulated  and  dispersed;  and  he, 
for  his  seasonable  intervention,  had  a  considerable  pension 
bestowed  upon  him,  which  he  retained  to  his  death. 

Towards  the  end  of  his  life  he  went  with  his  wife  to 
France  ;  but  after  awhile,  finding  his  health  declining,  he 
returned  alone  to  England,  and  died  in  April,  1765. 

He  was  twice  married,  and  by  his  first  wife  had  several 
children.  One  daughter,  who  married  an  Italian  of  rank, 
named  Cilesia,  wrote  a  tragedy  called  Almida,  which  was 
acted  at  Drury-lane.  His  second  wife  was  the  daughter 
of  a  nobleman's  steward,  who  had  a  considerable  fortune, 
which  she  took  care  to  retain  in  her  own  hands. 

His  stature  was  diminutive,  but  he  was  regularly  formed ; 

Hh2 
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his  appearance,  till  he  grew  corpalent,  was  agpreeable,  and 
he  suffered  it  to  want  no  recommendation  that  dress  could 
give  it.  His  conversation  was  elegant  and  easy.  The 
rest  of  his  character  may,  without  injury  to  his  memory, 
sink  into  silence. 

As  a  writer  he  cannot  be  placed  in  any  high  class.  There 
is  no  species  of  composition  in  which  he  was  eminent. 
His  dramas  had  their  day,  a  short  day,  and  are  forgotten  : 
his  blank  verse  seems,  to  my  ear,  the  echo  of  Thomson. 
His  Life  of  Bacon  is  known,  as  it  is  appended  to  Bacon's 
volumes,  but  is  no  longer  mentioned.  His  works  are 
such  as  a  writer,  bustling  in  the  world,  showing  himself  in 
publick,  and  emerging  occasionally,  from  time  to  time,  into 
notice,  might  keep  alive  by  his  personal  influence;  but 
which,  conveying  little  information,  and  giving  no  great 
pleasure,  must  soon  give  way,  as  the  succession  of  things 
produces  new  topicks  of  conversation  and  other  modes  of 
amusement. 


A  K  E  N  S  I  D  E. 

« 

Mabk  Akbnside  was  bora  on  the  9th  of  November, 
1721,  at  Newcastle-upon-Tyne.  His  father,  Mark,  was  a 
butcher,  of  the  presbyteriau  sect ;  his  mother's  name  was 
Mary  Lumsden.  He  received  the  first  part  of  his  edu- 
cation at  the  grammar-school  of  Newcastle ;  and  was 
afterwards  instructed  by  Mr.  Wilson,  who  kept  a  private 
academy. 

At  the  age  of  eighteen  he  was  sent  to  Edinburgh,  that 
he  might  qualify  himself  for  the  office  of  a  dissenting  mi- 
nister, and  received  some  assistance  from  the  fund  which 
the  dissenters  employ  in  educating  young  men  of  scanty 
fortune.  But  a  wider  view  of  the  world  opened  other 
scenes,  and  prompted  other  hopes;  he  determined  to  study 
physick,  and  repaid  that  contribution,  which,  being  re- 
ceived for  a.  different  purpose,  he  justly  thought  it  dis- 
honourable to  retain. 

Whether,  when  he  resolved  not  to  be  a  dissenting  mi- 
nister, he  ceased  to  be  a  dissenter,  I  know  not.  He 
certainly  retained  an  unnecessary  and  outrageous  zeal  for 
what  he  called,  and  thought,  liberty ;  a  zeal  which  some- 
times disguises  from  the  world,  and  not  rarely  from  the 
mind  which  it  possesses,  an  envious  desire  of  plundering 
wealth  or  degrading  greatness ;  and  of  which  the  imme- 
diate tendency  is  innovation  and  anarchy,  an  impetuous 
eagerness  to  subvert  and  confound,  with  very  little  care 
what  shall  be  established. 

Akenside  was  one  of  those  poets  who  have  felt  very 
early  the  motions  of  genius,  and  one  of  those  students  who 
have  very  early  stored  their  memories  with  sentiments  and 
images.  Many  of  his  performances  were  produced  in  his 
youth;  and  his  greatest  work,  the  Pleasures  of  Imagina- 
tion, appeared  in  1744.  I  have  heard  Dodsley,  by  whom 
it  was  published,  relate,  that  when  the  copy  was  offered 
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him,  die  price  demanded  for  it,  wUch  was  a  hundred  and 
twenty  pounds,  being  snch  as  he  was  not  inclined  to  gi? e 
precipitately,  he  carried  the  work  to  Pope,  who,  hariqg 
looked  into  it,  adrised  him  not  to  make  a  ni{^;ardly  oflR^ ; 
for  "  this  was  no  eyery-day  writer." 

In  1741  he  went  to  Leyden,  in  parsait  of  medical  know- 
ledge ;  and  three  years  afterwards.  May  16, 1744,  became 
doctor  of  physick,  haying,  according  to  the  custom  of  the 
Dutch  universities,  published  a  thesis  or  dissertation. 
He  subject  which  he  chose  was  the  Original  and  Growth 
of  the  Human  Foetus ;  in  which  he  is  said  to  have  depart- 
ed, with  great  judgment,  from  the  opinion  then  established, 
and  to  have  delivered  that  which  has  been  since  confirmed 
and  received. 

Akenside  was  a  young  man,  warm  with  every  notion  that 
by  nature  or  accident  had  been  connected  with  the  sound 
of  liberty,  and,  by  an  eccentricity  which  such  dispositions 
do  not  easily  avoid,  a  lover  of  contradiction,  and  no  friend 
to  any  thing  established.  He  adopted  Shaftesbury's  foolish 
assertion  of  the  efficacy  of  ridicule  for  the  discovery  of  truth. 
For  this  he  was  attacked  by  Warburton,  and  defended  by 
Dyson:  Warburton  afterwards  reprinted  his  remarks  at 
the  end  of  his  dedication  to  the  Freethinkers. 

The  result  of  all  the  arguments,  which  have  been  pro- 
duced in  a  long  and  eager  discussion  of  this  idle  question, 
may  easily  be  collected.  If  ridicule  be  applied  to  any 
position,  as  the  test  of  truth,  it  will  then  become  a  question 
whether  such  ridicule  be  just ;  and  this  can  only  be  decided 
by  the  application  of  truth,  as  the  test  of  ridicule.  Two 
men,  fearing,  one  a  real  and  the  other  a  fancied  danger, 
will  be  for  awhile  equally  exposed  to  the  inevitable  conse- 
quences of  cowardice,  contemptuous  censure,  and  ludicrous 
representation ;  and  the  true  state  of  both  cases  must  be 
known,  before  it  can  be  decided  whose  terrour  is  rational, 
and  whose  is  ridiculous ;  who  is  to  be  pitied,  and  who  to  be 
despised.  Both  are  for  awhile  equally  exposed  to  laughter, 
bttt  both  are  not,  therefore,  equally  contemptible. 

In  the  revisal  of  his  poem,  though  he  died  before  he  had 
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finished  it,  he  omitted  the  lines  which  had  given  occasion 
to  Warburton's  objections* 

He  ptiblisbedy  soon  after  his  return  from  Leyden,  1745, 
his  first  coUeotion  of  odes ;  and  was  impelled,  by  his  mge 
of  patriotism,  to  write  avery  acrimontons  epistle  to  Puheiiey, 
whom  he  stigmatizes^  under  the  name  of  Curio,  as  the  be- 
trayer of  his  country. 

Being  now  to  live  by  his  profession,  he  first  commenoed 
physician  at  Northampton,  where  Dr«  Stonehouse  then 
practised  with  such  reputation  and  success,  that  a  stranger 
was  not  likdy  to  gain  ground  upon  him.  Akenstde  tried 
the  contest  awhile;  and,  hajing  deafened  the  place  with 
clamours  for  liberty,  removed  to  Hampstead,  where  he  re- 
sided more  than  two  years,  and  then  fixed  himself  in  Lon- 
don, the  proper  place  fcir  a  man  of  accomplishments  like  bb. 

At  London  he  was  known  as  a  poet,  but  was  still  to  make 
his  way  as  a  physician;  and  would,  perhaps,  have  been  ra- 
dnced  to  great  exigencies,  but  that  Mr.  Dyson,  with  an 
ardour  of  firiendship  that  has  not  many  examples,  allowed 
him  three  hundred  pounds  a  year.  Thus  supported,  he 
advanced  gradually  in  medical  reputation,  but  never  at- 
tained any  great  extent  of  practice,  or  eminence  of  popu- 
larity. A  physician  in  a  great  city  seems  to  be  the  mere 
plaything  of  fortune ;  his  degree  of  reputation  is,  for  the 
most  part,  totally  casual ;  they  that  employ  him  know  not 
his  excellence;  they  that  reject  him  know  not  his  deficience. 
By  any  acute  observer,  who  had  looked  on  the  transactions 
of  the  medical  world  for  half  a  century,  a  very  curious 
book  might  be  written  on  the  Fortune  of  Physicians™. 

Akenside  appears  «aot  to  have  been  wanting  to  his  own 
success:  he  placed  himself  in  view  by  all  the  common 

m  JohiMon  entertamed  a  very  high  idea  of  the  varied  leaimog  and  science 
neoesiarily  connected  with  the  character  of  an  accomplished  physician,  and 
often  affirmed  of  the  physicians  of  this  island,  that "  they  did  more  good  to 
mankind  withont  a  prospect  of  reward,  than  any  profession  of  men  whatever." 
His  friendship  for  Dr.  Bathurst,  and  the  most  eminent  men  in  the  medicii  line  of 
his  day,  is  well  known.  See  an  epistle  to  Dr.  Percival,  developing  the  wide 
irid  of  knowledge  over  which  a  physician  should  expatiate,  prefixed  to  Obser- 
vations on  the  litetature  of  the  Primitive  Christian  Writers.    Ed. 


1  i^zr^  ti  CimartizE^:  «ii  was  adihtrd  into 
r  .irrs^  if  P^TTiiriuB*  -  ll^  wrste  [hde  poetry,  bat  pub- 
-L  T*»n  iiap  "D  iflBf.  iit^iitTji  «9B^ys  and  obseiratioiis; 
jr^  >— met*  :fi-<it:«<a  n  ^TSiwiir*  kospctil;  he  read  the 
•riii^  'T!.^  e-'-ur*^  jt  aBiCij07 1  b<it  becia  to  give,  fiir  the 
■r-^'UHi-di  t"  'Tr*.  A  ij?n;r-i  ;c  ne  r^TTrai  of  leanuBg',  frmn 
vmcn  itf  fi)«in  it^;^o&cE«i:  ariiL  in  eraTcmtioB,  he  very 
^SAiTHTv  3ir:^t  iiiii:?iKf  3xru  aucire  St  aa  aaibitioas  osteata- 
lua  if -*-«*-.raB^  -inti  inrnrare- 

EI^  Ztscran^  m  ^atf  IV^enfierT,  17SI,  vas  considered  as 
1  "^77  rtiii29Hruit]»  fctfcimeift  at  Li&tiBitT,  vhich  eatitied 
iim  12  Htf  cune  AMirii  if  p«ji»^  iMwing  the  scholars  as  he 
•aw-ai"!  itHtir?  jmuoe^  3ie  wits  z  aad  he  wgfat,  perhaps, 
JUTf  TTSGi  oj  A  r^'^c«r  c«'ft!T^iiua  otf*  chancier,  bat  that  his 
^xatm^wHTK  'SDOiid  viCL Sift Iiie, hi  a patnd fever,  Jone 23» 
UT'K  n  "IK  5;rrr-Biadi  v«ar  cf  as  a^e  \ 

JLAifsssiie  2  3j  W  cuoaaiered  as  a  didactick  aod  lyrick 
putfc  R.H  ZT^aic  vark  is  ae  Pleasares  of  Xauiginatioo ;  a 
aertTjcauain^  v^ft^  poJtiifccd  as  it  was,  at  the  age  of 
cwmcT-^aree.  laaafd  experatfioas  that  were  not  very  amplj 
sftO^KiL  It  SiB  wmi>:QbcBdlj  a  jast  claiB  to  very  partica- 
iur  aucce.  as  as  csaaipie  of  srrat  leiicitT  of  genias,  aad 
wmcumaum  aaipilcnie  of  ac<|ssisitioos,  of  a  yonog  mind 
iOic^  wirft  iBKiz^Sw  awi  aiach  exercised  in  combining  aod 


t^  pa:I-ji«cp<iical  or  religious  tenets  of  the  author, 
I  kire  a»?cit3i^  u>  do ;  mj  bosiness  b  with  Us  poetry.  The 
sab;<Yt  is  weU  chixen,  as  it  iacladcs  aU  images  that  can 
striiLe  or  pie J:»e,  aad  thas  comprises  every  species  of  poeti- 
cal detxfht.  The  oolv  difficoltv  is  in  the  choice  of  exam- 
pies  and  iHostratioos;  aad  it  is  not  easy,  in  snch  exuberance 
of  matter,  to  find  the  middle  point  between  penury  and 
satiety.  The  parts  seem  artificiaDy  disposed,  with  sufficient 
coherence,  so  as  that  the?  cannot  change  their  places  with- 
out injury  to  the  general  design. 


■  A  most  cvnovs  umI  onginaJ  chaiacter  of  Akenside  is  ghrcn  by  GeoffC 
Haniiii[g«,  m  voJ.  rm.  of  XkboU's  Literary  Anecdotes.    £i». 


^•^ 
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His  images  are  displayed  with  such  laxoriance  of  expres- 
sion, that  they  are  bidden,  like  Butler's  Moon,  by  a  **  veil 
of  light  ;*'  they  are  forms  fantastically  lost  under  superfluity 
of  dress.  ''  Pars  minima  est  ipsa  puella  sui."  The  words 
are  multiplied  till  the  sense  is  hardly  perceived ;  attention 
deserts  the  miud,  and  settles  in  the  ear.  The  reader  wan- 
ders through  the  gay  diffusion,  sometimes  amazed,  and 
sometimes  delighted;  but,  after  many  turnings  in  the 
fk>wery  labyrinth,  comes  out  as  he  went  in.  He  remarked 
little,  and  laid  hold  on  nothing. 

To  his  versification,  justice  requires  that  praise  should 
not  be  denied.  In  the  general  fabrication  of  bis  lines  he 
is,  perhaps,  superiour  to  any  other  writer  of  blank  verse : 
his  flow  is  smooth,  and  his  pauses  are  musical;  but  the 
concatenation  of  his  verses  is  commonly  too  long  conti- 
nued, and  the  full  close  does  not  recur  with  sufficient  fre- 
quency. The  sense  is  carried  on  through  a  long  inter- 
texture  of  complicated  clauses,  and,  as  nothing  is  distin- 
guished, nothing  is  remembered. 

The  exemption  which  blank  verse  affords  from  the  ne- 
cessity of  closing  the  sense  with  the  couplet,  betrays  luxu- 
riant and  active  minds  into  such  self-indulgence,  that  they 
pile  image  upon  image,  ornament  upon  ornament,  and  are 
not  easily  persuaded  to  close  the  sense  at  all.  Blank 
verse  will,  therefore,  I  fear,  be  too  often  found  in  descrip- 
tion exuberant,  in  argument  loquacious,  and  in  narration 
tiresome. 

His  diction  is  certainly  poetical  as  it  is  not  prosaick,  and 
elegant  as  it  is  not  vulgar.  He  is  to  be  commended  as 
having  fewer  artifices  of  disgust  than'  most  pf  his  brethren 
of  the  blank  song.  He  rarely  either  recalls  old  phrases, 
or  twists  his  metre  into  harsh  inversions.  The  sense, 
however,  of  hia  words  is  strained,  when  *'  he  views  the 
Ganges  from  Alpine  heights ;"  that  is,  from  mountains  like 
the  Alps :  and  the  pedant  surely  intrudes,  (but  when 
was  blank  verse  without  pedantry?)  when  he  tells  how 
"  planets  absolve  the  stated  round  of  time.'' 

It  is  generally  known  to  the  readers  of  poetry  that  he 
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iiitttided  to  revise  &aA  angmeDt  this  work»  bat  died  before 
he  had  completed  his  design.  The  reformed  work  as  he 
left  it^  and  the  additions  which  he  had  made,  are  very  pro- 
perly retained  in  the  late  collection.  He  seems  to  have 
somewhat  contracted  his  diffusion ;  but  I  know  not  whether 
he  has  gained  in  closeness  what  he  has  lost  in  splendour. 
In  the  additional  book,  the  Tale  of  Solon  is  too  long. 

One  great  defect  of  his  poem  is  very  properly  censured 
by  Mr.  Walker,  unless  it  may  be  said,  in  his  defence,  that 
what  he  has  omitted  was  not  properly  in  his  plan.  ''  His 
picture  of  man  is  grand  and  beautiful,  but  unfinished. 
The  immortality  of  the  soul,  which  is  the  natural  conse- 
quence of  the  appetites  and  powers  she  is  invested  with,  is 
scarcely  once  hinted  throughout  the  poem.  This  defici* 
ency  is  amply  supplied  by  the  masterly  pencil  of  Dr. 
Young;  who,  like  a  good  philosopher,  has  invincibly 
proved  the  immortality  of  man,  from  the  grandeur  of  his 
conceptions,  and  the  meanness  and  misery  of  his  state ;  for 
this  reason,  a  few  passages  are  selected  from  the  Night 
Thoughts,  which,  with  those  from  Akenside,  seem  to  form 
a  complete  view  of  the  powers,  situation,  and  end  of  man." 
Exercises  for  Improvement  in  Elocution,  p.  66. 

His  other  poems  are  now  to  be  considered ;  but  a  short 
coBsideration  will  despatch  them.  It  is  not  easy  to  guess 
why  he  addicted  himself  so  diligently  to  lyrick  poetry, 
having  neither  the  ease  and  airiness  of  the  lighter,  nor  the 
vehemence  and  elevation  of  the  grander  ode.  When  he 
lays  his  ill-fated  hand  upon  his  harp,  his  former  powers 
seem  to  desert  him ;  he  has  no  longer  his  luxuriance  of  ex* 
pression,  nor  variety  of  images.  His  thoughts  are  co\d, 
and  Us  words  inelegant.  Yet  such  was  his  love  of  lyrioks, 
that,  having  written,  with  gpreat  vigour  and  poignancy,  his 
Epistle  to  Curio,  he  transformed  it  afterwurds  into  an  ode 
disg^raceful  only  to  its  author. 

Of  his  odes  nothing  favourable  can  be  said ;  the  senti- 
ments ccMnmonly  want  force,  nature,  or  novelty;  the  dic- 
tion is  sometimes  harsh  and  uncouth,  the  stanzas  ill-eon- 
struGled  .and  unpleasant,  and  the  rhymes  dissonant,  or 
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unskilfttUy  diqioaedy  too  dbtant  from  each  other,  or  ar« 
ranged  with  too  little  regard  to  established  use,  and»  there- 
fore,  perplexing  to  the  ear,  which,  in  a  short  composition, 
has  not  time  to  grow  familiar  with  an  innovation. 

To  examine  saoh  dompositions  singly  cannot  be  required ; 
they  haye,  doubtless,  brighter  and  darker  parts ;  bat,  when 
they  are  once  found  to  be  generally  dull,  all  further  labour 
may  be  spared :  for  to  what  use  can  the  work  be  criticised 
that  will  not  be  read  ? 


GRAY. 

Thomas  Gray,  the  son  of  Mr.  Philip  Gray,  a  scrivener 
of  London,  was  born  in  Cornbill,  November  26,  1716. 
His  grammatical  education  he  received  at  £ton,  under  the 
care  of  Mr.  Antrobus,  his  mother's  brother,  then  assistant 
to  Dr.  George ;  and  when  he  left  school,  in  1734,  entered 
a  pensioner  at  Peterhouse,  in  Cambridge. 

The  transition  from  the  school  to  the  college  is,  to  most 
young  scholars,  the  time  from  which  they  date  their  years 
of  manhood,  liberty,  and  happiness ;  but  Gray  seems  to 
have  been  very  little  delighted  with  academical  gratifi- 
cations ;  he  liked  at  Cambridge  neither  the  mode  of  life 
nor  the  fashion  of  study,  and  lived  sullenly  on  to  the  time 
when  his  attendance  on  lectures  was  no  longer  required. 
As  he  intended  to  profess  the  common  law,  he  took  no 
degree. 

When  he  had  been  at  Cambridge  about  five  years,  Mr* 
Horace  Walpole,  whose  friendship  he  had  gained  at  Eton, 
invited  him  to  travel  with  him  as  his  companion.  They 
wandered  through  France  into  Italy ;  and  Gray*s  letters 
contain  a  very  pleasing  account  of  many  parts  of  their 
journey.  But  unequal  friendships  are  easily  dissolved : 
at  Florence  they  quarrelled  and  parted ;  and  Mr.  Walpole 
is  now  content  to  have  it  told  that  it  was  by  his  fault  If 
we  look,  however,  without  prejudice  on  the  world,  we  shall 
find  that  men,  whose  consciousness  of  their  own  merit  sets 
them  above  the  compliances  of  servility,  are  apt  enough, 
in  their  association  with  superiours,  to  watch  their  own  dig- 
nity with  troublesome  and  punctilious  jealousy,  and  in  the 
fervour  of  independence  to  exact  that  attention  which  they 
refuse  to  pay.  Part  they  did,  whatever  was  the  quarrel ; 
and  the  rest  of  their  travels  was,  doubtiess,  more  unpleasant 
to  them  both.  Gray  continued  his  journey  in  a  manner 
suitable  to  his  own  little  fortune,  with  only  an  occasional 
servant. 
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He  returned  to  England  in  September,  1741,  and  in 
about  two  months  afterwards  buried  his  father,  who  had, 
by  an  injudicious  waste  of  money  upon  a  new  house,  so 
much  lessened  his  fortune,  that  Gray  thought  himself  too 
poor  to  study  the  law.  He,  therefore,  retired  to  Cam- 
bridge, where  he  soon  after  became  bachelor  of  civil  law ; 
and  where,  without  liking  the  place  or  its  inhabitants,  or 
professing  to  like  them,  he  passed,  except  a  short  resi- 
dence at  London,  the  rest  of  his  life. 

About  this  time  he  was  deprived  of  Mr.  West,  the  son 
of  a  chancellor  of  Ireland,  a  friend  on  whom  he  appears  to 
have  set  a  high  •value,  and  who  deserved  his  esteem  by 
the  powers  which  he  shows  in  his  letters,  and  in  the  Ode  to 
May,  which  Mr.  Mason  has  preserved,  as  well  as  by  the 
sincerity  with  which,  when  Gray  sent  him  part  of  Agrippina, 
a  tragedy  that  he  had  just  begun,  he  gave  an  opinion  which 
probably  intercepted  the  progress  of  the  work,  and  which 
the  judgment  of  every  reader  will  confirm.  It  was  cer- 
tainly no  loss  to  the  English  stage  that  Agrippina  was 
never  finished. 

In  this  year,  1742,  Gray  seems  first  to  have  applied 
himself  seriously  to  poetry;  for  in  this  year  were  pro- 
duced the  Ode  to  Spring,  his  Prospect  of  Eton,  and  his 
Ode  to  Adversity.  He  began  likewise  a  Latin  poem, 
De  Principiis  Cogitandi. 

It  may  be  collected  from  the  narrative  of  Mr.  Mason, 
that  his  first  ambition  was  to  have  excelled  in  Latin  poetry : 
perhaps  it  were  reasonable  to  wish  that  he  had  prosecuted 
his  design;  for,  though  there  is  at  present  some  embar^ 
rassment  in  his  phrase,  and  some  harshness  in  his  lyrick . 
numbers,  his  copiousness  of  language  is  such  as  very  few 
possess ;  and  his  lines,  even  when  imperfect,  discover  a 
writer  whom  practice  would  quickly  have  made  skilful. 

He  now  lived  on  at  Peterhouse,  very  little  solicitous 
what  others  did  or  thought,  and  cultivated  his  mind. and 
enlarged  his  views  without  any  other  purpose  than  of 
improving  and  amusing  himself;  when  Mr.  Mason,  being 
elected  fellow  of  Pembroke  ball,  brought  him  a  companion 
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wlw  was  afterwarda  to  be  kis  adilor»  and  whoae  foadttess 
and  fideKtj  has  kindled  ni  hm  a  seal  af  admiiatioo,  whidi 
caaaot  be  reaaonabl j  expected  from  tbe  aeatraiitj  of  a 
stranger,  and  the  coldness  of  a  critick. 

In  this  retirement  he  wrote,  1747,  an  ode  on  die  Desth 
of  Mr.  Walpole*s  Cat;  and  the  year  afterwards  aAtenpted 
a  poem,  of  more  importanee,  on  Government  and  fih- 
eation,  oi  which  the  fragments  wkiek  remaai  have  assy 
excellent  lines* 

His  next  prodactk>n»  17SB,  was  his  far-fiuned  Blegr  in 
the  Ch«ffck-yard,  whkb,  finding  its  way  into  a  magaaiiie, 
first,  I  beliere,  made  him  known  to  the  poblick. 

An  int itation  from  lady  Cobkam»  aboot  this  time,  gate 
occasion  to  an  odd  composition  called  a  Long  Stosy,  which 
adds  little  to  Gray's  character* 

Several  of  his  pieces  wete  pwblished,  1753,  with  diwigoi 
by  Mr.  Bentley ;  and,  that  they  might  in  smne  fona  or 
other  make  a  hook,  only  one  side  of  each  leaf  waa  printed 
I  believe  the  poems  and  the  plates  reeommanded  each  othc 
so  well,  that  the  whole  impression  was  soon  bonght.  TUi 
year  he  lost  his  mother. 

Some  time  aft»wards,  1756^  aene  yoang*  men  of  the 
coilega,  whose  chambers  were  near  hb,  diverted  tbeah 
selves  with  distnrbuig  him  by  freqaent  and  tnonblessaM 
noises,  and,  as  is  said,  by  pranks  yet  more  ofeDare 
and  GonlemptaouB.  This  insolence,  having  endarsd  it  a- 
while,  be  represented  to  the  govemonrs  of  tiie  society, 
among  whom,  perhaps,  he  had  no  friends ;  and,  finding  hb 
complaint  little  regarded,  renM?ed  ktmself  to  Pembroke 
hall. 

In  1757  he  published  the  Progress  erf*  Poetry,  sad  the 
Bard,  two  compositions  at  which  the  readen  of  poctiy 
were  at  first  content  to  gaze  in  mote  amaaement.  Some 
that  tried  them  confessed  thm  iaabiKty  to  nnderBftand 
Uiem,  though  Warbnrton  sasd  that  they  were  nnderstoad 
as  well  as  the  works  of  Milton  and  Shakespeare,  whidi  it  is 
the  fkshion  to  admire.  Garrick  wrote  a  few  lines  ia  Ihair 
praise.     Some  hardy  champions  undertook  to  rescue 
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fzom  neglect ;  and,  in  a  abort  time,  many  were  content  to 
be  abown  beauties  wbicb  they  could  not  see. 

Gray's  reputation  was  now  so  bigb,  that,  after  the  death 
of  Gibber,  be  had  the  honour  of  refusing  the  laurel,  which 
was  then  bestowed  on  Mr.  Whitehead. 

His  curiosity,  not  long  after,  drew  him  away  from  Cam- 
bridge to  a  lodging  near  the  Museum,  where  he  resided 
near  three  years,  reading  and  transcribing ;  and,  so  far  as 
can  be  discovered,  very  little  affected  by  two  odes  on 
Oblivion  and  Obscurity,  in  which  his  lyrick  performances 
were  ridiculed  with  much  contempt  and  much  ingenuity. 

When  the  professor  of  modem  history  at  Cambridge 
died,  be  was,  as  he  says,  "  cockered  and  spirited  up," 
till  he  asked  it  of  lord  Bute,  who  sent  him  a  civil  refusal ; 
and  the  place  was  given  to  Mr.  Brocket,  the  tutor  of  sir 
James  Lowther. 

His  constitution  was  weak,  and  beliiBving  that  his  health 
was  promoted  by  exercise  and  change  of  place,  he  under- 
took, 1765,  a  journey  into  Scotland,  of  which  his  account, 
so  far  as  it  extends,  is  very  curious  and  elegant ;  for,  as 
his  comprehension  was  ample,  his  curiosity  extended  to  all 
the  works  of  art,  all  the  appearances  ol  nature,  and  all  the 
monuments  of  past  events.  He  naturally  contracted  a 
frieadship  with  Dr.  Beattie,  whom  he  found  a  poet,  a 
philosopher,  and  a  good  man.  The  Mareschal  college  at 
Aberdeen  offered  him  the  degree  of  doctor  of  laws,  wfaie^ 
having  omitted  to  take  it  at  Cambridge,  he  thought  it 
decent  to  refuse. 

What  ke  had  formerly  soUeited  »  vain  was  at  last  give, 
him  without  solicitation.  The  professorship  of  histoiy 
became  again  vacant,  and  he  received,  1768,  an  offer  of  it 
from  the  duke  of  Grafton.  He  accepted,  and  retained  it 
to  his  death;  always  designing  lectures,  but  never  reading 
them ;  uneasy  at  his  neglect  of  duty,  and  appeasing  his 
uneasiness  with  designs  of  reformation,  and  with  a  reso* 
lutioB  which  he  believed  himsetf  to  have  made  of  resigning 
the  office,  if  he  found  himself  unable  to  discharge  it 

III  health  made  another  josnrney  necessary,  and  be  vi* 


't^aatik  tut  •eiUfnuaey 
11  V'l  n»  tx 
r  »  Tw  guit'  ■  me 

^.»  '»!*->;»  JDit  xm  fcaoa  vcve  mam  wear  tbeir  end. 
ITiK^  rinn.  i^  ^111:2  ne  aad  sprrpi  ■■■!  vcak  attacks, 
itil  VHV.  tm  fsuammtx^  and.  vxioar  u>  ao  Tdirif  t^  pro- 
Ounfic  «cmur  narruDattfiw  vi>ra.  Jalr  9D,  1771,  teimi- 

H»  tauTHntr  I  Ml  v^Iiaa:  to  adopt,  as  Mr.  Mason  has 
Clime-  'Enm.  a  jKVt  VTinf«  ta  mj  friead  Mr.  BosweD,  by 
ivt  rt^'tmmi  Mr.  T<^<>,  nctor  of  Sc  Glorias,  ia  Cora- 

af  w'    .ar  at  kss  ajiMeAt  vell-visker  to  be- 


tM  BKKt  kjiaed  auu  in  Eorope. 
H*^  wa  t^T:»Z.-j  arq-^^irted  vitk  tiie  elegant  and  ptofomid 
fuerst  <€  §cxmD^^  aad  tkat  a>t  sapeificiailj,  bnt  tiioroagUj. 
He  kmpw  ercrr  bruxk  of  kistorr,  botk  aataral  and  ci^il ; 
li^  K^ad  22  me  original  kistorians  of  England,  Fiance, 
aad  It^j :  aad  vas  a  great  antiqiiariaa.     Criticism,  meta- 
^kj^rks^  morals,  politkks,  ande  a  principal  part  of  bb 
stadr :  Torages  and  traTeb  of  aD  sorts  were  kis  favourite 
aacseBeats ;  and  ke  kad  a  fine  taste  in  painting,  prints,  ar- 
ckhertnre,  and  gardening.    Witk  sock  a  fund  of  knowledge, 
kis  cooTersation  most  kare  been  equally  instructing  and 
entertainiiie ;  but  ke  was  also  a  good  man,  a  man  of  virtue 
and  bomanitv.    There  is  no  character  without  some  speck, 
some  imperfection ;  and  I  think  the  greatest  defect  in  his 
was  an  affectation  in  delicacy,  or  rather  effeminacy*  and  a 
risible  fastidiousness,  or  contempt  and  disdain  of  his  infe- 
riours  in  science.    He  also  had,  in  some  degree,  that  weak- 
ness which  disgusted  Voltaire  so  much  in  Mr.  Congreve : 
though  he  seemed  to  value  others  chiefly  according  to  the 
prepress  that  they  had  made  in  knowledge,  yet  he  could 
not  bear  to  be  considered  himself  merely  as  a  man  of  let- 
ters ;  and,  though  without  birth,  or  fortune,  or  station,  bis 
desire  was  to  be  looked  upon  as  a  private  independent 
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t  geatleman,  who  read  for  his  amusement.     Perhaps  it  may 

i  be  said,  what  signifies  so  much  knowledge,  when  it  pro- 

^  duced  so  little  I    Is  it  worth  taking  so  much  pains  to  leave 

BO  memorial  but  a  few  poems?    But  let  it  be  considered, 
that  Mr.  Gray  was,  to  others  at  least,  innocently  em- 
I  ployed,  to  himself  certainly  beneficially.     His  time  passed 

agreeably ;  he  was  every  day  making  some  new  acqui- 
sition in  science;  his  mind  was  enlarged,  his  heart  soft- 
ened, his  virtue  strengthened ;  the  world  and  mankind 
were  shown  to  him  without  a  mask ;  and  he  was  taught  to 
)  consider  every  thing  as  trifling,  and  unworthy  of  the  at- 

]  tention  of  a  wise  man,  except  the  pursuit  of  knowledge 

and  practice  of  virtue,  in  that  state  wherein  God  hath 
placed  us." 

To  this  character  Mr.  Mason  has  added  a  more  parti- 
cular account  of  Gray's  skill  in  zoology.  He  has  re- 
marked, that  Gray's  effeminacy  was  affected  most  ^'  before 
those  whom  he  did  not  wish  to  please  ;"  and  that  he  is  un- 
justly charged  with  making  knowledge  his  sole  reason  of 
preference,  as  he  paid  his  esteem  to  none  whom  he  did 
not  likewise  believe  to  be  good. 

What  has  occurred  to  me  from  the  slight  inspection  of 
his  letters,  in  which  my  undertaking  has  engaged  me,  is, 
that  his  mind  had  a  large  grasp ;  that  his  curiosity  was  un- 
limited, and  his  judgment  cultivated ;  that  he  was  a  man 
likely  to  love  much  where  he  loved  at  all ;  but  that  he  was 
fastidious  and  hard  to  please.  His  contempt,  however,  is 
often  employed,  where  I  hope  it  will  be  approved,  upon 
skepticism  and  infidelity.  His  short  account  of  Shaftes- 
bory  I  will  insert. 

''You  say  you  cannot  conceive  how  lord  Shaftesbury 
came  to  be  a  philosopher  in  vogue ;  I  will  tell  you :  first, 
he  was  a  lord;  secondly,  he  was  as  vain  as  any  of  his 
readers;  thirdly,  men  are  very  prone  to  believe  what  they 
do  not  understand ;  fourthly,  they  will  believe  any  thing 
at  all,  provided  they  are  under  no  obligation  to  believe  it ; 
fifthly,  they  love  to  take  a  new  road,  even  when  that  road 
leads  nowhere ;   sixthly,  he  was  reckoned  a  fine  writer, 

VOL.  VIII.  I  i 


,  tfc^  he  £d  M»l  write 

bstlalMNRvd 

of  oMBpoBtioa;  and  be 

that  he  co«U  not  viile  bat 

■Hmeali ;  a  fiutestick  fop- 

lor  a  ana  of  leanuBi|^  and 


and  I  hope  not 
^  if  I  confess  that 
his  life, 
poetical,  both  ia  the 
laRgnage  is  too  laxo- 
thuai^hto  hare  aothi^  new.  There  has,  of 
of  gnriag  to  adjectiTea  derived  firom 
the  tenaiaatioD  of  participles ;  sach  as  the 
the  dmmd  bank ;  bat  I  was  sorry  to  see, 
m  the  Enes  of  a  scholar  like  Gray,  the  lumkd  spria;. 
Tht  taalitj  is  aataial,  bat  too  stale ;  the  conclosioD  b 
pvetty. 

The  poes  oa  the  Cat  was,  doubtless,  by  its  author,  coo- 
sideied  as  a  tiifle ;  bat  it  is  not  a  happy  trifle.  In  the 
fifst  staasa,  "the  asore  flowers  that  blow'*  show  resolutely 
a  Ajmt  is  sonetinies  made  when  it  cannot  easily  be 
found.  Setima,  the  cat,  is  called  a  nymph,  with  some 
▼iolence  both  toulanguage  and  sense ;  but  there  is  no  good 
use  made  of  it  when  it  is  done :  for  of  the  two  lines. 

What  female  heart  can  gold  despise  ? 
What  cat's  wene  to  fish  ? 
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the  first  relates  merely  to  the  Dymph,  and  the  second  only 
to  the  cat.  The  sixth  stanza  contains  a  melancholy  truth, 
that  **  a  favourite  has  no  friend  ;**  but  the  last  ends  in  a 
pointed  sentence  of  no  relation  to  the  purpose ;  if  what 
glistered  had  been  gold,  the  cat  would  not  have  gone  into 
the  water;  and,  if  she  had,  would  not  less  have  been 
drowned. 

The  Prospect  of  Eton  College  suggests  nothing  to  Gray 
which  every  beholder  does  not  equally  think  and  feel. 
His  supplication  to  father  Thames,  to  tell  him  who  drives 
the  hoop  or  tosses  the  ball,  is  useless  and  puerile.  Father 
Thames  has  no  better  means  of  knowing  than  himself®. 
His  epithet,  **  buxom  health,*'  is  jiot  elegant ;  he  seems  not 
to  understand  the  word.  Gray  thought  his  language  more 
poetical  as  it  was  more  remote  from  common  use ;  finding 
in  Dryden  **  honey  redolent  of  spring,"  an  expression  that 
reaches  the  utmost  limits  of  our  language.  Gray  drove  it 
a  little  more  beyond  common  apprehension,  by  making 
*'  gales'*  to  be  **  redolent  of  joy  and  youth." 

Of  the  Ode  on  Adversity,  the  hint  was,  at  first,  taken 
from  ''  O  Diva,  gratum  qu»  regis  Antium ;"  but  Gray 
.  has  excelled  his  original  by  the  variety  of  his  sentiments, 
and  by  their  moral  application.  Of  this  piece,  at  once 
poetical  and  rational,  I  will  not,  by  slight  objections,  violate 
the  dignity. 

My  process  has  now  brought  me  to  the  wonderful 
wonder  of  wonders,  the  two  sister  odes ;  by  which,  though 
either  vulgar  ignorance  or  common  sense  at  first  univer- 
sally rejected  them,  many  have  been  since  persuaded  to 
think  themselves  delighted.  I  am  one  of  those  that  are 
willing  to  be  pleased,  and,  therefore,  would  gladly  find 
the  meaning  of  the  first  stanza  of  the  Progress  of  Poetry. 

«  We  shall,  in  comparison  with  this  criticism,  quote  a  passage  from  Rasselas, 
and  deduce  no  inference :  "  As  they  were  sitting  together,  the  princess  cast  her 
eyes  on  the  river  that  flowed  before  her :  answer,  said  she,  great  father  of 
waters,  thou  that  roUeat  thy  floods  through  eighty  nations,  fb  the  inrocation  of 
the  daughter  of  thy  native  king.  Tell  me,  if  thou  waterest,  through  all' thy 
course,  a  single  habitation  from  which  thou  doet  not  hear  the  murmuis  of  com- 
plaint."   Ed. 

xi2 
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Gray  seems,  in  his  rapture,  to  confound  the  images  of 
"  spreading  sound**  and  "  running  water."  A  ''  stream  of 
musick/*  may  be  allowed ;  but  where  does  '*  musiek/*  bow- 
ever  "  smooth  and  strong*'*  after  having  visited  the  **  ver- 
dant vales,  roll  down  the  steep  amain,"  so  as  that  ''rocks 
and  nodding  groves  rebellow  to  the  roar?'*  If  this  be  said 
of  musick,  it  is  nonsense  ;  if  it  be  said  of  water,  it  is  no- 
thing to  the  purpose. 

The  second  stanza,  exhibiting  Mars*  car  and  Jove's 
eagle,  is  unworthy  of  further  notice.  Criticism  disdains 
to  chase  a  schoolboy  to  his  commonplaces. 

To  the  third  it  may  likewise  be  objected,  that  it  is 
drawn  from  mythology,  though  such  as  may  be  more  easily 
assimilated  to  real  life.  Idalia's  '*  velvet  green*'  has  some- 
thing of  cantl  An  epithet  or  metaphor  drawn  from  nature 
ennobles  art:  an  epithet  or  metaphor  drawn  from  art  de- 
grades nature.  Gray  is  too  fond  of  words  arbitrarily  com- 
pounded. **  Many-twinkling"  was  formerly  censured  as 
not  analogical ;  we  may  say  "  many-spotted,"  but  scarcelf 
**  many-spotting."  This  stanza,  however,  has  something 
pleasing. 

Of  the  second  ternary  of  stanzas,  the  first  endeavours  to 
tell  something,  and  would  have  told  it,  had  it  not  been 
crossed  by  Hyperion :  the  second  describes  well  enough 
the  universal  prevalence  of  poetry  ;  but  I  am  afraid  that 
the  conclusion  will  not  arise  from   the  premises.    The 

caverns  of  the  north  and  the  plains  of  Chili  are  not  the 

» 

residences  of  "Glory  and 'generous  shame."  But  that 
poetry  and  virtue  go  always  together  is  an  opinion  so 
pleasing,  ^at  I  can  forgave  him  who  resolves  to  think  it 
true. 

The  third  stanza  sounds  big  with  "  Delphi,"  and 
"Egean,"  and  "  Ilissus,"  and  "  Meander,"  and  "  hallowed 
fountains,"  and  "solemn  sound;"  but  in  all  Gray's  odes 
there  is  a  kind  of  cumbrous  splendour  which  we  wish 
away.  His  position  is  at  last  false :  in  the  time  of  Dante 
and  Petrarch,  from  whom  he  derives  our  first  school  of 
poetry,  Italy  was  overrun  by  "tyrant  power"  an.d  "coward 
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vice  ;'*  nor  was  our  state  much  better  wheb  we  first  bor- 
rowed the  Italian  arts. 

Of  the  third  ternary,  the  first  gives  a  mythological  birth 
of  Shakespeare.  What  is  said  of  that  mighty  genius  is  true  ; 
but  it  is  not  said  happily :  the  real  efiects  of  this  poeti- 
cal power  are  put  out  of  sight  by  the  pomp  of  machinery. 
Where  truth  is  sufficient  to  fill  the  mind,  fiction  is  worse 
than  useless ;  the  counterfeit  debases  the  genuine. 

His  account  of  Milton's  blindness,  if  we  suppose  it 
caused  by  study  in  the  formation  of  his  poem,  a  supposi- 
tion surely  allowable,  is  poetically  true,  and  happily  ima- 
gined. But  the  car  of  Dryden,  with  his  two  coursers,  has 
nothing  in  it  peculiar ;  it  is  a  car  in  which  any  other  rider 
may  be  placed. 

The  Bard  appears,  at  the  first  view,  to  be,  as  Aigarotti 
and  otheris  have  remarked,  an  imitation  of  the  prophecy  of 
Nereus.  Aigarotti  thiuks  it  superiour  to  its  original ;  and, 
if  preference  depends  only  on  the  imagery  and  animation 
of  the  two  poems,  his  judgment  is  right.  There  is  in  the 
Bard  more  force,  more  thought,  and  more  variety.  But 
to  copy  is  less  than  to  invent,  and  the  copy  has  been  un- 
happily produced  at  a  wrong  time.  The  fiction  of  Horace 
was  to  the  Romans  credible ;  but  its  revival  disgusts  us 
with  apparent  and  unconquerable  falsehood.  Incredulus 
odi. 

To  select  a  singular  event,  and  swell  it  to  a  giant*s  bulk 
by  fabulous  appendages  of  spectres  and  predictions,  has 
little  difficultv;  for  he  that  forsakes  the  probable  may 
always  find  the  marvellous.  And  it  has  little  use ;  we  are 
affected  only  as  we  believe  ;  we  are  improved  only  as  we 
find  something  to  be  imitated  or  declined.  I  do  not  see 
that  the  Bard  promotes  any  truth,  moral  or  political. 

His  stanzas  are  too  long,  especially  his  epodes  ;  the  ode 
is  finished  before  the  ear  has  learned  its  measures,  and, 
consequently,  before  it  can  receive  pleasure  from  their 
consonance  and  recurrence. 

Of  the  first  stanza,  the  abrupt  beginning  has  been  cele- 
brated ;  but  technical  beauties  can  give  praise  only  to  the 
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inventor.  It  is  in  the  power  of  any  man  to  msh  abmptiy 
upon  his  subject,  that  has  read  the  ballad  of  Johnny  Arm- 
strong : 

Is  there  ever  a  man  in  all  Scotland. 

The  initial  resemblances,  or  alliterations,  ''ruin,  ruthless, 
helm  or  hauberk,"  are  below  the  grandeur  of  a  poem  that 
endeavours  at  sublimity. 

In  the  second  stanza,  the  Bard  is  well  described ;  but  in 
the  third  we  have  the  puerilities  of  obsolete  mythology. 
When  we  are  told  that  **  Cadwallo  hush*d  the  stormy 
main,"  and  that  **  Modred  made  huge  Plinliramon  bow  his 
cloud-topp'd  head,"  attention  recoils  from  the  repetition  of 
a  tale  that,  even  when  it  was  first  heard,  was  heard  with 
scorn. 

The  weaving  of  the  witidingsheet  he  borrowed,  as  he 
owns,  from  the  Northern  Bards;  but  their  texture,  how- 
ever, was  very  properly  the  work  of  female  powers,  as  the 
act  of  spinning  the  thread  of  life  in  another  mythology. 
Theft  is  always  dangerous ;  Gray  has  made  weavers  of 
slaughtered  bards  by  a  fiction  outrageous  and  incongruous. 
They  are 'then  called  upon  to  ''weave  the  warp,  and  weave 
the  woof,"  perhaps,  with  no  great  propriety ;  for  it  is  by 
crossing  the  looo/'with  the  warp  that  men  weave  the  web  or 
piece ;  and  the  first  line  was  dearly  bought  ^by  the  admis- 
sion of  its  wretched  correspondent,  "g^ve  ample  room  and 
verge  enough  p."      He  has,  however,  no  other  line  as  bad. 

The  thif  d  stanza  of  the  second  ternary  is  commended,  I 
think,  beyond  its  merit.  The  personification  is  indistinct. 
Thirst  and  hunger  are  not  alike;  and  their  features,  to 
make  the  imagery  perfect,  should  have  been  discriminated. 
We  are  told,  in  the  same  stanza,  how  towers  axe  fed.  But 
I  will  no  longer  look  for  particular  faults;  yet  let  it  be  ob- 
served, that  the  ode  might  have  been  concluded  with  an 
action  of  better  example ;  but  suicide  is  always  to  be  had 
without  expense  of  thought. 

9   I  have  a  soul,  that  like  an  ampU  shield 
Can  take  ia  all ;  and  verge  enongh  for  more. 

Dryden't  Sebastian. 
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These  odes  are  marked  by  glittering  accnmulations  of 
nDgracefal  oraaments ;  they  strike,  rather  than  please ; 
the  images  are  magnified  by  affectation ;  the  language  is 
laboured  into  harshness.  The  mind  of  the  writer  seems  to 
work  with  unnatural  violence.  *'  Double,  double,  toil  and 
trouble."  He  has  a  kind  of  strutting  dignity,  and  is  tall  by 
walking  on  tiptoe.  His  art  and  his -struggle  are  too  visi- 
ble, and  there  is  too  little  appearance  of  ease  and  nature  \ 

To  say  that  he  has  no  beauties,  would  be  unjust ;  a  man 
like  him,  of  great  learning  and  great  industry,  could  not 
but  produce  something  valuable.  When  he  pleases  least, 
it  can  only  be  said  that  a  good  design  was  ill-directed. 

His  translations  of  Northern^and  Welsh  poetry  deserve 
praise  ;  the  imagery  is  preserved,  perhaps  often  improved; 
but  the  language  is  unlike  the  language  of  other  poets. 

In  the  character  of  his  Elegy  I  rejoice  to  concur  with 
the  common  reader ;  for,  by  the  common  sense  of  readers 
uncorrupted  with  literary  prejudices,  after  all  the  refine- 
ments of  subtilty  and  the  dogmatism  of  learning,  must  be 
finally  decided  all  claim  to  poetical  honours.  The  Church- 
yard abounds  with  images  which  find  a  mirror  in  every 
mind,  and  with  sentiments  to  which  every  bosom  returns 
an  echo.  The  four  stanzas  beginning  ''Yet  even  these 
bones,"  are  to  me  original :  I  have  never  seen  the  notions 
in  any  other  place ;  yet  he  that  reads  them  here  persuades 
himself  that  he  has  always  felt  them.  Had  Gray  written 
often  thus,  it  had  been  vain  to  blame,  and  useless  to  praise 
him. 

<i  Lord  Orford  used  to  assert,  that  Gray  "  never  wrote  any  thing  easily,  but 
things  of  bumonr  ;"  and  added,  that  humour  was  his  natural  and  original  turn* 

For  a  full  examination  of  Johnson's  strange  aod  capricious  strictures  on  the 
poetry  of  Gray,  we,  with  much  satisfaction,  refer  our  readers  to  the  life  prefixed 
to,  and  the  notes  that  accompany,  an  elegant  edition  of  Gray's  works,  2  vols. 
8to.  Oxford,  1825.  Much  that  is  both  elegant  and  useful  will  be  found  in  that 
publication.    £d. 


LYTTELTON. 

Georgs  Lyttblton,  the  son  of  sir  Thomas  Lyttelton, 
of  Hagley,  in  Worcestershire,  was  born  in  1709.  He  was 
educated  at  Eton,  where  he  was  so  much  di^ng^ished, 
that  his  exercises  were  recommended  as  models  to  his 
schoolfellows. 

From  Eton  he  went  to  Christ-church,  where  he  retained 
the  same  reputation  of  superiority,  and  displayed  his  abili- 
ties to  the  publick  in  a  poem  on  Blenheim. 

He  was  a  very  early  writer,  both  in  verse  and  prose. 
His  Progress  of  Love,  and  his  Persian  Letters,  were  both 
written  when  he  was  very  young ;  and,  indeed,  the  cha- 
racter of  a  young  man  is  very  visible  in  both.  The  verses 
cant  of  shepherds  and  flocks,  and  crooks  dressed  with 
flowers ;  and  the  letters  have  something  of  that  indistinct 
and  headstrong  ardour  for  liberty,  which  a  man  of  genius 
always  catches  when  he  enters  the  world,  and  always  suf- 
fers to  cool  as  he  passes  forward. 

He  staid  not  long  at  Oxford;  for,  in  1728,  he  began  his 
travels,  and  saw  France  and  Italy.  When  he  returned,  he 
obtained  a  seat  in  parliament,  and  soon  distinguished  him- 
self among  the  most  eager  opponents  pf  sir  Robert  Wai- 
pole,  though  his  father,  who  was  a  commissioner  of  the 
admiralty,  always  voted  with  the  court. 

For  many  years  the  name  of  George  Ly  ttelton  was  seen 
in  every  account  of  every  debate  in  the  house  of  commons. 
He  opposed  the  standing  army;  he  opposed  the  excise ; 
he  supported  the  motion  for  petitioning  the  king  to  remove 
Walpole.  His  zeal  was  considered  by  the  courtiers  not 
only  as  violent,  but  as  acrimonious  and  malignant ;  and, 
when  Walpole  was  at  last  hunted  from  his  places,  every 
efibrt  was  made  by  his  friends,  and  many  friends  lie  had,  to 
exclude  Lyttelton  from  the  secret  committee. 

The  prince   of  Wales,   being,  1737,  driven  from  St. 
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Jamefl's,  kept  a  separate  court,  and  opened  his  arms  to  the 
oppooeuts  of  the  ministry.  Mr.  Lyttelton  became  bis  se- 
cretary, and  was  supposed  to  have  great  infloenee  in  the 
direction  of  his  conduct.  He  persuaded  his  master,  whose 
business  it  was  now  to  be  popolar,  that  he  would  advance 
his  character  by  patronage.  Mallet  was  made  noder-se- 
cretary,  with  two  hundred  pounds;  and  Thomson  had  a 
pension  of  one  hundred  pounds  a  year.  For  Thomscm, 
Lyttelton  always  retained  his  kindness,  and  was  able,  at 
last,  to  place  him  at  ease. 

Moore  courted  his  favour  by  an  apologetical  poem,  call- 
ed the  Trial  of  Selm ;  for  which  be  was  paid  with  kind 
words,  which,  as  is  common,  raised  great  hopes,  that  were 
at  last  disappointed. 

Lyttelton  now  stood  in  the  first  rank  of  opposition ;  and 
Pope,  who  was  incited,  it  is  not  easy  to  say  how,  to  increase 
the  clamour  against  the  ministry,  commended  him  among 
the  other  patriots.  This  drew  upon  him  tiie  reproaches  of 
Fox,  who,  in  the  house,  imputed  to  him,  as  a' crime,  his  in- 
timacy with  a  lampooner  so  unjust  and  licentious.  Lyttel- 
ton supported  hb  friend ;  and  replied,  that  he  thought  it 
an  honour  to  be  received  into  the  familiarity  of  so  jpreat  a 
poet. 

While  he  was  thus  conspicuous,  he  married,  1741,  Miss 
Lucy  Fortescue,  of  Devonshire,  by  whom  he  had  a  son, 
the  late  lord  Lyttelton,  and  two  daughters,  and  with  whom 
he  appears  to  have  lived  in  the  highest  degree  of  connubial 
felicity ;  but  human  pleasures  are  short ;  she  died  in  child- 
bed about  five  years  afterwards ;  and  he  solaced  his  grief 
by  writing  a  long  poem  to  her  memory. 

He  did  not,  however,  condemn  himself  to  perpetual 
scAtude  and  sorrow ;  for,  after  awhile,  he  was  content  to 
seek  happiness  again  by  a  second  marriage  with  the  daugh- 
ter of  sir  Bobert  Rich :  but  the  experiment  was  unsuc- 
cessfnl. 

At  length,  after  a  long  struggle,  Walpole  gave  way, 
and  hodsour  and  profit  were  distributed  among  his  con- 
querors.    Lyttelton  was  made,  1744,  one  of  the  lords  of 
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the  treasury ;  and  from  that  time  was  engaged  in  supporting 
the  schemes  of  the  ministry. 

Politicks  did  not»  however,  so  much  engage  him,  as  to 
withhold  his  thoughts  from  things  of  more  importance. 
He  had,  in  the  pride  of  juvenile  confidence,  with  the  help 
of  corrupt  conversation,  entertained  doubts  of  the  truth  of 
Christianity ;  but  he  thought  the  time  now  come  when  it 
was  no  longer  fit  to  doubt  or  believe  by  chance,  and  ap- 
plied himself  seriously  to  the  great  question.  His  studies, 
being  honest,  endbd  in  conviction.  He  found  that  religion 
was  true;  and  what  he  had  learned  he  endeavoured  to 
teach,  1747,  by  Observations  on  the  Conversion  of  St. 
Paul ;  a  treatise  to  which  infidelity  has  never  been  able  to 
fabricate  a  specious  answer.  This  book  his  father  had  the 
happiness  of  seeing,  and  expressed  his  pleasure  in  a  letter 
which  deserves  to  be  inserted : 

**  I  have  read  your  religious  treatise  with  infinite  plea- 
sure and  satisfaction.  The  style  is  fine  and  clear,  the  ar- 
guments close,  cogent,  and  irresistible.  May  the  King  of 
kings,  whose  glorious  cause  you  have  so  well  defended, 
reward  your  picas  labours,  and  grant  that  I  may  be  found 
worthy,  through  the  merits  of  Jesus  Christ,  to  be  an  eye- 
witness of  that  happiness  which  I  don't  doubt  he  will 
bountifully  bestow  upon  you.  In  the  mean  time,  I  shall 
never  cease  glorifying  God,  for  having  endowed  you  with 
such  useful  talents,  and  giving  me  so  good  a  son. 

"  Your  affectionate  father, 

«'  TH0MA8  LyTTBLTON.'* 

A  few  years  afterwards,  1751,  by  the  death  of  his  father, 
he  inherited  a  baronefs  title  with  a  lai^e  estate,  which, 
though,  perhaps,  he  did  not  augment,  he  was  careful  to 
adorn  by  a  house  of  great  elegance  and  expense,  and  by 
much  attention  to  the  decoration  of  his  park. 

As  he  continued  his  activity  in  parliament,  he  was  gra- 
dually advancing  his  claim  to  profit  and  preferment ;  and 
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accordingly  was  made,  in  time,  1754»  cofferer  and  priyy 
connsellor:  this  place  he  exchanged  next  year  for  the 
great  oflBce  of  chancellor  of  the  excheqner ;  an  office,  how- 
ever, that  required  some  qualifications  which  he  soon  per- 
ceived himself  to  want. 

The  year  after,  his  curiosity  led  him  into  Wales;  of 
which  he  has  given  an  account,  perhaps  rather  with  too 
much  affectation  of  delight,  to  Archibald  Bower,  a  man  of 
whom  he  -had  conceived  an  opinion  more  favourable  than 
he  seems  to  have  deserved,  and  whom,  having  once  es« 
poused  his  interest  and  fame,  he  was  never  persuaded  to 
disown.  Bower,  whatever  was  his  moral  character,  did 
not  want  abilities;  attacked  as  he  was  by  an  universal 
outcry,  and  that  outcry,  as  it  seems,  the  echo  of  truth,  he 
kept  his  ground :  at  last,  when  his  defences  began  to  fail 
him,  he  sallied  out  upon  his  adversaries,  and  his  adver- 
saries retreated. 

About  this  time  Lyttelton  published  his  Dialogues  of 
the  Dead,  which  were  very  eagerly  read,  though  the  pro- 
duction rather,  as  it  seems,  of  leisure  than  of  study :  rather 
effusions  than  compositions.  The  names  of  his  persons 
too  often  enable  the  reader  to  anticipate  their  conversation ; 
and,  when  they  have  met,  they  too  often  part  without  any 
conclusion.  He  has  copied  F4n61on  more  than  Fonte- 
nelle. 

When  they  were  first  published,  they  were  kindly  com- 
mended by  the  Critical  Reviewers;  and  poor  Lyttelton, 
with  humble  g^titude,  returned,  in  a  note  which  I  have 
read,  acknowledgments  which  can  never  be  proper,  since 
they  must  be  paid  either  for  flattery  or  for  justice. 

When,  in  the  latter  part  of  the  last  reign,  the  inauspi- 
cious commencement  of  the  war  made  the  dissolution  of 
the  ministry  unaviodable,  sir  George  Lyttelton,  losing, 
with  the  rest,  his  emplojrment,  was  recompensed  with  a 
peerage ;  and  rested  from  political  turbulence  in  the  house 
of  lords. 

His  last  literary  production  watf  his  History  of  Henry 
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the  second,  elaborated  by  ;the  searches  aad  ddiberatioDs  of 
twenty  years,  and  published* with  such  anxiety  as  only  vanity 
can  dictate. 

The  story  of  this  publication  is  remarkable.  The  vhde 
work  was  printed  twice  over,  a  great  part  of  it  three 
times,  and  many  sheets  fonr  or  five  times.  The  book- 
seHers  paid  for  the  first  impression;  but  the  charges  and 
repeated  operations  of  the  press  were  at  the  expense  of 
the  author,  whose  ambitious  accuracy  is  known  to  have 
cost  him,  at  least,  a  thousand  pounds.  He  began  to  print 
in  1755.  Three  volumes  appeared  in  1764 ;  a  second 
edition  of  them  in  1767;  a  third  edition  in  1768;  and  the 
conclusion  in  1771. 

Andrew  Reid,  a  man  not  without  considerable  abilities, 
and  not  unacquainted  with  letters  or  with  life,  undertook 
to  persuade  Lyttelton,  as  he  had  persuaded  himself,  that 
he  was  master  of  the  secret  of  punctuation ;  and,  as  fear 
begets  credulity,  he  was  employed,  I  know  not  at  what 
price,  to  point  the  pages  of  Henry  the  second.  The  book 
was  at  last  pointed  and  printed,  and  sent  into  the  world. 
Lyttelton  took  money  for  his  copy,  of  which,  when  he  had 
paid  the  pointer,  he  probably  gave  the  rest  away ;  for  he 
was  very  liberal  to  the  indigent. 

When  time  brought  the  history  to  a  third  edition,  Reid 
was  either  dead  or  discarded  ;  and  the  superintendence  of 
typography  and  punctuation  was  committed  to  a  man  ori- 
ginally a  comb^naker,  but  then  known  by  the  style  of  doc- 
tor. Something  uncommon  was  probably  expected,  and 
something  uncommon  was  at  last  done ;  for  to  the  doctor's 
edition  is  appended,  what  the  world  had  hardly  seen  before, 
a  list  of  erronrs  in  nineteen  pages. 

But  to  politicks  and  literature  there  must  be  an  end. 
liord  Lyttelton  had  never  the  appearance  of  a  strong  or 
of  a  healthy  man;  he  had  a  slender,  uneompaoted  frame, 
and  a  meagre  face:  he  lasted,  however,  sixty  years,  and 
was  then  seized  with  his  last  illness.  Of  his  death  a 
very  aflecting  and  instructive  account  has  been  given  by 
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hifl  physieian  ^  which  will  spare  me  the  task  of  his  moral 
character.  • 

**  Od  Sunday  evening  the  symptoms  of  his  lordship's  dis- 
order, which  for  a  week  past  had  alarmed  us,  pat  on  a  fatal 
appearance,  and  his  lordship  believed  himself  to  be  a  dying 
man«  From  this  time  he  suffered  by  restlessness  rather  than 
pain;  though  his  nerves  were  apparently  much  fluttered, 
his  mental  faculties  never  seemed  stronger,  when  he  was 
thoroughly  awake. 

"  His  lordship's  bilious  and  hepatick  complaints  seemed 
alone  not  equal  to  the  expected  mournful  event ;  his  long 
want  of  sleep»  whether  the  consequence  of  the  irritation  in 
the  bowels,  or,  which  is  more  probable,  of  causes  of  a  dif- 
ferent kind,  accounts  for  his  loss  of  strength,  and  for  his 
death,  very  sufficiently. 

**  Though  his  lordship  wished  his  approaching  dissolution 
not  to  be  lingering,  he  waited  for  it  with  resignation.  He 
said,  'It  is  a  folly,  a  keeping  me  in  misery,  now  to  attempt 
to  prolong  life ;'  yet  he  was  easily  persuaded,  for  the  sa- 
tisfaction  of  others,  to  do  or  take  any  thing  thought  proper 
for  him.  On  Saturday  he  had  been  remarkably  better, 
and  we  were  not  without  some  hopes  of  his  recovery, 

**  On  Sunday,  about  eleven  in  the  forenoon,  his  lordship 
sent  for  me,  and  said  he  felt  a  great  hurry,  and  wished  to 
have  a  little  conversation  with  me,  in  order  to  divert  it. 
He.  then  proceeded  to  open  the  fountain  of  that  heart, 
from  whence  goodness  had  so  long  flowed  as  from  a  copious 
spring.  *  Doctor,'  said  he,  *  you  shall  be  my  confessor : 
when  I  first  set  out  in  the  world,  I  had  friends  who  en- 
deavoured to  shake  my  belief  in  the  christian  religion. 
I  saw  difficulties  which  staggered  me ;  but  I  kept  my  mind 
open  to  conviction.  The  evidences  and  doctrines  of  Chris- 
tianity, studied  with  attention,  made  me  a  most  firm  and 
persuaded  believer  of  the  christian  religicAi.  I  have  made 
it  the  rule  of  my  life,  and  it  is  the  gpround  of  my  future 

'  Dr.  JobnitoM,  of  KiddenDinstM-. 
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hopes.  I  have  erred  and  sinned  ;  bnt  have  repented,  and 
never  indulged  any  vitious  habit.  In  politicks,  and  pub- 
lick  life,  I  have  made  publick  good  the  rule  of  my  conduct. 
I  never  g^ve  counsels  which  I  did  not  at  the  time  think 
the  best.  I  have  seen  that  I  was  sometimes  in  the  wrong ; 
but  I  did  not  err  designedly.  I  have  endeavoured,  in 
private  life,  to  do  all  the  good  in  my  power,  and  never  for 
a  moment  could  indulge  malicious  or  unjust  designs  upon 
any  person  whatsoever.* 

**  At  another  time  he  said,  *  I  must  leave  my  soul  in  the 
same  state  it  was  in  before  this  illness  ;  I  find  this  a  very 
inconvenient  time  for  solicitude  about  any  thing.' 

"  On  the  evening,  when  the  symptoms  of  death  came  on, 
he  said,  '  I  shall  die ;  but  it  will  not  be  your  fault.*  When 
lord  and  lady  Valentia  came  to  see  his  lordship,  he  gave 
them  his  solemn  benediction,  and  said,  *  Be  good,  be  vir- 
tuous, my  lord;  you  must  come  to  this/  Thus  he  continued 
giving  his  dying  benediction  to  all  around  him.  On  Mon- 
day morning  a  lucid  interval  gave  some  small  hopes,  but 
these  vanished  in  the  evening;  and  he  continued  dying, 
bnt  with  very  little  uneasiness,  till  Tuesday  morning,  Au- 
gust 22,  when,  between  seven  and  eight  o'clock,  he  ex- 
pired, almost  without  a  groan." 

His  lordship  was  buried  at  Hagley ;  and  the  following 
inscription  is  cut  on  the  side  of  his  lady's  monument : 

This  unadorned  stone  was  placed  here 

by  the  particular  desire  and  express 

directions  of  the  right  honourable 

Gborob  Lord  Ltttblton, 

Who  died  August  22,  1773,  aged  64. 

Lord  Lyttelton's  poems  are  thewoorks  of  a  man  of  li- 
terature and  judgment,  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  versifi- 
cation. They  have  nothing  to  be  despised,  and  little  to  be 
admired.  Of  his  Progress  of  Love,  it  is  sufficient  blame 
to  say  that  it  is  pastoral.  His  blank  verse  in  Blenheim 
has  neither  much  force  nor  much  elegance.   His  little  per- 
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formances,  whether  songs  or  epigrams,  are  sometimes 
sprightly  and  sometimes  insipid.  His  epistolary  pieces 
have  a  smooth  equability,  which  cannot  much  tire,  because 
they  are  short,  but  which  seldom  elevates  or  surprises. 
But  from  this  censure  ought  to  be  excepted  his  Advice  to 
Belinda,  which,  though  for  the  most  part  written  when  he 
was  very  young,  contains  much  truth  and  much  prudence, 
very  elegantly  and  vigorously  expressed,  and  shows  a 
mind  attentive  to  life,  and  a  power  of  poetry  which  cul* 
tivation  might  have  raised  to  excellence. 
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